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CUAPTiaLX. 

Hogeu Hamlet's Oooes3iok. 

OGEB had a great daal to thinlt 
as he turned away fiton looldng 
after the carnage as as it oonld 
be seen. The day beftire, he had 
bcliered that Molly hid come to 
view all (he ^mptoms of hhi growing 
love for her, — symptoms wl^oh he 
thought had been, so patent^ — as 
djggustmg inoonstaney to tie Incon- 
stant Cynthia I that ^e !Md Sit 
that an attachment which co^d be 
eo soon tnns&rred to another was 
not wordi hating; and that she had 
decked to mazh all (his by her 
changed treatment of him, and so to 
nip it in the boil But lihisnisnrning 
her dd sweet, frank manner had 
tetoornad-^in toeirlait iatertie^^at 
mj sate* He pnaaled hiaito^lBsid 
to lad cmt what could hare dl^ttressedi her at Hb 

ereawent so dura# to atk JBd&iaac^ tdMher 
ai^ wuets lieib toomlng ; and hd Iteaid tlal alto bad ' had 

one, lie tried ^ bdtm the letter wan in aottto arty (he m$m of 
l^ardimaw. tor to good* They awre Hfkodt 4g^ fffket tiieir m* 
^ 78, J, 
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Bpoken difference; but that was not enough for Roger. He felt every 
day more and more certain that she, and she alone, could make him 
happy. He had felt this, and had partly given up all hope, while hia 
father had been urging upon him the very course he moat desired to take. 
No need for “ trying ” to love her, he aaid to himself, — that was already 
done. And yet he was very jealous on her behalf. Was that lofe worthy 
of her which had once been given to Cynthia ? Was not this affair too 
mhdh a mocking mimicry of the last ? Again jlist on the point of leaving 
England for a considerable time ! If he followed her now to her own 
home, — in the very drawing-room where he had once offered to Cynthia 1 
And then by a strong resolve he determined on this course. They were 
friends now, and be kissed the rose that was her pledge of friendship. If 
he went to Africa, he ran some deadly chances ; he knew better what they 
were now than he had done when he went before. Until his return he 
would not even attempt to win more of her love than he already had. 
But once safe home again, no weak fancies as to what might or might not 
be her answer should prevent his running all chances to gain the woman 
who was to him the one who excelled all. His was not the poor vanity 
that thinks more of the possible mortification of a refusal than of the 
precious jewel of a bride that may be won. Somehow or another, please 
God to send him back safe, he would put his fate to the touch. And till 
then he would be patient. He was no longer a l»y lo rush at the coveted 
objcot ; he was a man capable of judging and abiding. 

Molly sent her fother, as soon as she could find him, to the Hall ; and 
then sate down to the old life in the home drawing-room, where she 
missed Cynthia's bright presence at every tom. Mrs. Gibson was in 
rather a querulous mood, which fastened itself upon the injuiy of 
Cynthia’s letter being addressed to Molly, and not to herself. 

^ Considering all the trouble 1 had with her trousseau, | think she 
might have written to me.” ^ 

But she did — her first letter was to you, lyunma,” said Mofy, her real 
thoughts still intent upon the Hall — upon ihe sick child— ii|Milt Roger, 
and his begging for the flower. 

** Tee, just a first letter, three pages loi^ with an aoomitit of her 
crossing; while to you the can write sbo0 foshions, hm the 
bonnets are worn in Paris, and all sorti of intereatiDg thingia But poor 
mothers must never expect confidential letters, I have found that out.** 

* * You may see my letter, mamma,” said Molly, ** them is really nothing 
in it” 

** And to think of her writing, and crosaii ig to you who dott*| vmliie it, 
while my poor heart is yearning after my lost child ! Beii% life is 
aonewhat hard to bear at timea” 

Then there was a aUenoe— for a while. 

^ l>o tell me something about your visit, Molly. Is Roger veir heari- 
fatdten? Boss he talk umoh about Cynthia?” 

** No* He doea not mentiim her olten 4 hardly ever, I think*” 
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** I aerer thought he had much feeling. If he had had, he weiild fiot 
have let her go ao eaaily.'’ 

** I don’t see how be could help it. When be came to see her after 
his return, she was already engaged to Mr. Henderson — he had Oome 
down that very day/’ said S^lly, with perhaps move heat than the ooca- 
fioA required. 

My poor heed 1 ” said Mrs. Gibson, patting her himds up to her 
head. One may aee you've be^ stopping with people of robust health, 
and — excuse my saying it, Molly, of your fnends — of unrefined habits, 
you’ve got to talk in so loud a voice. Bat do renoember my head, Molly. 
So Roger has quite forgotten Cynthia, has het Oh ! tvhat inooustant 
creatures men are 1 He will be falling in love with some grander next, 
mark my words 1 They are making a pet and a lion of him, and he’s 
just die kind of weak young man to have his head tamed by it all ; and 
to propose to some fine lady of rank, who would no more think of marry- 
ing him than of mariying her footman.” 

** I don’t think it is likely,” said Molly, stoutly. ** Roger is too 
sensible for anything of the kind.” 

That’s just the fault I always found with him ; sensible and 
cold-hearted I Now, that’s a kind of oharacter which may be very 
valuable, but which revolts me. Give me warmth of heSrt, even with a 
little of that extravagance of feeling which misleads the judgment, and 
conducts into romance. Poor Mr. Kirkpatrick ! That was just his 
character. 1 used to tell him that his love for me was ' quite romantic. 
I think I have told you about his walking five miles in the rain to get me 
a mufiin once when 1 was ill 7 ” 

“ Yes 1 ” said Molly. It was very kind of him.” 

So imprudent, too I Just what one of your sensible, eold-hearted, 
commonplace people would never have thought of doing. With his cough 
and all.” 

«1 hope he didn’t suffer for it?” replied Molly, anxious at a&y 
coat to keep off the subject of the Hamleys, upon which she and her step- 
mother always disagreed, and on which she found it difikult to keep her 
temper. 

Tes, indeed, he did 1 I don't think he ever got over the oold he 
eaught that day. 1 wish you had knovm him, Molly. I sometimes 
wonder what would have happened if you had, been my real daughter, 
and Cynthia dear papa’s, and Mr. Kirkpatrick and your own dear mcdier 
had all lived. People talk a good deal about natural afiSnities. It would 
have been a question for a philosopher.” She began to think on the 
impossibilities she had suggested. 

** I wonder how the poor Uide boy is?** said Molly, after a pause, 
speaking out her thought. 

^ Poor Utile child 1 When one thinks how Hide hit prolonged eadst^ 
enea is to be desired, one fbds that his death would be a boon.” 

** Mamma I what do you mean ? ” asked Molly, much shocked. ** Why 

1— a 
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every one carea for his life as the most precious thing I You have never 
seen him ! He is the bonniest, sweetest little fellow that can be I What 
do you mean ? ” 

** I ahould have thought that the squire would have desired a better- 
bom heir than the offspring of a seiwant, — with all his ideas about 
descent, and blood, and family. And I should have thought that it was a 
little mortifying to Roger— who must naturally have looked upon himself 
as his brother’s heir — to find a little interloping child, half French, half 
English, stepping into his slioes 1 ” 

“ You don’t know how fond they are of him, — the squire looks upon 
him as the apple of his eye.” 

“ Molly I Molly I pray don’t let me hear you using such vulgar 
expressions. When shall I teach you true refinement — that refinement 
which consists in never even thinking a vulgar, commonplace thing? 
Proverbs and idioms are never used by people of education. ^ Apple of 
his eye 1 ’ lam really shocked.” 

“ Well, mamma, I’m very sorry; but after all, what I wanted to say 
as strongly as I could was, that the squire loves the little boy as much as 
his own child ; and that Roger — oh 1 what a shame to think that Roger 

” And she stopped suddenly short, as if she were choked. 

I don’t wonder at your indignation, my d^r I ” said Mrs. Gibson : 

It is just what 1 should have felt at your age. ^ But one learns the 
baseness of human nature with advancing years. I was wrong, though, to 
undeceive you so early — but depend upon it, the thought 1 alluded to 
has crossed Roger Ilnmley’s mind ! ” 

“All sorts of thoughts cross one's mind — it depends upon whether 
one gives them harbour and encouragement,” said Molly. 

“ My dear, if you must have the last word, don’t let it be a truism. 
But let us talk on some more interesting subject. 1 asked Cynthia to buy 
me a silk gown in Paris, and 1 said I would send her word what colour 1 
fixed upon — I think dark blue is the most becoming to my complexion ; 
what do you say ? ” 

Molly agreed, sooner than take the trouble of thinking about the 
thing at all ; she was far toe full of her silent review of all the traits 
in Roger’s character which had lately come under her notice, and that 
gave the lie direct to her stepmother’s supposition. Just then they heard 
Mr. Gibson’s step downstairs. But it was some time before he made his 
entrance into the room where they were sitting. 

“ How is little Roger ? ” said Molly, eagerly. 

“ Beginning with scarlet fever, I'm afraid. It’s well yon left when you 
did, Molly. You’ve never had it. We must stop up all interoourse with 
the Hall for a time. If there’s one illness 1 drea^ it is this.** 

But you go and come back to us, papa.” 

“ Yes. But I always toke plenty of precautions. However, no need 
to talk about ri^ that lie in the way of one’s duty. It is unncooiiiry 
risks that we must avoid.” 
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** Will he have it badly ? asked Molly. 

“ I can’t tell. I shall do my best for the wee laddie.1* 

Whenever Mr. Gibson's feelings were touched, he was apt to recur to 
the language of his youth. Molly knew now that he was much interested 
in the case. 

For some days there was imminent danger to the little boy ; for some 
weeks there was a more chronic form of illness to contend with ; but 
when the immediate danger was over and the warm daily interest was 
past, Molly began to realize that, from the strict quarantine her &ther 
evidently thought it necessary to estabHlb between the two houses, she 
was not likely to see Roger again before his departure for Aftica. Oh I if 
she had but made more of the uncared-for days that she had passed with 
him at the Hall 1 Worse than uncared for ; days on which she had avoided 
him ; refused to converse freely with him ; given him pain by her change 
of manner ; for she had read in his eyes, heard in his voice, that he had 
been perplexed and pained, and now her imagination dwelt on and 
exaggerated the expression of his tones and looks. 

One evening after dinner, her father said, — 

“As the country-people say, I’ve done a stroke of work to-day. 
Roger Hamley and I have laid our heads together, and we have made a 
plan by which Mrs. Osborne and her boy will leave the Hall.” 

“ What did I say the other day, Molly ? ” said Mrs. Gibson, interrupting, 
and giving Molly a look of extreme intelligence. 

“ And go into lodgings at Jennings’ farm ; not four' hundred yards 
from the Park-field gate,” continued Mr. Gibson. “ The squire and his 
daughter-in-law have got to be much better friends over the little fellow’s 
sick-bed ; and I think he sees now how impossible it would be for the 
mother to leave her child, and go and be happy in France, which has been 
the notion running in his head all this time. To buy her off, in fact. 
But that one night, when I was very uncertain whether I could bring him 
through, they took to crying together, and condoling with each o&er ; and 
it was just like tearing down a curtain that had been between them ; they 
have been rather friends than otherwise ever since. Still Roger -(Molly’s 
cheeks grew warm and her eyes soft and bright ; it was such a pleasure to 
hear his name) — “ and I both agree that his mother knows much better how 
to manage the boy than his grand&ther does. I suppose that was the 
one good thing she got from that hard-hearted mistress of hers. She 
certainly has been well trained in the management of children. And it 
makes her impatient, and annoyed, and unhappy, when she sees the 
squire giving child nuts and ale, and all sorts of silly indulgences, and 
^oiling him in every possible way. Yet she’s a coward, and doesn’t 
speak out her mind. Now by being in lodgings, and having her own 
servants— inioe pretty rooms they are, too ; we went to see them, and Mrs. 
Jeninings promises to attend well to Hra. Osborne Hamley, ai^ is very 
muieh honoured, and all that smt of thing— uot ten minutea’ walk from the 
Hall, too, ad that she and the little chap may easily go backwards and 
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forwards as often as they like, and yet she may keep (he eontrol over her 
child's discipline and In short, 1 think IVe done a §food day’s 

work," he oontinued, stretching himself a little ; and then with a shake 
rousing himself, and making ready to go out again, to see a pelient who 
had sent for him in his absence. 

A good day's work I ’’ be repeated to himsplf as he ran downstairs. 
** I don’t know when I have been so happy 1 ’’ For he had not told 
Molly all that had passed between him and Hoger. Roger had begun 
a fresh subject of oonversation just as Mr. Gibson was baitenuig away 
from the Hall, after eompleting the new arrangement for Aimde and her 
child. 

" You know that I set off next Tuesday, Mr, Gibson, don’t you ?” said 
Roger, a little abruptly. 

" To be sure. 1 hope you'll be as suooessful in nil your scientido 
objeots as you were the last time, and have no sorrows awaiting you when 
you come buck." 

" Thank 3 ’ou. Yos. I hope so. You don’t think there’s any danger 
of infection now, do you ? ’’ 

** No I If the disease were to spread through the household, I think 
we should have had some signs of it before now. One is never sure, 
remember, with scarlet fever." 

Roger was silent for a minute or two. ** Suouiuyou be alraid," he 
said at length of seeing me at your house? ’’ 

" Thank you ; but I think I would rather decline the pleasure of 
yotir society theie at present. It’s only three weeks or a month since 
the child began. Besides, I shall be over here again before you go. 
I’m always on my guard against symptoms of dropsy. I have known Jt 
supervene.’’ 

" Tlien I shall not see Molly again I" said Roger, in a tone and witli a 
look of great disappointment. 

Mr. Gibson turned his keen, observant eyes upon the young man, 
and looked at him in as penetrating a manner as if be bad been 
beginning with an unknown illness. Than the doctor and the father com - 
pressed his lips and gave vent to a long intelligent whistle. ** Whew ! " 
said he. 

Roger’s bronxed checks took a deeper sliade. 

" You will take a mesasge to her from me, won’t you t X mmmae of 
farewell ? " he pleaded. 

"Not I. I’m not going to be a meaMge-ourrier btftween any young 
man and young woman. I’ll tell my womonkiDd I forbade you to eeme 
near the bouse, and that you’re sorry to go away without bidding good-by. 
That’s aU I shall say." “g 

“ But you do not disapprove ?— I see you guem why. Oh I Mr. Gibstm, 
just speak to t»e one word of what mutt be in yoor bemt, though you are 
pretending nol to undetetaiid why I would give worlds to set MelJy djain 
before I go.** ^ 
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dear boy I ” said Mr. Gibson, more affected tbbn be Hked’ to 
sbowi atid laying his hand on Roger's rdioulder. Then he puQed himself 
up, and said gravely enough, — 

“ Mhid, Molly is not Oynthia. If she were lo care for you, shb is not 
one who could transfer her love to the next corner.^ 

» You mean not as readily as I have done,” replied Roger. only 
wish you could know what a different feeling this is to my boyish love 
for Cynthia.” 

I wasn’t thinkipg of you when I iq>oke ; but, however, as 1 might 
have remembered afterwards that you not a model of constancy, let 
us hear what you have to say for yourself.” 

Not much. I did love Cynthia very much. Her manners and her 
beauty bewitched mo ; but her letters,— ^hort, hurried letters, — some- 
times showing that she really hadn’t taken the trouble to read mine 
through, — 1 cannot tell you the pain they gm^e me ! Twelve thonths’ 
solitude, in frequent danger of one's life — riace to fiice with death — some- 
times ages u man like many years* experience. Still 1 longed for the 
time when I should see her sweet face again, and hear her speak. Then 
the letter at the Cape 1 — and still I hoped. But you know how I found 
her, when 1 went to have the interview which I trusted might end in the 
renewal of our relations, — engaged to Mr. Henderson. 1 saw her walking 
with him in your garden, coquetting with him about a flower, just aid she 
used to do with me. I can see the pitying look in Molly’s eyes aS she 
watched me ; 1 con ace it now. And 1 could beat mys^f for being such a 

blind fool as to What must she think of me ? how she must despise 

me, choosing the false DUessa.” 

** Come, come ! Cynthia isn’t so bad as that. She’s a very faaoinating, 
faulty creature.” 

** 1 know 1 1 know 1 I will never allow any one to say a word against 
her. If I called her the false Duessa it was because 1 wanted to dxpress 
my sense of the difibrence between her and Molly as strongly as I could. 
You must allow for a lover’s exaggeration. Besides, all I irabted to 
say was, — Do you think that Molly, after seeing and knowing that 1 bad 
loved a person so inferior to herself, could ever be brought to listen 
to me?” 

“ I don’t know. 1 can’t tell. And even if I could, I would not Only 
if it’s any comfort to you, 1 may say what my experience has taught mo. 
Women are queer, unreasoning creatures, and are just as likoly as not to 
love a man who haa been throwing atray his affection.” 

** Thank you, sir ! ” said Roger, interrupting him. see you mean 
to give me encouragement. And X had resc^lved never to give Molly 
a hint of what 1 felt till I returned,— and then to tiy and win her by 
every means in my power. 1 djtftecaain^ not to sepeat the former aeeue 
in the former place,— in your drawitig*rooin|— however I mifi^t bC tempted. 
Aaf perhaps,^ after all, she avoided me ivhen she wis here kst.” 

** Kow^ Eqger, I’ve listened to you long enough. Jf you^ve tio^li||( 
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better to Jo mrith your time than to talk about my daughterj I have. 
When yon come back it will be time enough to enquire how far your 
father would approve of such an engagement.” 

^*He himself urged it upon me the other day — but then I was in 
despair — I thought it was too late.” 

And what means you are likely to have of maintaining a wife, — I 
always thought that point was passed tioo lightly over when you formed 
your hurried engagement to Cynthia. I’m not mercenary, — Molly has 
some money independently of me, — that she by the way knows nothing 
of, — not much; — and I can allow her something. But all these things 
must be left till your return.” 

** Then you sanction my attachment ? ” 

don’t know what you mean by sanctioning it. I can’t help it. I 
suppose losing one’s daughter is a necessary evil. Still ” — seeing the dis- 
appointed expression on Roger’s face — “it is but fair to you to say I’d rather 
give my child, — my only child, remember ! — to you, than to any man in 
the world 1 ” 

“ Thank you I ” said Roger, shaking hands with Mr. Gibson, almost 
against the will of the latter. “And I may see her, just once, before 
Igo?” 

“Decidedly not. There I come in as doctor as well as father. 
No 1” 

“ But you will take a message, at any rate 7 ” 

“ To my wife and to her conjointly. I will not separate them. I will 
not in ihe slightest way be a go-between.” 

“ Very well,” said Roger. “ Tell them both as strongly as you can 
how I regret your prohibition. I see I must submit. But if I don’t come 
back, I’ll haunt you for having been so cruel,” 

“Come, I like that. Give me a wise man of science in love I No one 
bents him in folly. Good-by.” 

“ Good-by. You will see Molly this afternoon I ” 

“ To be sure. And you will see your father. But I don't heave such 
portentous sighs at the thought,” 

Mr. Gibson gave Roger’s message to his wife and to Molly that evening 
at dinner. It was but what the latter had expected, after all her father 
had said of ihe very great danger of infection ; but now that her expectation 
came in the shape of a final decision, it took away her appetite. She sub- 
mitted in silence ; but her observant father noticed that after this speech 
of his, she only played with the food on her plate, and concealed a good 
deal, of it under her knife and fork. 

“ Lover esrst/s father I ” thought he, half sadly. “ Lover wins.” 
And he, too, became iadifierent to all that remained of his dinner. Mrs. 
Gibson pattered on ; and nobody listened. 

The day of Roger's departure came. Molly tried hard to forget it in work* 
ing away at a eushion she was preparing as a present to Cynthia ; people did 
worsted-work in those days. One, two, three. One, two, three, four, five, 
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BIX, Beven ; au wrong, die was thinking of something else, and hAdtonnplok 
it. It was a rainy day, too ; and Mrs. Gibson, who had planned to go onl 
and pay some calls, had to stay indoors. This made her restless and fidgety. 
She kept going backwards and forwards to different windows in the draw- 
ing-room to look at the weather, as if she imagined that while it rained at 
one window, it might be fine weather at another. Molly — come here ! 

who is that man wrapped np in a cloi&, — there, — near the Park wall, under 
the beech-tree — ^he has been there this half-hour and more, never stirring, 
and looking at this house all the time I I think it*s very suspicious.*’ 
Molly looked, and in an instant recognized Roger under all his wraps. 
Her first instinct was to draw back. The next to come forwards, and 
say — ** Why, mamma, it’s Roger Hamley ! Look now — he’s kissing his 
hand ; he’s wishing us good-by in the only way he can 1 ” And she 
responded to his sign ; but she was not sure if he perceived her modest 
quiet movement, for Mrs. Gibson became immediately so demonstrative 
that Molly fancied that her eager foolish pantomimic motions must absorb 
all his attention. 

** I call this so attentive of him,” said Mrs. Gibson, in the midst of a 
volley of kisses of her hand. ** Really it is quite romantic. It reminds 
me of former days — but he will be too late ! I must send him away ; it 
is half-past twelve ! ” And she took out her watch and held it up, 
tapping it with her fore-finger, and occupying the very centre of the 
window. Molly could only peep here and there, dodging now up, now 
down, now on this side, now on that of the perpetually-moving arms. 
She fancied she saAV something of a correspondhig movement ost'poger’s 
part. At length he went away, slowly, slowly, and often looking hibk, in 
spite of the tapped watch. Mrs. Gibson at last retreated, and Molly 
quietly moved into her place to see his figure once more before the tom 
of the road hid it from Lor view. He, too, knew where the last glimpse of 
Mr. Gibson’s house was to be obtained, and once more he turned, and bis 
white handkerchief floated in the air. Molly waved hers high up, with 
eager longing that it should be seen. And then, he was gone ! and Molly 
returned to her worsted-work, happy, glowing, sad, content, and thinking 
to herself how sweet is friendship 1 

When she came to a sense of the present, Mrs. Gibson wal saying, — 
Upon my word, though Roger Hamley has never been a great 
favourite of mine, this little attention of his has reminded me very forcibly 
of a very charming young man — a soupwoTii, as the French would call him 
^Lieutenant Harper — you must have heard me speak of him, Molly ? ” 

** I think I have I ” said Molly, absently. 

“Well, you remember how devoted he was to me when I was at 
Mrs. Dunoombe's, my first mtuation, and I only seventeen. And when 
the reomiting party was ordered to another town, poor Mr. Harper came 
and stood opposite the sbhoolroom window for neoriy an hour, and I know 
it wia his doing that the band played * The girl I left behind me,’ when 
they manohed ont t;he next day. Poor Mr. Harper I It was before I 

1—5 
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iefiX Mr. Kirkpatrick ! Dear me. How o/len mj poor hemt haa 
M to bieod ia thii U& of mine I not but what dear papa ie a verj worthy 
maa^ and makes me very happy. He would spoil mei indeed^ if I would 
let him. Still he is not as rich os Mr. Henderson/’ 

That last sentence contained the germ of Mrs. Gibson’s present 
grievance. Having married Cynthia, as her mother put it — taking credit 
to herself as if she bad had the principal part in the aohimrement — she now 
became a little envious of her daughter’s good fortune in being the wife 
of a young, handsome, rich, and moderately fiishionable man, who lived 
in London. She najiyely expressed her feelings on this subject to her 
husband one day when she was really not feeling quite well, and when 
consequently her annoyances were much more present to her mind than 
her sources of happiness. 

It is such a pity ! ” said she, that I was born when I was. I sliould 
so have liked to belong to this generation.” 

“ That’s sometimes my own feeling,” said he. So many new views 
seem to be opened in science, that I should like, if it were possible, to live 
till their reality was ascertained, and one saw what they led to. But 1 
don’t suppose that’s your reason, my dear, for washing to be twenty or 
thirty years younger.” 

No, indeed. And I did not put it in that hard unpleasant way ; I 
only said I should like to belong to this generation. To tell the truth, I 
was thinking of Cynthia. Without vanity, 1 believe I w'as as pr^ty as slie 
is^when I was a girl, I mean ; I had not her dark eye-lashes, but then my 
nose was straighter. And now look at the difference I I have to live in a 
little country town with three servants, and no carriage ; and she with her 
inferior good looks will live in Sussex Place, and keep a man and a brougham, 
and I don’t know what. But the fact is, in this generation there are so 
many more rich young men than there were when I was a girl.” 

Oh, oh I so that’s your reason, is it, my dear. If you had been young 
now you might have married somebody ns well off as Walter ? ” 

** Yes 1 ” said she. “ I think that was my idea. Of course I should 
have Uked him to be you. I always think if you had gone to the bar 
you might have succeeded better, and lived in London, too. I don't think 
Cynthia cares much where she lives, yet you see it has come to her.” 

“ What has — London ? ” 

“ Oh, you dear, facetious man. Now that’s just the thing to have 
captivated a jury. I don’t believe Walter will ever be so clever as you 
arep Tat he can take Cynthia to Paris, and abroad, and everywhere. 1 
only hope nil this indulgence won’t developo the fimltf in Cyntbia’s 
character. It’s a week since we heard from her, and I did write sp par- 
ticQlarly to ask her for the autumn fashions before I bought my new 
bonnet But riches are a great snare.” 

“ Be thankful you are spared temptation, my dear/’ 

* ‘*No, I’m not Every body likes to be tempted. And, after all, it’s 
very, to trmptatioTi, if one wiHhrH.” 
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** 1 don^t find it fn emy/*' said her huifiMmd. 

<« medicine hr jon^ iQafmna»” said MoUf, entering a tetter 
hdd up m her hand. A tetter Cynthia.** 

** Oh, yon dear little mesflenger of good news ! There vtm one of the 
heathen deities in MangnaU’s questions whose office it was to bring 
news. The letter is dated from Calais. They’re coming home.! She's 
bought me a shawl and a bonnet I The dear creature ! Always think- 
ing of others before herself : good fortune cannot spoil her. They’re 
a ibrtnight left of their holiday ! Tkeir house is not quite ready } they’re 
coming here. Oh, now, Mr. Gibson, we xunst hare the ne^ dinner 
serrice at Watts's Tve set my heart on so loUg I * Home ’ Cynj^ia calls 
this house. Ihn sure it has been a home to her, poor darling I ^ I doubt 
if there is another man in the world rd^o would have treated his st^ 
daughter like dear papa I And, Molly, you must have a new gowm’’ 
^'Come, come! Bemember I belong to the last generatiou^'* said 
Mr. Gibson. 

** And Cynthia will not notice what I wear,” said Molly, blight with 
pleasure at the thought of seeing her again. 

No 1 but Walter will. He has such a quick eye for dress; and 1 
think I rival papa ; if he is a good stepfather, I’m a good stepmother, 
and I could not bear to see my Molly shabby, and not looking her best. 
I must have a new gown too. It won’t do to look as if we had nothing 
but the dresses which we wore at the wedding 1” 

But Molly stood against the new gown for herself, and urged that if 
Cynthia and Walter were to come to visit them often, they had better sea 
them as th^ really were, in dress, habits, and appointments. When 
Mr. Gibson had left the room, Mrs. Gibson softly reproached Molly for 
her obstinacy. 

** You might have allowed roe to beg for a new gown for you, Molly, 
when you knew how much 1 admired that figured silk at Bnrim’s the 
other day. And now, of course, I can’t be so selfish as to get it for 
myself, and you to have nothing. Yon should learn to understand the 
wishes of other people. Still, on the whole, you are a dear, sweet girl, 
and 1 only wish — well, I know what I wish ; only dear papa does not 
like it to be talked fCocnit, And now cover roe up dose, and let me go to 
steep, and dream about my dear Cynthia and my new shawl 1 


Hm the story is’broken off, and it can never be finished* What promised 
to be the crownii^ work of a Ule is a memorial of death. A lew days 
longei^ and it would have been a triorophal column, crowned with a capital 
of foetal leaves and flowers : now it is another sort of oolumn^one of Hiose 
sad white piUars which stand broken in the churchyard. 
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But if tBe work is not quite complete, little rdmuns to be Added to it, 
and that little has been distinctly reflected into our minds. We know that 
Roger Hamley will marry Molly, and that is what we are most concerned 
about. Indeed, there was little else to tell. Had the writer lived, she 
would have sent her hero back to Africa forthwith ; and those soienldfio 
parts^of Africa are a long way from Hamley; and there is not much to 
choose between a long distance and a long time. How many hours are 
there in twenty-four when you are all alone in a desert place, a thousand 
miles from the happiness which might be yours to take — ^if you were there 
to take it ? How many, when from the sources of the Topinambo your heart 
flies back ten times a day, like a carrier-pigeon, to the one only source of 
future good for you, and ten times a day returns with its message un- 
delivered ? Many more than ore counted on the calendar. So Roger found. 
The days were weeks that separated him from the time when Molly gave 
him a certain little flower, and months from the time which divorced him 
from Cynthia, whom he had begun to doubt before he knew for certain that 
she was never much worth hoping for. And if such were his days, what was 
the slow procession of actual weeks and months in those remote and solitary 
places? They were like years of a stay-at-home life, with liberty and 
leisure tb see that nobody was courting Molly meanwhile. The efiect of 
this was, that long before the term of his engagement was ended all that 
Cynthia had been to him was departed from Roger’s mind, anc^all that 
Molly was and might bo to him filled it full. 

He returned ; but when he saw Molly again he remembered that to 
her the time of his absence might not have seemed so long, and was 
oppressed with the old dread that she would think him fickle. Therefore 
this young gentleman, so self-reliant and so lucid in scientific matters, 
found it difiicult afler all to tell Molly how much he hoped she loved him ; 
and might have blundered if he had not thought of beginniug by showing 
her the flower that was plucked fium the nosegay. How charmingly that 
scene would have been drawn, had Mrs. Gaskell lived to depict it, we can 
only imagine : that it would have been charming— efq>ecially in what 
Molly did, and looked, and said — we know. 

Roger and Molly are married ; and if one of them is happier than the 
other, it is Molly. Her husband has no need to draw upon the little 
fortune which is to go to poor Osborne’s boy, for he becomes professor at 
some great scientific institution, and wuns his way in the world hand- 
somely. The squire is almost as happy in this marriage as his son. If 
any one suflfers for it, it is Mr, Gibson. But be takes a partner, so as to 
get a chance of running up to London to stay with Molly for a few days 
now and then, and to get a little rest from Mrs. Gibson.” Of what was to 
happen to Cynthia after her marriage the author was not heard to say much, 
and, indeed, it does not seem that anything needs to be added. One little 
anecdote, however, was told of her by Mrs. Gaskell, which is very oharac- 
teristia One day, when Cyntiiia and her husband were on a viait to 
Hamley, Mr. Henderson learned for the first time, through an innocent 
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cuaUal remark of Mr. Gibicti^i tliat famotia traveller, Hoger Hamley, 
wBi kuo^ to the iamily. Cynthia had never happened to 'mention it 
How well that little inoident, too, wonld have been described 1 

But it ii useless to speoolate upon 'what would have been done by the 
delicate strong hand which can create no more Molly Gibsons — ^no more 
Bogm^ Hamleys. We have repeated, in this brief note, all that is known 
of her designs for the story, which would have been completed in 
anoihm* chapter. There is not so much to regret, then, so far as this novel 
is concerned; indeed, • the regrets of those who knew her are less for the 
loss of the novelist than of the woman — one Of the kindest and wisest of 
her time. But yet, for her own sake os a novelist alone, her untimely 
death is a matter for deep regret. It is clear in this novel of Wiv€$ cmd 
Daughters^ in the exquisite little sto^ that preceded it, Cousin PhUliSy 
and in Sylvia^a Lovers^ that Mrs. Gaskell had within these five years 
started upon a new career with all the freshness of youth, and with a mind 
which seemed to have put off its clay and to have been bom again. But 
that ** put off its clay ” must be taken in a very narrow sense. All minds 
are tinctured more or less with the “ muddy vesture ” in which they are 
contained; but few minds ever showed less of base earth than Mrs. 
Gaskell's. It W'as so at all times; but lately even the original slight 
tincture seemed to disappear. While you read any one of the last three 
books we have named, you feel yourself caught out of an abominable wicked 
world, crawling with selfishness and reeking with base passions, into one 
wliere there is much weakness, many mistakes, sufferings long and bitter, 
but where it is possible for people to live calm and wholesome lives ; and, 
what is more, you feel that this is at least as real a world as the other. 
The kindly spirit which thinks no ill looks out of her pages irradiate ; and 
while we read them, we breathe the purer intelligence which prefers to 
deal with emotions and passions which have a living root in minds 
'within the pale of salvation, and not with those which rot without it. 
This spirit is more especially declared in Cousin Phillis and Wms 
and Daughters — their author's latest works ; they seem to show that fbr 
her the end of life was not descent amongst the clods of the valley, but 
ascent into the purer air of the heaven-aspiring hills. 

We are Ba 3 ring nothing now of the merely intellectual qualities displayed 
in these later works. Twenty years to come, that may be thought the more 
important question of the two ; in the presence of her grave we cannot 
think so ; but it is true, all the same, that as mere works of art and obser- 
vation, these later novels of Mrs. Gaskell's are among the finest of our time. 
There is a scene in Cousin where Holman, making hay with his 

men, ends the day with a psalm — ^whioh is not excelled as a picture in all 
modem fiotimi ; and the aame may be nid of that chapter of this last 
atory in irhieh Boger smokes a pipe with the Squire after the quarrel 
with Osborne* There is little in either of these scenes, or in a score of 
others whidh succeed each other like gems in a cabinet, whidi the ordinary 
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noTel^HDakcr coujd ** seize.” There is no “ material ” for him in half- 
a^doaen farming men singing h 7 inns in a field, or a discontented old 
gentleman Bmpking tobacco with hia son. Still less could be a^ail himself 
of the miseries of a little girl sent to be happy in a fine house full of 
fine people ; but it is just in such things as these that true genitts appears 
brightest and roost unapproachable. It is the same with the personages 
in Mrs. Gaskell's works. Cynthia is one of the most difiicult characters 
which have ever been attempted in our time. Perfect art always obscures 
the difficulties it overcomes ; and it is not tiU we try to follow tho pro- 
cesses by which such a character as the Tito of Komola is created, for 
instance, that we begin to understand what a marvellous piece of work it 
is. To be sure, Cynthia was not so difficult, nor is it nearly so great a 
creation as that splendid achievement of art and thought — pf the rarest 
art, of the profoundest thought. But she also belongs to the kind of 
characters which are conceived only in minds large, clear, harmonious and 
just, and which can be portrayed fully and without flaw only by hands 
obedient to the finest motions of the mind. Viewed in this light, Cynthia 
is a more important piece of work even than Molly, delicately as she is 
drawn, and true and harmonious as that picture is also. And what we 
have said of Cynthia may be said with equal truth of Osborne Hamh^y. 
The true delineation of a character like that is as fine a teat of art as the 
painting of m foot or a hand, which also seems so easy, and in which per- 
fection is most rare. In this case the work is perfect. Mrs. Gaskifll has 
drawn a dozen characters more striking than Osborne since she wrote 
3far^ Barton^ but not one which shows more exquisite finish. 

Another thing we may be permitted to notice, because it has a great 
and general significance. It may be true that this is not exactly the 
place for criticism, but since we are writing of Osborne Hamley, we 
cannot resist pointing out a peculiar instance of the subtler ooncep- 
tioni which underlie all really considerable works. Here are Osborne 
and Boger, two men who, in every particular that can be seized for 
description^ arc totally difierent creatures. Body and mind they are 
quite unlike. They have different tastes ; they take difi'erent ways : 
they arc men of two sorts wliich, in the society sense, never know ” 
each other ; and yet, never did brotherly blood run more manifest than 
in the veins of those two. To make that manifest without allowring the 
effort to peep out for a single moment, would be a triumph of art ; but it 
is a “ touch beyond Uie reach of art ” to make their likeness in nnlike- 
ness BO natural a thing that we no more wonder about it thsn we wonder 
at seeing the fonit and the bloom on the eeme btamble : we have always 
•een them there together in blackbeny season, and do not wonder about 
it nor think about it at all. Inferior writers, even some writera who are 
highly accounted, would have revelled in the “ contrast,’’ persuaded that 
they were doing a fine anatomical dramatic thing by bringing it out at erery 
opportunity. To the author of Wives wd Daughters this sort of anatomy 
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wag mere dislocation. She began by having the people of her story bom in 
the usual way, and not built up like the Frankenstein monster; and thus 
when Squire Hamley took a wife, it was then provided that his two boys 
should be as naturally one and diverse as the fruit and the bloom on the 
bramble. “ It goes without speaking.” These differenoes are precisely 
what might have been expected from the union of Squire Hamley with 
the town>bred, refined, delicate- minded woman whom he married; and 
the affection of the young men, their kind-ness (to use the word in its old 
and new meanings at once) is nothing but a reproduction of those im- 
palpable threads of love which bound the equally diverse father and 
mother in bonds faster than the ties of blood. 

Bnt we will not permit ourselves to write any more in this vein. It 
is unnecessary to demonstrate to those who know what is and what is not 
true literature that Mrs. Gaskell was gifted with eome of the choicest 
faculties bestowed upon mankind ; that these grew into greater strength 
and ripened into greater beauty in the decline of her days; and that she 
has gifted us with some of the truest, purest works of fiction in the lan- 
guage. And she was herself what her works show her to have been — a 
wise, good woman. — [E d. C. M.] 
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What is the meaning of onr English Christmas? whence comes this 
rejoicing through the land ? why do we feel Christmas to be different 
from all other seasons of the year ? what makes it seem so truly Northern, 
national, and homely, that we cannot bear to keep the feast upon a foreign 
shore ? These questions grew upon me as I stood one Advent afternoon 
beneath the Dome of Florence. A priest was thundering from the pulpit 
against French scepticism, and exalting the miracle of the Incarnation. 
Through the whole dim church blazed altar candles. Crowds of men 
and women knelt or sat about the arches, murmuring their prayers of 
preparation for the festival. At the door were pedlars, selling little books, 
in which were printed all the offices for Christmas-tide, with stories of 
St. Felix and St. Catherine, whose devotion to the infant Christ had 
wrought them weal, and promises of the remission of four purgatorial 
centuries to those who zealously observed the service of the church at 
this most holy time. I knew that the people of Florence were preparing 
for Christmas in their own way. But it was not our Christmas. It 
happened that outside the church the climate seemed as wintry as our 
own — snowstorms, and ice, and wind, and chilling fog suggesting Northern 
cold. But os the palaces of Florence lacked our comfortable fires, and 
the greetings of friends lacked our hearty handshakes and loud good 
wishes, 80 there seemed to be a want of feeling in their Christmas 
services and customs. Again I asked myself, “ What do w'e mean by 
Christmas ? ” 

The same thought pursued me as I drove across the hills to Rome : 
by Sienna, vast, and brown, and uninhabited among its earth-heaps ; by 
Cliiusi, with its city of a dead and unknown people ; thi'ough the chestnut 
forests of the Apennines ; by Orvieto^s rock, Viterbo's fountains, and the 
oak-grown solitudes of the Ciminian heights, from which one sees the 
broad lake of Bolsena and the Roipan plain. Brilliant sunlight, like that 
of a day in late September, shone upon the landscape, and 1 thought — Can 
this be Christmas 7 Are they bringing mistletoe and holly on the oountiy 
carts into the towns in far-off England 7 Is it clear and frosty there, with 
the tramp of heels npon the flag, or snowing silently, or foggy with a 
round red sun, and cries of warning at the comers of the streets 7 1 reached 
Rome on Christmas-eve, in time to hear midnight services in the Sistine 
Chapel and St. John Lateran, to breathe the dust of decayed shrinies, to 
wonder at doting cardinals burned with snuff, and to resent the open- 
mouthed bad taste of my countrymen who made a^ockery of these pal^-* 
i^ken ceremonies. Nine cardinals going to sleep, nine treia-bearen talking 
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scandal, twenty huge, handsome Switzers in the dress devised by Michael 
Angelo, some ushers, a choir caged oiT by gilded railings, the insolence 
and eagerness of polyglot tourists, plenty of wax-candles dripping on 
people’s heads, and a continual nasal drone proceeding from the gilded 
cage, out of which were caught at intervals these words, and these only, — 
Sieoula ssBCulorum, amen.” Such were the ingredients of the celebrated 
Sistine service. • The chapel blazed with light, and Very strange did 
Michael Angelo’s Last Judgment,” Sibyls, and’ Prophets, appear upon the 
roof and wall above this motley and unmeaning crowd. Next morning 
I put on my dress-clothes and white tie, and repaired with multitudes of 
Englishmen similarly dressed, and of Englishwomen in black crape — the 
regulation costume — to St. Peter’s. It was a glorious and cloudless 
morning; sunbeams streamed in columns from the southern windows, 
falling on the vast space full of soldiers and a mingled mass of every 
kind of people. Up the nave stood double files of the Pontifical guard. 
Monks and nuns mixed with the Swiss cuirassiers and halberds. Con- 
tadini crowded round tlie sacred images, and especially round the toe of 
St. Peter. I saw many mothers lifr their swaddled babies up to kiss it. 
Valets of cardinals, with the invariable red umbrellas, hung about sido- 
chapels and sacristies. Purple-mantled monsignori, like emperor butter- 
flies, floated down the aisles from sunlight into shadow. Movement, 
colour, and the stir of expectation, made the church alive. We showed 
our raiment to the guard, were admitted within their ranks, and solemnly 
walked up toward the dome. There, under its broad canopy, stood the 
altar glittering with gold and candles. The choir was carpeted and hung 
with scarlet. Two magnificent thrones rose ready for the Pope : guards of 
honour, soldiers, attaches, and the ^lite of the residents and visitors 
in Rome, were Scattered in groups picturesquely varied by ecclesiastics 
of all orders and degrees. At ten a stirring took place near the 
great west door. It opened, and we saw the procession of the Pope and 
bis cardinals. Before him marched the singers and the blowers of the 
silver trumpets, making the most liquid melody. Then came his Cap of 
Maintenance, and three tiaras; then a company of mitred bishops; next 
the cardinals in scarlet; and last, aloft beneath a canopy, upon the 
shoulders of men, and flanked by the mystic fans, advanced the Pope 
himself, swaying to and fro like a Llama, or an Aztec king. Still the 
trumpets blew most silverly, and stilt the people knelt; and as he 
came we knelt and had his blessing. Then he took his state and received 
homage. After this the choir began to sing a mass of Palestiina’s, and 
the deacons robed the Pope. Marvellous putting on and taking off 
of robes and tiaras and mitres ensued, during which there was much 
bowing and praying and burning of inceuse. At last when he had 
reachra the highest stage of sacrificial sanctity, he proceeded to the altar, 
waited on by cardinals and bbbops. having censed it carefully, he took 
a higher throne and divested himself of part of his robes. Then the mass 
went on in earnest, till the moment of consecration, when it paused, the 
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Popo descended from his throne, passed down the choir, and reached the 
altar. Eteiy one knelt ; the shrill bell tinkled ; the silver trumpets blew; 
the air became siok and heavj with inoense, so tiuU sun and eandlelight 
swooned in an atmosphere of odorous cloud-wreaths. The whole ohiiroh 
trembled, hearing the strange subtle music vibrate in the dome, and 
seeing the Pope with his own hands lift Christ’s body £rom the altar and 
present it to the people. An old parish priest, pilgrim from some valley 
of the Aponuiues, who knelt beside me, cried and quivered wuth excess 
of adoration. The great tombs around, the sculptured saints and angels, 
the dome, the volumes of light and incense and unfamiliar melody, the 
hierarchy mioistrant, the white and central £gure of the Pope, the multi- 
tude — ^made up an overpowering effect. What followed was intensely dull. 
My mind again went back to England, and I thought of Christmas services 
beginning in all village churches and all cathedrals throughout the land — 
their old familiar hymn, their anthem of Handel, their trite yet reverend 
sermons. How different the two scenes are — Christmas in Rome, Christ- 
mas in England — Italy and the North — the spirit of Latin and the spirit 
of Teutonic Christianity. 

What, then, constitutes the essence of our Christmas as different from 
that of more Southern nations ? In their origin they are the same. The 
stable of Bethlehem, the star-led kings, the shepherds, and tho angels — all 
the beautiful story, in fact, which St. Luke alone of the Evaiq|elists has 
preserved for us — are what the whole Christian world owes to the rdigious 
feeling of the Hebrews. The first and second chapters of St. Luke are 
most important in the history of Christian mythology and art. They are 
far from containing the whole of what we mean by Christmas ; hut the 
religious poetry which gathers round that season must be sought upon their 
pages. Angels, ever since the captivity, had continued to play a most 
important part in the visions of the Hebrew prophets, aud in the lives of 
their great iben. We know not what reminiscences of old Egyptian deities, 
what strange sliadows of the winged beasts of Persia, fitted through their 
dreams. In the desert, or under the boundJeM sky of Babylon, these 
shapes became as distinct os the precise outlines of Oriental scenery. 
They incarnated the vivid thoughts and intense longings of the prophets, 
who gradually came to give them human forms and titles. We hear of 
them by name, as servants and attendants upon God, as guardians of 
nations, and patrons of great men. To the Hebrew mind the whole 
unseen world was full of spirits, active, strong, and swift of Bight, of 
various aspect, and with power of speech. It is hard to imagine what the 
Jewish disciples and the early Greek and Roman converts thought of these 
great beings. To us, the hierarchies of Dionysius, the dogmas of the 
Church, the poetry of Dante and Milton, and the forms of art, have made 
them quite familiar. Northern nations have appropriated the Angela, and 
invested them with attributes alien to their Oriental origia. They By 
through our pine-foresta, and the gloom of rioud mr storm ; they Tide upon 
our clanging bells, and gather in swift equadrscs among the arohee pf 
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Gothio catbedrals ; we free them meking light in the oarernouB de|)ith of 
woodSf where uin or moon-beems never oome, end minietering to the 
wounded or Uie wearj ; they beer aloft the censers of the znais ; l^ey sing 
in the anthems of ehoristers, and live in strains of poetry and mnsio ; our 
churches bear their names ; we call our children by their titles ; we love 
them as our guardians, and the whole unseen world is made a home to us 
by them imagined presence. All these things are the growth of time and 
the werk of races whose artistic imagination is more powerful than that of 
the Hebrews. Yet this rich legacy of romance is bound up in the second 
chapter of St. Luke ; and it is to him we mutt give tha^ when at 
Christmas-tide we read of the shepherds and the angels in fingluh words 
more beautiful than his own Greek. 

The angels in the stable of Bethlehem, the kings who came from the 
far East, and the adoring shepherds, are the gift of Hebrew legend, and 
of the Greek physician, Luke, to Ghristmaa How these strange and 
gorgeous incidents aftect modem fancy, remains for us to examine ; at 
present we must ask, what did the Romans give to Christmas ? The 
customs of the Christian religion, like everything that belongs to the 
modem world, have nothing pure and simple in their nature. They are 
the growth of long ages, and of widely different systems, parts of which 
have been fused into one living whole. In this respect they resemble our 
language, oui‘ blood, our literature, and our modes of thought and feeling. 
Wc find Christianity in one sense wholly original ; in another sense, wholly 
composed of old materials; in both senses, universal and cosmopolitan. 
The Homan element in Christmas is a remarkable instance of this acquisi- 
tive power of Christianity. The celebration of the festival takes place at 
the same timt^ as that of the pagan saturnalia ; and from the old customs 
of that holiday, -Chruitnias absorbed much that was oonsdstent with the 
spirit of the new religion. Every one knows that during the satornalia 
the whole world enjoyed, in thought at least, a perfect freedom. Men who 
had gone to bed as slaves, rose their own musters. From the ergaaiulu 
and dismal sunless cages they went forth to ramble in the streets and 
fields. Liberty of speech was given them, and they might satirise those 
vices of their lords, to which on other days they had to minister. Rome 
on this day, by a stiange want of logic, which we might almost call a 
prompting of blind conscience, negatived the philosophic dictum that 
barbarians were by law of nature slaves, and acknowledged the higher 
principle of absolute equality. The satumulia stood out from the whole 
year as a protest in favour of universal brotherhood, and the right that all 
men share alike to enjoy life after their own fiksbion, within the bounds 
that nature baa assigned tkem. We do not know how far the Stoie sohool, 
which was to stroag in Borne, and had so Bsany points of eontaot with 
the GhristianS) had cohneoted its own theories of equality with this old 
custom of the saturnalia. But it ia ecrtain that the fellowship of human 
beings, and the ftee abandonment of class prerogatives^ became a part of 
Ohsistmas through the habit of die saturnalia. We are practising a Homan 
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virtue to this day when at Cfarifitmas-time our hand is liberal, and we think 
it wrodg that the pooiwt wretch ahould fail to feel the pleasure of the day. 

Of course Christianity inspired the freedom of the saturnalia with a 
higher meaning. The mystery of the Incarnation, or the deification of 
human nature, put an end to slavery through all the year, as well as on 
this single day. What had been a kind of aimless licence became the 
most ennobling principle by which men are exalted to a state of self- 
respect and mutual reverence. But in the saturnalia was found, ready- 
made, an ea^ symbol of unselfish enjoyment. The peculiar free-hearted 
sympathy w’e practise on that day may be traced without exaggeration in 
the Koman festival. 

The early Roman Christians probably kept Christmas with no special 
ceremonies. Christ was as yet too close to them. He had not become 
the glorious creature of their fancy, but was partly an historic being, 
partly confused in their imagination with reminiscences of pagan deities. 
As the Good Shepherd, and as Orpheus, we find him painted in the 
catacombs ; and those who thought of Him as God, loved to dwell upon 
His ri^en greatness more than on the idyll of His birth. To them His 
entry upon earth seemed less a subject of rejoicing than His opening of 
tlie heavens ; they suffered, and looked forward to a future happiness ; 
they would not seem to make this world permanent by sharing its glad- 
ness with the heathens. Theirs in truth was a religion hope and 
patience, not of triumphant recollection or of present joyfulness. 

The Northern converts of the early church added more to the peculiar 
character of our Christmas. Who can tell what pagan rites were half sanc- 
tified by their association with that season, or liow mudh of our cheer- 
fulness belonged to heathen orgies, and the banquets of .grim warlike 
gods? Certainly nothing strikes one more in reading Scandinavian 
poetry, than the odd mixture of pagan and Christian sentiments which it 
presents. For though the missionaries of the Church did all they could 
to wean away the minds of men from their old superstitions ; yet, wiser 
than their modern followers, they saw that some things might remain 
untouched, and that even the great outlines of the Christian faith might 
be adapted to the habits of the people whom they atudied to convert. 
Thus, on the one hand, they destroyed the old temples one by one, 
and called the idols by the name of devils, and sti'ove to obliterate tlie 
songs which sang great deeds of bloody gods and heroes, while, on the 
other, they taught the Northern sea-kings that Jesus was a Prince sur- 
rounded by twelve dukes, who conquered all tlie world. Besides, they 
left the days of the week to their old patrons. Of course the imagination 
of the people preserved more of heathendom than even such missionaries 
ct>uld approve, mixing up the deeds of the Christian saints with oM heroic 
legends, seeing Balderas beauty in Christ, and the strength of Tlior in 
Sampson ; attributing magic to St John, swearing, as of did, bloody oaths 
in God*B name, over the gilded boaris-bead, bmming the yule-log, and 
cutting sacred boughs to grace their new-builr charohet. The songs ol 
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clioirs and sound of holy bells, and superstitious reverence ibr the mass, 
began to tell upon the people ; and soon the echo of their old religion only 
swelled upon the ear at intervals, attaching itself to times of more than 
usual sanctity. Christmas was one of these times, and the old iaith threw 
around its celebration a fantastic light. Many customs of the genial pagan 
life remained ; they seemed liarmless when the sense of joy was Christian. 
The Druid’s mistletoe graced the church porches of England and of France, 
and no blood lingered on its berries. Christmas thus became a time of 
extraordinary mysteiy. The people loved it as connecting their old life 
with the new religion, perhaps unconsciously, though every one might 
feel that Christmas was no common Christian feast. On its eve, strange 
wonders happened : the thorn that sprang at Glastonbury from the sacred 
crown which Joseph brought with him from Palestine, when Avalon was 
still an island, blossomed on that day. The Cornish miners seemed to hear 
the sound of singing men arise from submerged churches by the shore, and 
others said that bells, beneath the ground where villages had been, chimed 
yearly on that eve. No evil thing had power, as Marcellus in Hamltt 
tolls us, and the bird of dawning crowed the whole night through. One 
might multiply folk-lore about the sanctity of Christmas, but enough* has 
been said to show that round it lingered long the legendary spirit of old 
paganism. It is not to Jews, or Greeks, or Romans that we owe our ancient 
Christmas fancies, but to those half-heathen ancestors who lovingly looked 
back to Odin’s days, and held the old while they embraced the new. 

Let US imagine Christmas Day in a mediaeval town of Northern Eng- 
land. The cathedral has been partly built. Its nave and transepts are 
the work of Norman architects, but the choir remains for more graceful 
designers and more skilful hands. The old city is full of craftsmen 
assembled to complete the church. Some have come as a religious duty, 
to work off their tale of sins by bodily labour. Some are animated by a 
love of ait — simple men, who might have rivalled with the Greeks in 
ages of more cultivation. Others, again, are well-known carvers, brought 
for hire from distant towns and countries beyond the sea. But to-day, 
and for some days past, the sound of hammer and chisel has been silent 
in the choir. Monks have bustled about the nave, dressing it up with 
holly-boughs and bushes of yew, and preparing a stage for the sacred 
play they are going to exhibit on the feast day. Christmas is not like 
Corpus Christi, and now the market-place stands inches deep in snow, so 
that the miracles must be enacted beneath a roof instead of in the open air. 
And what place so appropriate as the cathedral, where poor people may 
have warmth and shelter whilst they see the show 7 Besides, the gloomy 
old ohuroh, with its windows darkened by the falling snow, lends itself to 
candle-light effects that will enhance the splendour of the scene. Every^ 
thing is rea^y* inoaiie of morning mass yet lingers round Uie 

altar. The voice of the friar who told the people from the pulpit the 
story of Christ's birth, has hardly ceased to eoho* Time has just beeu 
given for a mid-day dinner, and for the shepherda and farm lada to troop 
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in ih>m the eountiy-nde. The monks are read^ at the wooden stage to 
draw Its curtain^ and all the nave is full of eager faces. There you may 
see the smith and carpenter, the butcher’s wife, the country priest, and the 
brown FFanoiscan monk. Hundreds of workmen, whose home the cathe- 
dral for the time is made, are also here, and you may know the artists by 
their thoughtful foreheads and keen eyes. That young monk carved 
Madonna and her Son above the southern porch. Beside him stands 
the master mason, whose strong arms have hewn gigantic images of 
prophets and apostles for the pinnacles outside the choir ; and the little 
man with cunning eyes between the two is he who cuts such quaint hob- 
goblins for the gargoyles. He has a vein of satire in him, and his humour 
overflows into the stone. Many and many a grim beast and hideous head 
has he hidden among vine leaves and trellis work upon the porches. 
Those who know him well are loth to anger him, for fear their sons and 
sons’ sons should laugh at them for ever caricatured in solid stone. Hark ! 
there sounds the bell. The curtain is drawn, and the candies blaze brightly 
round the wooden stage. What is this first scene ? We have God in 
Heaven, dressed like a Pope with triple crown, and attended by his court of 
angels. They sing and toss up censers till he lifts his hand and speaks. 

In a long Latin speech, he unfolds the order of creation, and his will 
concerning man. At the end of it, up leaps an ugly buffoon, in goal-skin, 
with rams’ horns upon his head. Some children begii^ to cry, but tl)e 
older people laugh, for this is the devil, the clown and comic character, who 
talks their oommon tongue, and bos no reverence before the very throne of 
Heaven. He asks leave to plague men, and receives it; then, with many 
a curious caper, he goes down to Hell beneath the stage. The angels 
sing and toss their censers as before, and the first scene closes to a sound 
of organs. The next is dull ; it represents the Fall, the monks hurry over 
it quickly, as a tedious but necessary prelude to the birth of Christ. That 
is the true Christmas part of the ceremony, and it is understood that the 
best actors and most beautiful dresses are to be reserved for it. The 
builders of the choir in particular, are interested in the coming scenes, 
since one of their number has been chosen for his handsome face and 
tenor voice, to sing the angel’s part. 

Ha is a young fellow of nineteen, but liis beard is not yet grown, and 
long bmir hangs down upon bis shoulders. A chorister of the cathedral, his 
younger brother will act the Virgin Mary. At last the curtain is drawn. 

We see a cottage-room, dimly lighted by a lamp, and Mary ginning 
near bar bedside. She sings a country air, and goes on working, till a 
rustling noise is heal'd, more light ie thrown upon the stage, and a glorious 
creature, in white raiment, with broad golden wings, appears. He bears 
a lily, and cries : — Ave Maria, Gratia Plena 1” Bbe does not answer, 
bat stands confused, with down-dropped eyes and timid mien. Gabriel 
rises from the ground and comforts her, and rings aloud his message of 
glad tidings. Then Mary gathers courage, and kneeling in her turn, 
thanks God ; and when the angel and his x^ianoe disappears, she singa 
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the song of the Magnificat, clearly and aimply in the darkened room. 
Very eoft and tilTer sounds this hymn through the great church. The 
women kneel, and children are hushed as by a lullaby. But some of the 
hinds and prentioe^lads begin to think it rather dull. They are not sorry 
when the next scene opens with a sheep-fold and a little camp-fire. 
Unmistakable bleatings issue from the fi)ld, and dye or six common 
fellows are sitting round the biasing wood. One might &noy they 
.had; stepped straight from the church floor to the stage, so natural 
do they look. Besides, they call themselyeB by common names — Cohn 
and Tom Lie-a-bed, and nimble Dick. Many a round laugh wakes 
echoes in the church, when these shepherds get up, and hold debate 
about a stolen sheep. Tom Lie-a-bed has nothing to remark but that 
he is very sleepy, and does not want to go in search of it to-night; 
Colin outs jokes, and throws out shrewd suspicions that Dick knows 
something of the matter ; but Dick is sly, and keeps them off the scent, 
although a few of his asides reveal to the audience that he is the real thief 
While they are thus talking, silence falls upon the shepherds. Soft music 
from the diurch organ breathes, and they appear to fall asleep. 

The stage is now quite dark, and for a few moments the aisles echo 
only to the dying melody. When behold, a ray of light is seen, and 
splendour grows around the stage from unseen candles, and in the glory 
Gabriel appears upon a higher platform made to look like clouds. The 
shepherds wake in confusion, striving to shelter their eyes from this 
unwonted brilliancy. But Gabriel waves his lily, spr^s bis great gold 
wings, and bids good cheer with clarion voice. The shepherds fall to 
worship, and suddenly round Gabriel there gathers a choir of angels, 
and a song of Gloria in Excelsis ” to the sound of a deep organ is 
heard far off. From distant aisles it swells, and seems to come from 
heaven. Through a long resonant fugue the glory flics, and as it ceases 
with complex conclusion, the lights die*' out, the angels disappear, aud 
Gabriel fades into the darkness. Still the shepherds kneel, rustically 
chanting a carol half in Latin, half in English, which begins In dulni 
Jubilo.” The people know it well, and when the chorus rises with 
Ubi sont gsudia ? ’* its wild melody is oaught by voices up and down 
the nave. This scene makes deep impression upon many hearts } for 
the beau^ of Gabriel is rare, and few who see him in his angel's dress, 
would know him for the lad who daily carves his lilies and broad water 
flag! about the pillars of the choir. To that simple audience be int^ 
preti heavmi, and little children will see him in their dreams. Dark 
winter nights and awftil forests will be trodden by his feet, made musical 
by his melodious voice, and parted by the rustling of his wings. The 
youth himaalf aiay return to-morrow to the workman's blouse and chisel, 
but his memory lives in many minds and may form a part of Ofaristmas 
to the fonoy of men as yet unborn. The next drawing of the curtain 
idiows us the stable of Bethl^em crowned by its star. There kneels 
Maiy, and Joseph lesns upon his staff. The ox and ass are close at 
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hand, aijil Jesua lies in jewelled robes on straw within the manger. To 
right and left bow the shepherds worshipping in dumb show, while voiceti 
fixnn behind chant a solemn hymn. In the midst of the melody is heard 
a flourish of trumpets, and heralds step upon the stage, followed by the 
three crowned kings. They have come from the far East, led by the star. 
The song ceases, while drums and fifes and trumpets play a stately march. 
The kings pass by, and do obeisance one by one. Each gives some costly 
gift; each doffs his crown and leaves it at the Saviour’s feet. Then they 
retire to a distance and worship in silence like the ahepherds. Again 
the angel’s song is heard, and while it dies away, the curtain closes, and 
the lights are put out. 

The play is over, and evening has come. The people must go from 
the w-arm church into the frozen snow, and crunch their homeward way 
beneath the moon. But in their minds -they carry a sense of light and 
music and unearthly loveliness. Not a scene of this day’s pageant will 
be lost. It grows within them and creates the poetry of Christmas. 
Nor must we forget the sculptors who listen to the play. We spoke 
of them minutely, because these mysteries sank deep into their souls 
and found a way into their carvings on the cathedral walls. The 
monk who made Madonna by the southern porch will remember Gabriel, 
and place him bending low in lordly salutation by her side. The painted 
glass of the chapter house will glow with fiery choirs of angels learned 
by heart that night. And who does not know the mocki^ devils and 
quaint satyrs that the humorous sculptor will carve among his fruits and 
flowers? Some of the misereres of the stalls still bear portraits of the 
shepherd thief, and of the ox and ass who blinked so blindly when 
the kings by torchlight brought their dazzling gifts. Truly these old 
miracle-plays and the carved work of cunning hands that they inspired 
are worth to us more than all the delicate creations of Italian pencils. 
Our homely Northern churcher still retain for the child who reads their 
bosses and their sculptured fronts more Christmas poetry than we can 
find in Fra Angelico’s devoutueas, or the livelmess of Giotto. Not that 
Southern artists have done nothing for our Christmas. Cimabue’s 
gigantic angels at Assisi, and the radiant seraphs of Raphael or of 
SignoreUi, were seen by Blilton in his Italian journey. He gazed in 
Homish churches on graceful nativities, into which Angelico and Credi 
threw their simple souls. How much they tinged his fancy we cannot 
say. But what we know of lieavenly hierarchies we later men have 
learned from Milton ; and what he saw he spoke, and what he spoke in 
sounding yerse lives for us now and sways our reason, and controls our 
fiinoy, and makes an art of high theology. 

Thus have we attempted rudely to recall a scene of mediaval Christ- 
moa. To understand the domestic habits of that age is not so easy, 
though one can fancy how the barons in their halls held Christmas with 
the boar’a head and the jester and the great ynlo-log. On the dais sat 
lord and lady, waited on by knight and squire and page ; but down thq 
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long hall ihasted yeomen and hindi and mcn-at-arms. Little remaint to 
us of those days, and we have outworn their jollity. It is really from the 
Elizabethan poets that our sense of old-fai^ioned festivity arises. They 
lived at the end of one age and the beginning of another. Though bom 
to inaugurate the new era, they belonged by right of ossodation and 
sympathy to the period that was Reeting fast away. This enabled them 
to represent the poetry of past and present. Old customs and old states 
of feeling, when they are about to perish, pass into the realm of art. For 
art is. like a flower, which consummates the plant and ends its growth, 
while it translates its nature into loveliness. Thus Dante and Orcagna 
enshrined medieval theology in works of imperishable beauty, and 
Shakspeare and his fellows made immortal the life and manners that were 
decaying in their own time. Men do not reflect upon their mode of 
living till they are passing flrom one state to another, and the conscious- 
ness of art implies a beginning of new things. Let one who wishes to 
appreciate the ideal of an English Christmas read Shakspeare’s song, 
“ Where icicles hang by the wall ; ” and if he knows some old grey 
grange, far from the high road, among pastures, with a river flowing near, 
and cawing rooks in elm trees by the garden-wall, let him place Dick 
and Joan and Marian there. We have heard so much of pensioners, and 
barons of beef, and yule-logs, and bay, and rosemary, and holly-boughs 
cut upon the hili-side, and prab-apples bobbing in the wassail bowl, and 
masques and mummers, and dancers on the rushes, that we need not here 
describe a Christmas-eve in olden times. But one characteristic of the 
age of Elizabeth may be mentioned : that is, its love of music. Fugued 
melodies sung by voices without instruments were much in vogue. We 
call them madrigals, and their half-merry, half- melancholy muuo, yet 
recalls the time when England had her gill of art, when she needed not to 
borrow of Marenzio and Palestrina, when her Wilbyes and her Morlands 
and her Dowlands won the praise of Shakspeare and the court. We hear 
the echo of those songs, and in some towns at Christinas or the New Year 
old madrigals still sound in praise of Oriana and of Fhyllia and the 
country life. What are called waits are but a poor travesty of those 
well-sung Elizabethan carols. We turn in our beds half-pitying, half- 
angered, by harsh voices that quaver senseleas ditties iu the ibg, or 
tuneless fiddles playing popular airs without propriety or interest. It is 
a strange mixture of incongruous elements which the ELizabethaii age 
presents. We see it afar off, like the meeting of a hundred streams that 
grow into a river. We are sailing on the flood long after it has shrunk 
into a single tide, and the banks are dull and tame, and the all-absorbing 
ocean is before us. Yet sometimes we hear a murmur of the distant 
fountains, and Christmas is a day on which the many waters of the age 
of great Elizabeth sound clearest. 

The age which followed was not poetical. The Puritans restrained 
Activity and art, and hated music. Yet from this period stands out the 
hymn of Milton, written when be was a youth, but bearing promise of bis 

m. XIII.— NO. 73 . 2 . 
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kter ninte. At one time, as vte read it, we aeem to be looking on a 
by aome old Italinn artist. But no picture can give Milton’s 
ftttlsio or make the ** base of heaven’s deep organ blow.” Here he touches 
new associations, and reveals the realm of poetry which it remained for 
later times to traverse. Milton felt the true sentiment of Northern 
Christmas when he opened his poem with the winter wild,” in defiance 
of historical probability, and what the French call ** local colouring.” 
Nothing shows how wholly we people of the North have appropriated 
Christmas, and made it a creature of our own imagination, more than this 
dwelling on winds and snows, and bitter froKs, so alien from the fragrant 
nights of Palestine. But Milton s hymn is like a symphony, embracing 
many thoughts and periods of varying melody. The music of the setnphim 
brings to his mind the age of gold, and that suggests the judgment and 
the redemption of the world. Satan’s kingdom fails, the false gods go 
forth, Apollo leaves his rocky throne, and all the dim Phoenician and 
Egyptian deities, with those that classic fancy fabled, troop away like 
ghosts into the darkness. What a swell of stormy sound is in tho<ie lines ! 
It reminds us of the voice of Pan, which went abroad upon the waters 
when Christ died, and all the utterances of God on earth, feigned in 
Delphian shrines, or truly spoken on the sacred hills, were mute for ever. 

After Milton came the age which, of all others, is the prosiest 
in our history. We cannot find much novelty of interert. added to 
Christmas at this time. But there is one piece of poetry tbit some- 
how or another seems to belong to the reign of Anne and of the Georges, 
—the poetry of bells. Great civic corporations reigned in those days, 
churchwardens tyrannized and were rich, and many a goodly chime 
of bells they hung in old church -steeples. Let us go into the square 
room of the belfry, whertHhe clock ticks all day, and the long ropes hang 
dangling down with fur upon their hemp for ringer’s hands, above the 
socket set for ringers’ feet. There ive may read long lists of gilded names, 
recording mountainous bob-majors, rung a century ago, with special praise 
to him who pulled the tenor-bell, year after year, until he died, and left 
it to his son. The art of bell-ringing is profound, and require a long 
apprenticeship. Even now, in some old cities, the ringers form a guild 
and mystery. Suppose it to be Christmas-eve, in the year 1772 . It is 
now A quarter before twelve, and the sexton has unlocked the church - 
gates, and set the belfry doOr njsr. Candles are lighted in the room above, 
and jugs of beer stand ready for the ringers. Up they bustle one by on«^ 
and hsteil to tiie tickings of the clack that tell the passing minutes. At 
it gives a click ; and now they throw off coat and i^istcoat, ifrap their 
girdles tighter round the waist, and each holds his rope in readiness. 
Twelve o’clock strikes, and forth across the silent city go the etamorous 
chimes. The steeple rocks and reels, and far away the night is ftattled. 
Damp turbulent West winds, rushing from the distant sea, and swirling up 
the inland valleys, catch the sound, and toss it to aud firo, and bear it by 
gusta and snatches to watchers far away, npoft bleak moorlands and the 
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brows of woody hills. la there not something dim and strange in the 
thought of these eight men meeting in the heart of a great city in the 
narrow belfry-room, to stir a mighty sound that sbull announce to listening 
ears miles, miles away, the birth of a new day, and tell to dancers, 
mourners, students, sleepers, a^d perhapd to dying men, that Christ is born? 

Let this association suffice for the time. And of our own Christmas 
so much has been said and sung by better voices, that we may leave it to 
the' feelings and the memories of thoile who read the fireside take of Dicketis, 
and are happy in their homes. The mitny elements which we hive 6ndea* 
voured to redall, mix all of them in the Christtnas of the prfeSertt, partly, 
no doubt, under the form of vague and obS6ure Sentiment, partly fts time- 
honoured reminiscences, partly as k jKirtion of ou^ bWn life. But there 
is one view of poetry which w6 ehjoy more fully than any pretiotls age. 
That is music. Music is of all the hrts the youilgest, atid 6f all dan free 
herself most readily from Symbols. A fine piece of music fnovds before us 
like a living passion, which needs nO form of colour, to interpreting 
associations, to convey its strong but indistinct significance. Each mjn 
there finds his soul revealed to him, and enabled to assume ft cast of 
feeling in obedience tO the changeful sound. In this manner all our 
Christmas thoughts and emotions have been gathered np for us by Handel 
in his drama of the Messiah. Yo Englishmen it is almost as well known 
and necessary as the Bible. But only one who has heard its pastoral 
episode performed year after year from childhood in the hnshed cathedral, 
where pendant lamps or sconces make the gloom of aisle and choir and 
airy column half intelligible. Can invest this music with l6ng associations 
of accumulated awe. To his mind it brings a scene at midnight of hills, 
clear in the starlight of the East, with white flocks scattered on the down. 
The bieath of winds that come and go, the bleating of the sheep, with row 
and then a tinkling bell, and now aftd then the voice of an awakened shep- 
herd, is all that breaks th^ deep repose. Overbend shimmer the bright stars, 
and low to West lies the mooti, not ^ale and sickly (he dreamt} as in our 
North, but golden, fiill, and bathing distant towerS and tall afeYial palms 
with floods of light. Such is a child's vision, begotten by the music of 
the symphony, and when he wakes from trance at its low silver close, the 
dark Cathedral seoms glowing with a thousand angel faces, and all the air 
is tremulous with angel utings. Then Ibllotr the Solitary treble vCice and 
the swift chorus. 

Here let me close my Christmas reveHes. I haYe tried to set dn#n 
•omeof the varietts elements which age after age has added to make up our 
Northern fhstitsl. An Italian cr a Spaniard, locking bsCkiTard up the 
river of Hibe, would see Other landmarks ; but all who call thOUiselves by 
the great Chrlatiaft flame would find the fbtmtahi of their fueling in the 
event which binds ChristeudOffl Into unity, and makes the World one 
brothlfhood* 


2—2 
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The close blood-reliitiousliip wliich exists between ourselves aud tbe 
American people has pioduced a curious play of inconsistent sentiment. 
Before tbe late war there was a tendency amongst many, and especially 
amongst the moat educated Americans, to take such pride in their con- 
nection with the mother-country as was consistent with a strong sense of 
their own superior merits. Still when a man has never had a chance of 
quarrelling except with his brother, the resulting family feud is apt to be 
bitter ; and when his only foundation for boasting has been derived from 
thrashing the same brother, the feud is likely to be long remembered. 
We need not inquire how far the feelings entertained towards us have 
been modified by certain late disputes. For the present there is un- 
doubtedly a soreness which gives the repulsive forces at least a momentary 
superiority to the attractive. Americans arc more apt to boast of their 
having developed a distinct national character than of forming a branch 
of the “Anglo-Saxon” race. And putting aside the animosity which 
such a sentiment ma}’- cover, wo cannot doubt that it expresses on the 
whole a wiser and manlier view. When a nation is passing out of the 
hobbledehoy stage, it should become independent in thought as well as 
in political arrangements. Moreover, although the nucleus upon which 
the American nation was formed was of genuine English stuff, an immense 
quantity of foreign material has gathered round it, which will materially 
modify its ultimate composition. Germans and Irish have poured in by 
the hundred thousand. New York is said to include the third German 
city population in the world ; and must contain more Irishmen than any 
place after Dublin. In the far West there are villages where, to judge 
from the language, the traveller might fancy himself on the banka of tlio 
Rhine or the Danube; and there are many towns wdiere the German 
element seems to dispute the predominance of the American. The curious 
thing is, indeed, not that the population should have so heterogeneous 
an appearance, but that it should tend so rapidly to conform to the well- 
known American type. A generation or two, at most, seems to suffice to 
stretch the iat placid German and to sober the excitable Irishman into 
tlie lean, eager, and self-restrained Yankee; and to initiate the now 
comers into all the mysteries of caucuses, platforms, newspapers, free- 
schools, and tbe whole machinery of American social life. Distinct, 
however, as the American breed has become, the country is still in some 
respects a province of England. We cannot speak here of similarity in 
laws, religion, politics, and a few other trifles. But the identity of 
language is itself one great bond of union. Eqgland nnd America are 
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divided for many purposes by lines of demarcation as broad and as 
deep as the Atlantic ; ,bnt in a literary point of view they are absolutely 
continuous. The United States take their literature from us as unre- 
servedly as wo used to take our cotton from them, and (for the parallel 
is unluckily not quite complete) without paying for it They are in 
this respect our subjects as much as when they were our colonies. The 
intellectual empire of Mr. Mill, or Mr. Carlyle, or Mr. Tennyson, extends 
over Massachusetts as distinctly as over Middlesex. Travelling on an 
American railroad, you have one advantage to compensate for a slow 
rate of progress combined with increased dat^er to your neck : news- 
boys circulate through the train, bringing trays full of books. You 
find amongst them George Eliot’s last work, or the last thing in 
sensation novels as certainly as you would on one of Messrs. Smith 
and Son’s book-stalls. New York is not more dependent upon Paris 
for fashions than it is upon England for books. The newspapers 
that rail against us fill their columns from our magazines. Enterprising 
firms republish everything of value as Boon as it appears in England. 
Americans indeed boast that they have discovered the merits of some 
of our authors before we had recognized them ourselves. Collected 
editions of the writings of Macaulay, of Praed, and of other authors, were 
first brought out in America ; and educated Americans aie to the full as 
familiar with our writers as we can be ourselves. We have, it is true, 
received a certain quantity of exchange in kind ; but up to the present 
time this has formed but an inconsiderable set-off. The mediocrity which 
is sometimes attributed to democratic institutions, but which may more 
reasonably be put down to the exceptional social condition of a young 
country, is as marked in literature as in other departments of life. It 
remains to be seen whether the convulsion which has stirred the country 
to its foundations, may produce such an outburst of literary energy in 
America, os our own great struggle appears to have produced in England 
at the beginning of the oentuiy. For the present, however, there are no 
indications of any writer fitted to take his place amongst the intellectual 
leaders of the world in science, philosophy, or poetry. Theodore Parker, 
Emerson, Hawthorne, Longfellow, and several other names of various 
merit might be mentioned ; but, although men of ability, none of them 
con be said to have passed out of the second rank. They have not struck 
out any new paths of thought; they have been imitators rather than 
leaders ; they have all shown a certain incompleteness indicating an 
insufficient mastery of .their subjects — it almost seems as if in a young 
countiy grown-up men had immature minds — and their efiforts remind us 
rather of extremely clever essays by undergraduates, than of the thorough 
and finished work of well-trained thinkers. ** The United States,” as one 
of their mpst original writers sajrs, furnish the greatest market for intel- 
lectual green firuit of all places in the world. The demand for intellectual 
labour is so enormous, and the market so ihr from nice, that young talent 
is apt to fare like unripe gooseberries— get plucked to make a fool of 
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of n ooi^^try wbicl^ buy* 60,000 copies of tb« ^ Proveybiel pbiloi- 
•ophy/ while the author’s tdmixmg countrymen hove been buying 16i^0 1 
IJow ecu one lot his fruit hang in the sun until it gets frilly ripe, while 
there are 00,000 such hungry mouths ready to swallow it and pronlaun its 
praises ? Consequently, there never was suoh a oolleotion of orude pippins 
and half-grown windfalls as our native literature displays autong its 
fruits,” 

There arc not wanting certain syiuptoms of better things. Without 
touching upon any other subject, we propose to notice one distinctly original 
poduct of the American mind. We shall better estimate its value hereafter. 

present, however, we may assume that American humour has a ftavour 
peculiar to itself. It smells of the soil. It is an indigeBOus home growth. 
Lihe the native wines of a country, it has an aroma of its owOi and is not 
made up to imitate the Champagnes or Burgundies of a difierent climate. And 
if its qualities have not yet been fully developed, there is hope that with care- 
ful cultivation, it may be brought to future eacellence. It is perhaps natural 
that this particular literary product should be the first to show the capacities 
of the country. Here is some reason for the analogy often drawn between 
the youth of a people and the youth of an individual ; and a young man often 
shows an admirable humour before be has developed corresponding faculties 
in other directions. To take one striking example — Mr. Dickens displayed 
all the peculiar characteristics of his humour, if, indeed, he i^.d not give 
the most perfect example of it, in Pickwick^ almost his first publication, 
and written at a very early age. No mao can have the stock of thought 
which is necessary for philosophical or scientific excellence, nor even the 
stock of experience and observation of life which is necessary for a really 
great novelist, until he has grown out of his first youth. He can scarcely, 
in spite of some remarkable examples to the contrary, have enriched Ixis 
imagination sufficiently to be a great poet. But it is certainly possible 
for him to show bis sense of humour. To account for this, it would be 

necesaaiy, if it were desirable, to explain wbat we mean by humour a 

task which we may at once decline as hopelessly impracticable. The 
profound psychologism and critics who have tried tfreir hands at a defini- 
tion, have signally broken down. We know, indeed, that, our 

national boast is ill-founded (a supposition not to be entertained for a 
umment), humour is something for which Englishmen are pre-eminently 
diitlngiuihed, and in whicli Fienobmmi are so deficient that they have 
oven to borrow our name for it. Rabelais and Moliire and Voltaire and 
one or two other writera have certainly some focnlty which, to the 
ey^ strongly resembles itj but when we look at them through a good 
pair of Englidi glaaaes, wa see that it isn’t the genuine artiofo. As for 
Geamiu, it naed not be said that they ar# about as sensitive to humour 
as so many apple dumpUngi. The surgical operation whiob, at sangnino 
e nth nsiaata have aapfianit, might get a joke into tfie head of a ftoottfiummi 
would ba thrown aw^ upon a Qennan. Sauerkraut, or Bavarian besv, or 

homa-gitmntobaoQo,secntoaotaieibmualproj^ylactioa. Tiyingaj^ 
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upon a geouino German is like tickling a rhinoceixM with a atraW) or rather 
like digging Mr. Wardell’a fat boy in the riba ; you may poaaibly aend a 
ripple oyer hia aurface, but you don’t penetrate the outaide layer. They 
arey it ia ti ue, an amuaable peoploi aa ia auffioiently demonstrated by their 
taking pleaaure in that dreariest of comie periodioala, Eladdsmdatsoh — a 
performance whioh ia to Charivari what BaTarian beer i> to ohampagne. 
A Frenohmani though eaquiaitdy wittyi doea not ofien abow that tender- 
neia of feeling whiobi combined with wit (if we may make a dogmatic 
assertion about two unknown things)) favours the development of humour. 
A German has tenderness enough and to apaae, but ia apt to he deficient 
in the quick play of intelieet whkh produces wit. Our beat Engliah 
humourists have preaented the happy oambination where the fiielinga are 
at the right distance from the intellect) so that the aparka struck out by 
wit fidl instantly upon our aentimeat. Or» perbi^ a Frenohman passes 
too quickly over the associated ideas to get the full meaning out of them ; 
and a German dwells upon them too long and too heavily. Whatever the 
pliilosopby of wit and humour may be^ they depend to some extent upon 
detecting resemblanoes and contrasts which lie upon the surface and will 
not bear a laborious examination. Everybody feels that Sydney Smith 
made an exquisitely humourous remark, when he said that it was so hot 
that he could take off his fiesh and sit in his bones j and that Charles 
Lamb was more profoundly humoui’ous in the Dissertation upon Roast- 
Pig.” To take, for example, one sentence : See him ” (tlm sucking 
pig) “ill the dish, his second cradle, how meek he lieth I Would’et 
thou have this innocent grow up to the grossness and indocility which 
too often accompany maturcr swinebood ? ” The touch about the second 
cradle is inimitable ; but if a prosaic monster should insist upon 
analysing the expressions — ^upon determining the degree of resemblance 
between a pig’s dish and his oradle, or upon determining the exact 
meaning to be attributed to Sydney Smith's metaphor of sitting in your 
bones, ^e whole beauty of the comparisons would evaporate. You might 
as well try to analyse the flavour of roast-pig by dissecting him with 
a carving-knife. 

This power of catching superficial resemblances by a mysteiious intel<» 
leotual instinct ia as likely (as we have be&re remaiked) to exist in a 
young man ^ in an old one. It ia even more likely to be found where 
the perceptive faculties are still fresh and vigorous, before we have settled 
down into a proaaio way of looking at things { befewe our minds have 
stiffened and our intellectual epidermis become thickened by the wear 
end tear of life. It is true that those happily oonstituted men, who retain 
their iinpressibUity, will aequire a rioher humour as their minds become 
•torefl by new idW The humour of Hamlet or of Jacquee would be 
inconceivable in a very young man. But the peouliar oast of humour by 
which any man will be bereaffer distinguished is fenmlly dii^yed as 
Qonipiottously in his youth as at a later period. . 

It is a very difficult task to find the Cfdthet which ought to ncake 
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the j p a ouliar itiee of Americaa humour intelligible to those who do not 
alrea^ understand all that can be said to them. No one can put into 
words the difference between tlie scent of a rose and a wallflower. A 
single experiment will do more than any quantity of explanation. And, 
therefore, when we attempt to seize some of the main characteristics of 
American hmnour, we are only trying by very ineffectual means to teach 
wbat any one may learn far better from five minutes’ study of the Biglow 
Papers, A whole stream of American humour has lately been turned 
upon us. Artemua Wordy the Orpheus C. Kerr PaperSy the Letters of 
Major Downing^ and various other facetious performances, have made 
their appearance on this side of the Atlantic. As a rule, nothing is more 
difficult than for one nation to laugh at the jokes which amuse another. 
A great philosopher used to laugh till the tears ran down his cheeks at 
the sight of two spiders fighting ; our inability to perceive the joke may, 
possibly, be a proof of our dulness, not of his childishness. Englishmen 
and Yankees are, however, so far of one family as to appreciate each 
other’s humour. Some of the papers we have mentioned contain very 
small jokes ; but English railway travellers certainly buy them and 
chuckle over them. Their humour only differs from ours as another 
species of the same genus. And therefore we may appreciate it suffi- 
ciently to see how this variety is connected with certain other national 
peculiarities. It is not so unlike as to be placed outside oPc sphere of 
criticism, and yet it is unlike enough to suggest the necessity of some 
explanation. 

There is a contrast between different American writers which often 
strikes us. The United States are, as we know, the land which is or 
ought to be bounded on the East by the Atlantic Ocean, on the West by 
the setting sun, on the North by tho aurora borealis, and on the South 
by the Uay of Judgment. The lang^uage of their orators not unfrequently 
corresponds to the magnitude of the national idea. There have been 
many successors to the inimitable Elijah Pogram. His well-known bursts 
of eloquence are, like many of Mr. Dickens’s imitations, a good deal more 
lively than reality, but they strike the true note. The subject of his 
eloquence was “verdant as are the mountains of our country, bright 
and flowing as are our mineral ticks, unspiled by withering convention- 
alities as arc our broad and boundiess prearers. Rough he may be, so 
air our bars ; wild he may be, so air our buffalers ; but he is the child of 
natur’ and the child of freedom, and his boastful answer to the despot and 
the tynmt is, that his bright home is in the settin’ son.” 

We could quote nothing from the originals so good as the imitation. 
It it a kind of portable soup, an ounce of which diluted with water would 
produce a gallon of Fourth of July oration. The originals generally make 
their “ tall talk ” dull aa well as bombastic. The contrast of which we 
have spoken is that between the manufacturers and the consumers of this 
eloquence. The genuine Yankee ia tha incarnation of shrewd common 
sense. It soema strange that he ahould be taken in by this “wind bag” 
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style of oyatory. One would as soon expect a flat-fisli to rise at a salmon 
fly. lie has such a keen eye for a fkct, that one would expect him to 
detect mere flummery. The explntiation is, perhaps, simple. Every half 
educated person first tncs to he eloquent hy piling up big words, and to 
be forcible by employing strong ones. He has read enough to understand 
sesquipedalian expressions, and his taste is not polished enough to see 
.through them. We see something of the same kind whenever an English 
penny-a-liner tries to be impressive. But it is also characteristic of 
the Americans that this bombast not only exists side by side with a 
peculiarly dry humour, but gradually passes into it. Ihe perpetrator 
of unconscious absurdities gradually begins to manufacture them con- 
sciously and of malice prepense. He talks in 'Ercles vein and winks at 
UB, as if he saw the joke himself. The mere buncombe of orators passes 
into the quaint exaggerations characteristic of the Western States, who 
deflcribe themselves as half horse, half alligator, with a dash of the earth- 
quake. The most outrageous bombast of ^he war proceeded from the 
notorious Parson Brownlow, who said, if we remember right, that he 
proposed, if necessary, to fight the ** Secesh ” till hell froze, and then to 
fight them on the ice. The strong touch of profanity which ia here 
characteristically introduced, produces another distinct form of exaggerated 
language. It is common, especially in the South*westem States, to meet 
people who seem to have made a study of the art of profane swearing. 
They invent new and curious oaths. They systematically interlard every 
sentence with a choice collection of peculiar epithets. They absolutely 
coruscate into explosions of new-fangled oaths, going off like some novel 
piece of fireworks. It is obviously impossible to quote any appropriate 
specimens of this language. 

The use of very big words, either seriously, or as a more or less con- 
sciously absurd piece of extravagance, is not the really characteristic part 
of American humonr. There are, indeed, two ways of producing a comic 
effect which may be considered as the inverse of each other. An absurd 
overstatement or an absurd understatement may be equally effective. 
When Falstaff tells Bardolph that his face is an “everlasting bonfire 
light ; that he has “ saved him a thousand marks in links and torches, 
walking in the night betwixt tavern and tavern,'' he gives a good specimen 
of the first. A well-known American example is the assertion of the 
Mississippi captain, tliat his boat could float wherever the ground was a 
little damp. To illustrate the second, we might quote the' American, who 
had managed to quote aomething in his native country to parallel all the 
wonders of Europe. At last, he was asked whether he had not just 
crossed the Alps. “Well,” he replied, “I guess I passed some risin* 
ground.” The philosophy of the two methods is perhaps the same ; but 
the second is the commoner amongst the genuine American humourists. 
When Artemut Ward describes his courtship, he begins by informing his 
beloved that Horn was a gaaelle ; wWoh, he remarks, “ I thought was putty 

2 — 0 
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fine/' He goes od, I wish thar was winders to mj soul, so tiiat yon 
eouM see some of my feelings. There^s fire enough in here to bile all the 
oombeef and turnips in the neighbourhood. Yesoovius and the critter 
ain't a circumstance 1 ” To all which, the lady replies, after some more 
attempts at eloquence on the approved models, You say rite strate out 
what you are drivin' at. If you mean gettin’ hitched, I’m in 1 ” This 
may be taken ai an illustration of the nature of the real popular humour. 
It is to a considerable extent a protest by shrewd common sense against the 
bombast which is so prevalent, but which does not quite succeed in 
passing itself off for genuine. When a man, naturally acute, is set down 
to hear orators spout nonsense, he is sometimes sufficiently awed to accept 
it for genuine, — ^he feels that he is not entitled to be a critic ; but his 
native sense enables him to have occasional glimpses of its absurdity, ond 
he expresses himself in rather coarse but very terse condemnation. 

The original source of American humour ia, therefore, to be looked 
for in such men as Franklin. He was the incarnation of that popular 
wisdom which generates proverbs and fables. His philosophy never soars 
above a rather low level ; it takes the form of very racy maxims — of the 
great family to which belong the axioms about a penny saved being a 
penny got, and the advantages gained by being early to bed and early to 
rise. A characteristic story is the one which he told to console Jefferson 
for the alterations made in the draft of the Declaration of independence. 
A friend of his bod put up as a sign, a neatly painted hat, with the 
inscription, John Brown, hatter, makes and repairs hats for ready 
money.” One acquaintance suggested that the hat was not wanted, ns 
the inscription explained his trade. A second observed that the remark 
about ready money was imprudent ; a third, that as every hatter made 
and repaired hats, the words after hatter might be left out and nothing 
substituted ; and a fourth, that every one knew he was a hatter, or would 
see the hats in the window ; so that the inscription was reduced to ** John 
Brown.” Moral : don’t be too sensitive to your friends’ advice. The 
same vein of humour appears in the innumerable anecdotes about 
Mr. Lincoln, who is the exact illustration of the great stratum of 
American society which forms the real strength of the nation, but is very 
feebly represented by its newspapers and politicians. It is enough to 
allude to one or two of Mr, Lincoln’s well-known sayings. There is the 
one illustrating the difficulty of joining the North and &uth ; about the 
architect who said that he could build a bridge to the infernal regions, on 
which his friend remarked that be bad some doubU about the abutment 
cm the * other side.’ ” There is his answer to some one who requested him 
to interfere about some trifling detail, telling how the captain of a flatboat 
was asked by a fiither to stop in the middle of a dangerous lepid, tliat his 
little boy might pick up an apple which he had dropped overboard ; or 
there is tha last hist which he gave aboht reconstruction in lefemioe to 
the new iMe government in Louisiana, that it is better to }mt^ your 
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tluii to hvmk ibeia^ Tke ttyi&gt rightly or wrongly attributed to 
biniy with the iaveriabie commeacemeat, I knevr a mia dMMi Wmt,'' 
may all be described as half-baked proverbsw If they were a little more 
compressed, and had a rather wider application, they might ewly become 
proverbial and would contain a philosophy very superior to Mr. Tupper's. 
They exocilenily represent the peculiar national humour, as, indeed, many 
of them were no doubt sayings at large upon' society, to which Mr. Lineoln 
was forced to act as sponsor. The political tone whidi they indicate has 
a great deal that reminds us much more of English sentiment than would 
be inferred from the set utterauces of the official organs. There is the 
same strong contempt for humbug, and for ** highfalutin ” sentiment ; the 
same strong practical sense and dislike for the declaration of lofty ahetinct 
principles. The humour is, it is true, a good deal dryer ; it is, perhaps, 
keener, and it is certainly often more profane. To represent the typical 
producer of the commodity, we must first take a good solid English middle- 
class Puritan. Let him be baked in summer and fmen in winter till he 
haf lost his superfluous fat and his fresh complexion ; he will then have 
run up an inch or two in height and intber lost in girth—especially round 
the waist. Suppose him to have retained in the process a good deal of his 
familiarity with the Bible, but to have lost some of his respect for it ; he 
must have forgotten his traditional reverence for the Church and the House 
of Lords, and have been preached at by “ windbags ” of heme growth till 
he is beginning to see through a good many of their tricks. His natural 
shrewdness has been increased, but he has become more resezred, more 
sensitive, and not quite soloed- tempered. And finally, he must have 
come very decidedly to the conclusion (about which we will not argue) 
that he is, on the whole, one of the finest fellows on earth, and the centre, 
01 in tlie Yankee phrase, the “ hub ” of the civilized wwld. He will give 
out his aphorisms will) a mingled air of shrewdness, self-restraint, and com- 
placency ; and they will be tinged with an occasional half-conscious dash 
of extravagance. The result will bo illtutrated by a short notice of one or 
two of the late humourous writings. 

Artfnms Ward il, on the whole, the best specimen of the last crop of 
humourists. lie, it is true, owes something to his system of spellmg, 
which is a small enough form of wit. There isn't very much fun in 
writing “ hence 4 th,” or in putting “goakin” for joking. Eccentric 
spelling is as necessary in the Bigiow Papem as it is in Burtu^ because it 
is a genuine attempt to give the dialect of tlie country. Every humourist 
necessarily loses a great deal, by not being able to represent the peculiar 
nasal drawl, which seems to correspond to the mental attitude of the 
speaker. Many of the most excellent sayings in all conversation won't keep. 
Deprived of the manner, and of the dramatic dialogue which explains 
them St the time, they become stupid ; they cannot retain their brilliancy 
in a dry state. The spelling which represctits the original pronunciation 
is therefore a fair expedient; but the arbitrary blunders, such as quoting 
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“ Soliloquy/’ “ 2 B or not 2 B ” — are simply unmeaning. There 

are, lK>wever, better things than this in Artemus^ and in his visit to the 
MormODB he has even ventured to spell correctly. His humour has the 
genuine Yankee cast, although it does not contain very brilliant specimens. 
He only occasionally "writea on political topics, which are the staple of 
most of his imitators and rivals. We may quote one or two bits from hU 
visit to the Mormons, as examples of his style. In passing through 
Nevada he remarks, ** Shooting isn’t as popular in Nevada as it once was. 
A few years since they used to have * dead man for breakfast * " (a playful 
Californian phrase) “ every morning. A reformed desperado told me 
that ha supposed he had killed men enough to stock a graveyard. 

* A feeling of remorse,’ he said, * sometimes comes over me 1 But I’m an 
altered man now. 1 hain’t killed a man for over two weeks. What’ll yer 
poison yourself with ? ’ he added, dealing a resonant blow on the bar.” 
This is followed by a story of a notorious desperado, whose practice it was 
to call for liquor, and, if any one declined joining him, to commence 
shooting.” At last, on a refusal of some stranger, he drew his revolver 
and exclaimed, Good God, must I kill a man every time I come to 
Carson ? ” with which pathetic words, “ of sorrow rather than of anger,” 
he fired and killed his man. “ The citizens,” however, thought this a 
trifle too much and shot the murderer down with rifles. This is the 
kind of story which the narrator tells with imperturable gra^y of coun- 
tenance, pleased if you laugh, and doubly pleased if you are credulous 
enough to be awed. He describes Mormonism with the same kind of 
humourous calmness. In his imaginary visit^o Brigham Young, when the 
prophet says in answer to a question, “ ‘ I hev eighty wives, Mister Ward. 
I sertinly am married/ * How do you like it as far ns you hev got ? ’ 
sed 1.” In his real visit he seems to have taken much the same point of 
view. “ Brigham Young,” ho says, “ is a man of great natural ability. 
If you aak me how pious he is, I treat it as a conundrum, and give it 
up.” .But be speaks civilly of the Mormons, who are fond of bails, shows, 
and theatres. The plays have to be modified, as one of the Mormons left 
a representation of the Lady of Lyons together with his twenty-four 
wives, because he wouldn’t see a play where a man made such a 
cuaaed iusa over one woman. Perhaps his best story, as one illustra- 
tive of the worst side of Yankee direwdness, relates to a conversation 
which he professes to have heard in a New England store to the following 
eflRect : — 

** Say, Bin, wot you done with that air sorril mare of youm 7” 

** Sold her,” said William, with a smile of satisfaction. 

^ Wot’d you fit ? ” 

^ Bund’d an’ fifty dollars, cash deotm.” 

^Howl Hund’d an’ fifty for that kickin’ spavin* critter? Who’d 
yeuaeShcr to?” 

« Sold her to mother I ” 
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Wot?’’ oxolaimed brother No. 1, ‘‘did you really sell that kickin’ 
spavin’d critter to mother ? Wall, you air a shrewd one ! ” 

Humourous literature in America, as well as every other kind of 
literature, has been of late chiefly devoted to the war as the one great 
topic of interest. We may remark, by the way, that a very un&ir criti- 
cism has been made by some writers, who seem to fancy that we stopped 
all joking during the Crimean war; that Punchy whilst it lasted, never 
made a hit at Lord Aberdeen, or that Gilray never caricatured Pitt 
in the revolutionary wars. The Americans, it was said, joked about 
the war because their hearts were not in it. This is simply absurd. 
Rightly or wrongly, they certainly gave every proof of being absorbed 
in the war to an almost incredible extent. That was, however, no 
reason why they should abandon the use of their trenchant and sometimes 
rather grim style of humour. When some one reproached President 
Lincoln for his jokes during some of the worst part of the war, he replied, 
that but for such a relaxation he could not have borne the weight of 
anxiety. His lost very touching inaugural message gives, no doubt, the 
most prevailing colour of his mind, which was an almost pathetic melan- 
choly ; and, indeed, it may be observed that men with a very strong sense 
of humour are frequently inclined to melancholy intervals. We don't 
suppose that the occasional facetiousness of the American people was 
the consequence of any such necessity for relief, but it was certainly as 
compatible with the deepest sentiment. The general tone of thought, 
though not the method of expression, may be fairly imagined, by taking 
one of the average Englishmen, who, as an Englishman, condemned the 
war heartily ; thought it was nonsense to fight to force men into brotherly 
kindness ; considered the Abolitionists to be humbugs, and the United 
States to be running into hopeless bankruptcy. Such a man, transplanted 
for a suflicient time, would absorb the popular prejudices of his new soil. 
He would adopt as blindly a difierent set of national commonplaces. He 
w'ould insensibly substitute a fanatical belief in an idol called the Union 
for a belief in old England ; he would hate humbugs and agitators and 
corrupt jobs heartily, and unreasonable philanthropy more heartily still. 
The hatred which Englishmen felt for ** red tape ” in the Crimean war, and 
the contempt which they (some of them at least) have expressed for nigger- 
worshippers during the Jamaica troubles, may represent the feelings of 
the genuine Yankee population towards green-backs and shoddy aristo- 
cracies on the one hand, and the irrepressible negro on the other. We 
who wished honestly to see the nigger free, hated him as the cause of the 
troubles, and as our English or Anglo-Saxon” breed always hates an 
inferior race. The battery of the humouriata is generally directed to play 
upon these obnoxious objects. The prevalent view of the nigger is excel- 
lently put by Artemua Ward. ** Feller ritterxens, the Afrikan may be our 
brother . • . but the Afrikan isn’t our sister and our wife and our uncle. 
He isn't sevenil of our brothers and all our fust wife’s relations. He isn’t 
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our gniud&tber and our great-grandfatbar, and our aunt in the couUtry. 
Soaoely ; and yet oumena pereona would have us think so ... . But 
weVe got the Afrikan, or rather he's got ns, and now wot air we going to 
do about it ? He*s a orful noosanoe. P'raps he isn’t to blame for it. 
r’leps he was created for sum wise purpusa, like the measles and New 
Englan’ rum ; but it’s mity hard to see it.” The reckless Government 
erpenditure is tolerably satirized in the Oi'phettt C. Kerr Papers ; which^ 
however, are, as a rule, very poor. The author goes to sec the trial of a 
gun, similar to those used at the lievoluUoD, only that it was painted green 
instead of blue, and had a larger touch-hole. Being pointed at a target 
60 yards off, the target is not hit, and no ball can be found. After great 
surprise somebody looks into the mouth and observes that the ball has not 
gone out at all. “ The inventor said this would happen sometimes, 
(Specially if you didn’t put a brick over the touch-hole when you fired 
the gun.” The Government orders forty guns on the spot, at 200,000 
dollars a piece. This is rather a ponderous attempt at witticism, but is 
enoiigh to indicate the nature of a good deal of popular facoliousiiess. 
Anotlier side of the negro question is touched upon in Ward's visit to 
Hichmond afier the siege. 

My brother, I sed to a cullerd purson, air you aware that you’ve bin 
’mancipated ? Do you realize how glorious it is to be free 7 tell me, my 
dear brother, does it not seem like tome dream, or do you realUle the great 
fact in all it’s lovin’ and holy magnitood 7 ” 

** He said he would take some gin.” 

Another bit in the same vein illustrates the fediog towards the Southern 
whites. Artemus remarks There is raly a great deal of Union sent- 
iiicnt in this city — I see it oa ev’ry hand. I met a man to-day, who said, 
‘ Why, we’ve bin fightin* agin the old flag I Lor’ ble« me, how sing’iar !’ 
He then borrered five dollars of me and butt into a flood cf tears.” And 
the general verdict on the war is summed up as follows, at the end of a 
coBversation with a ** prowd and hawty Suthener.” 

“ Young man, adoo. You Southern fellows is probbly my hrothcni, 
though you’ve occasionally had a cuaed queer way of ahowin’ it 1 It’s 
over now. Let’s all give in and make a country on this continent that 
shall give all Europe the cramp in the atummuck every time they look 
at us. Adoo, adoo I And as I am through, I’ll likewise say adoo to you, 
gentle reader, merely remarking, that the star-spangled banner is wavin’ 
round loose agin, and diat there don’t seem to be anything the matter with 
the Goddees of Liberty beyond a slight cold ” 

With which oharaeteriatio touoh of Mr. Ward*# we must leave him. 
Though not very briUiant, he foiriy represents the average popular senti- 
ment. A much higher representatiTe of the political feeling of the country 
is to be found in Mr. Lowdl, author of the Bigiow Papers, The fint 
series of those papers, which reflects the sensation product in the North 
by the Meccan war, and the anseauition of Texm, wai to many people the 
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firit reTcIfttion of American kumonr. Aithteug^ they wotild require a 
commentary to enable ^e Eng^M) reader AiUy to nndentand ^eir alhi< 
liont) their brilliant hiti, e&cloied in language equally qnaint and caustic, 
impressed many unacquainted with American politics. Such a rerse as 
this fixes itself on the memory, although the reader might have never heard 
of (general Jaokson'a letter, in ivhich ^e exprearion about ^^area of 
fireedom ” occurs, nor even have known who the Ikmous General was, and 
still less who were Cass and Calhoun : — 

The inasB oagh’ to lahoor and we lay on soi&es, 

Thet'a the reason 1 want to spread Freedom's aroe ; 

It puts all the cnnnin'est on as in office, 

An' reelises onr Maker's ori^nal idee, 

Sez John C. Calhonn, sez he;— 

Thet'a ei plain, says Oass 
As that some one's an ess, 

It's es clear es the son is at noon, set he. 

It is a very dangerous thing to attempt to repeat a auccessfu) hit. The 
number of works is small in which tiie ceoond part is not inferior to the 
first, and for the simple reason that thC first is generally spontaneous, and 
the second done to order. And we cannot honestly say that Mr. Lo well’s 
poems appear to us to be an exception to the rule. There are, however, 
amongst them, some lines as vigorous and pointed as he ever wrote, and 
they give us a good example of humour rising nearly to the pitch of 
genius. They are as shrewd and racy as the best of the floating stories 
of Yankee wit. But they are directed by the honourable ^dignation 
which justifies satire ; he lays on the whip viciously, but on fieuilts which 
well deserve whipping. EngUshraen will naturally think him mistaken in 
some of hia judgments of men and things, but they will not deny that his 
verses exhibit real passion and of a dignified kind. Although, therefore, 
they have the genuine American flavour, they have not that hardness and 
narrowness of feeling which sometimes repels us in American stories. 
They prove that no American of real cultivation can be laige- minded 
and genial, whilst remaining thoroughly Amerioan. We quote one or 
two vsrsea, though it does them little justice to take them apart fVom the 
context Here, for example, is a bit taken at random from a poem on the 
Trent affair : — 

When year rights was our Wrong, John, 

Yon didn’t stop for Ihu— 

Britanny's trident-prongs, John, 

Was good 'noiigh law tar ni. 

Ole aade 8., ess ks, **1 gwat 
Umagh phjiie't see kst 
" It doesn’t fottsi;, that that he eaa swaller 
Fresoriptiona sign’d * J. B,* 

Fut op by yon or me.” 

We take this merely as an example of the style. It is homely and 
forcible, but sometimes lolls into tbe fault that it requires to be read twioe 
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over IxiToi'e its meaaing is exactly seized. To take a specimen of a 
passage in which the humour is almost overpowered by the passion, we 
qiiote the last two verses of the last paper, which alludes to the emanci- 
pation proclamation upon which Lincoln had at last ventured : — 

An* come wnt will, I think it’s grand 
Abe’s gut his will ct last blooin-fumacetl 
In trial-fiames till it’ll stand 
The strain of bein’ in deadly earnest ; 

Tliet’s wut we want — we want to know 
The folks on our side hez the bravoiy 
To b’liere as hard, come weal, come woe, 

In Freedom ca Jeff, docs in Slavery. 

Set tho two forces foot to foot, 

An* every man knows who’ll be winner. 

Whose faith in God hez any root 
That goes down deeper than his dinner. 

Then *t will bo felt from pole to pole, 

Without no need of proclamation. 

Earth’s biggest country’s gnt her soul, 

An’ risen np earth’s Greatest Nation ! 

Much American humour consists of saying high-flown expressions 
by bringing them down abruptly to the best of plain facts: as in tlie 
case of the niggers and abolition; but as that case shows, much that 
is really noble is apt to suflhr along with its imitation ; and hence some 
of the cynical hardness of which we liave spoken. In the last verses, 
Mr. Lowell takes a diflferent method, and makes the really noble ambition, 
which lies at the bottom of enormous piles of bombast and buncombe in 
the American mind, come out the more vigorously for being put into 
homely language. 

There is one more charactoristio of American humour which we must 
notice — the familiar use of scriptural language. In certain cases this is 
perfectly natural and harmless. An uneducated man mixes up scripture 
and common life more frequently in proportion to his belief in scripture. 
Many of the stories which seem risky to us would be impressive to tho 
original speakers. A certain Mr. Lorenzo Daw preached a sermon on 
the text from St. Paul, ** I can do all things.” No, Paul,” he said, 
*‘yon are wrong for once. PU bet you five dollars you can’t,” and he 
laid down a five-doUar bill on the dei^. He continued to read, ** through 
Jesus Christ our Lord.” ** Ah 1 Paul,” he said, “ that’s a very diflferent 
thing ; the bet’s oflf*.” This decidedly beats any anecdote we ever heard 
of Mr. Spnigeon ; but there was formerly a race of preachers in the 
United States in whose mouths such a saying would seem to be very 
natural. There was a well-known Peter Cartwright, a Methodist preacher 
in Tennessee, who has published certrin sketches and eccentricities.” 
The style of this gentlenuBi'i eloquence may be judged of from the 
following. A certain major ^*flew into a desperate rage, and said if 
he thought 1 worM fight him i duel he would ohollenge me. 
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** * Miijor/ 1 said, very calmly, * if you challenge me, 1 Avill accept it/ 

‘ Well, Rir,* eaid he, * I do dare you to mortal combat/ 

“ * Very well, I’ll fight you ; and, eir,* said I, < according to the laws 
of honour I suppose it is my right to choose the weapons with which we 
are to fight ? ’ 

< Certainly,’ said he. 

« < Well,’ said I, * then we will step over into this lot and get a couple 
' of cornstalks. I think I can finish you with one.’ 

But oh ! what a rage he got into. He clenched his fists and looked 
Tengeance. Said he, ‘ If I thought I could whip you, I would smite you 
in a moment.’ 

'Yes, yes, major,’ said I; ^ but, thank God! you can’t whip me ; 
but don’t you attempt to strike me ; for, if you do, and the devil gets out 
of you into me, I shall give you the worst whipping you ever got in all 
your life I ’ and then walked off and left him.” 

This vigorous parson was said, on another occasion, to have held a 
profane ferryman under water till he would promise to say the Lord’s 
prayer. He afterwards became intimate with General Jackson, on an 
occasion certainly creditable in some respects to both. The General came 
one evening to the church where he was already preaching. An officious 
hanger-on of the General’s wanted him to take some notice of his arrival. 
“ I felt,” he says, “ a flush of indignation come out all over me, and 
purposely speaking out audibly, I said, * Who is General Jackson ? If he 
don’t get his soul converted, God will damn him as quick as he would a 
Guinea negro.’ ” Whereupon the preacher and the General became in- 
timate fnends. This rough preacher in the half-settled districts was no 
doubt suited to his flock. Amongst the more civilized New England 
population, the mixture of sacred and profane has been due to Puritan 
traditions, and still survives to some extent to the present time. Where 
every one is sufficiently educated to read the Bible, and the Bible is the 
first book that every one reads, a great many of its phrases are sure to pass 
into common use. Our modern plan of treating the Bible respectfully by 
carefully keeping it out of the way of common life, is a piece of refinement 
incomprehensible to minds which have not been made so sensitive by 
education. We would rather not decide which practice shows mpst belief, 
though it is plain which shows most reverence. The use of scriptural 
phrases has, however, in America come down to people who are little in 
the habit of reading the Bible with much faith or with much respect. 
The consequence is, that a good many modern American witticisms 
certainly strike an Englishman as profane. There is the one, which 
everybe^y knows, which recounts the trapper’s prayer when he was in 
danger from a grisly bear. We mention it as a curious example of the 
way in which a story passes from one people to another, and by being 
accommodated to different scenery takes a different humourous tinge. Mr. 
Carlyle, in the Life of Frederick, relates the anecdote in an earlier— we 
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WJ whether it ie the originid— ibrin, where a PrusiiaA General 
imploree the divine favour upon the Prussian arms in the approaohing 
battle, andi if that cannot be granted, implores, at least, the divine 
neutrality, In the American version, the profanity is somewhat height- 
ened by the way in which the sight of a tarnation big bear-fight seems to 
be thrown in as an inducement towards granting the prayer. This 
aocusation hoe heeo brought against Mr. Lowell, as, for example, in regard 
to the well-known verse— 

Parson Wilbur sez he never hcerd in his life 
That the Apostles rigged out in their 8walle>tail coats 
An’ marched round in front of a drum and a fife, 

To get eome on ’em office or some on ’em votes; 

But John P. 

Bobinsou ho 

Sez they didn’t know cvciy thing down in Judee. 

It is impossible to pronounce positively on suoh a point, because the 
effect depends so much upon our conventional mode of showing respect. 
We may, however, say, that if tlie writer is to be judged by his intention, 
Mr. Lowell must be fully acqiritted ; he uses the most vigorous illustra- 
tions that come to hand, without very carefully asking where they come 
from ; but he never gives us what can be fairly culled gratuitous 
profanity. ^ 

Most of the humour of which we have quoted examples, is what may 
be called ** applied humour.” It is the result of slirewd, and for the most 
part, half-educated minds, acting upon matters of every-day interest^ 
amongst which, of course, politics occupy a prominent part in America. 
We should, in order to complete the subject, take notice of the pure 
humour ; of humour, that is, which exists only for it’s own sake, and 
which scarcely arises until there has grown up a class with taste for 
literary leisure, and which goes through intellectual exercises for the love 
of them. Such, for example, are Chailes Lamb’s exquisite Essays, whose 
existence is sufficient to justify themselves. We read them not to learn, 
but for the pleasure of the exquisite style and graoeful play of thought. 
Of this kind of humour, it may be supposed that we shall meet with few 
examples in America, from their love of the practical, and from the 
noaller number of finished scholars. A man doesn't begin to write pure 
humour or Latin verses till he has time on his hands. Artemus Ward 
can only be dossed one degree above the wax-figure showmen whom he 
personates. He is not enough of an intellectual being to come up to the 
character we require. Washington Irving and Mr. Hawthorne showed 
some very delicate humour, but it was scarcely original enough to be dis- 
tinctly American. It reminded ua not distantly of European nmdels. We 
ean, however, mention one writer who has shown a veiy distinctive and 
dioroughly national hvmouFi we mean Dr. Holmea. Ha ahowa the 
peculiar ahsewdnesc of Ms countrymen, but applied to more refined 
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objects of thotigbt. He is often quaint, but is never guiltjf of tramgresaing 
the bounds of really good taste. It is, however, unfair to attem|>t a sum- 
mary of his merits at the end of an article, and we will, therefore, con- 
clude Qur quotations by a short speounen taken ftom bin mml amneing 
book. The Autoc/rat of the Breakfast^ table : — 

** Our brains are seventy-year clocks ; the angel of life winds them up 
opce for all, then closes the case^ and gives the key into tim hand ef the 
angel of resurrection. 

^^Tic-tao, tio-tac, go the wheels of thought; our wUl qeaaot stop 
them; they capnot stop themselves; ^p f^i^t etill them; madness 
only makes them gp faster ; death alone can break into the case, and 
seising the ever-swinging pendulum, which we cali the heart, silence at 
lost the olicking of the terrible escapement we haya <savria4 so Ipng b e nea th 
our wrinkled ibreheads I 

If we could only get at them as we lie on Qur pillows, and count the 
dead beats of thought after thought, and image after image jarring 
through the overtired organ. Will nobody blopk these wheels, uncouple 
that pinion, cut the string that holds these weights, blow np the infernal 
machine with gunpowder 7 .... If anybody would only contrive some 
kind of a lever that we could thrust in among the works of this horrid 
automaton and check them, or alter their rate of going, what would the 
world give for the discovery 7 ” 

From half a dime to a dime, according to the style of the place and 
the quality of the liquor,” said the young fellow whom they call dchn. 

“ You speak trivially, but not unwisely,” I said. 
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I WELL remember the morning of the 18th. The heavy rain during the 
night had chilled the air, the dark clouds overhead cast a gloom upon the 
field, and altogether the morning was unusually cheerless for the month of 
J une. But I perceived no reflection of that gloom upon the faces of our 
men, and os column after column of the French came in sight, they main- 
tained the same undaunted aspect. For my own part, I felt anxious — but 
not wholly on my own account. I had been pretty well seasoned to the 
smell of powder on the eastern coast of Spain ; but I had a brother, quite 
a young fellow, who never had worn a red coat until two days before. 
This youth, being appointed to my own corps, I had smuggled away to 
join the regiment in place of the dep6t. 1 did it without leave, and the 
act was a rash one ; but I thought it might perhaps be the making of 
him if he could see a little service. I now deplored -my raslmess. The 
lad appeared so unnerved that I feared he might disgrace himself, and 
bring ruin upon me too. If he ran oflf the field, what wouj^ follow ? I 
thuddered at the thought. He would be stigmatized for life at a coward 
and a deserter, while 1 should be tried by court-martial, and perhaps 
dismissed the service for the breach of discipline I had committed. 

** Oh, R., this is fearful I ” said my hopeful prot4g4, as the shots 

began to tell. “ Did you see poor fall 7 And there’s killed ! 

And I don’t sec , he must be gone too ! we slmll all soon be knocked 

over at this rate I ” I called the sergeant of my company (poor fellow, 

he was numbered with the dead ere nightfall.) “ Sergeant ," said I, 

“ you see my brother ; he is quite a boy, unused to service. I entrust 
him to you ; don’t let him out of your sight a moment during the day. K 
I should full, and he survives me, hand over my watch and purse to 
him ; but mind and keep your eye upon him.” 

As it drew towards mid-day, the heat became oppressive, and it was 
truly pamful to watch our brave troops bearing up against it under the 
ponderous accoutrements of those days. But none succumbed to the 
heat, and our gallant fellows handled brown Bess (a weapon that weighed 
fourteen pounds) with as good a will as the lucky chaps of the present day 
do the Enfield or the Whitworth. 

We had now remained stationary some hours, drawn up in square, 
our ranks as yet not materially thinned, when a huge column of the 
enemy, bearing down all before it, opened so murderous a fire upon us, 
that our corps lost half Its men. We retired to another position, where 
we re-formed square— a small square now, and in this attitude, on the 
defensive, we continued untU the issue of tlie great fight was virtuallj 
dMided. 
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Those only who have experienced what it is to be kept in an altitude 
of defence know how it tries the patience of the soldier. Our men were 
literally thirsting for a charge, but necessity forbad it. It was not so 
much our exposure to the fire of musketry or grape-shot that induced this 
longing to prod the enemy ; but it was the charges, or rather the attempted 
charges, of the cavalry which provoked the feeling. Again and again came 
up the cuirassiers, but it was no go. The horses liked not those shining 
bayonets, and the bayonets never flinched ; so, with bitter imprecations, 
they were compelled to turn tail. Many a brave cuirassier was brought to 
the ground while thus retracing his steps, our men having orders to Are at 
the horses as they retreated. 

It was just after one of these charges, during a few minutes^ respitCi 
that I looked around me to see who was gone, or rather who was lefV, 
when to my dismay I could nowhere discern my brother. “ Where was 
the sergeant under whose charge I had placed him ?’* ‘^He was down,” 
they told me. “ And my brother ? ” ** He haa left the field,” “ Left the 

field 1 ” exclaimed I in agony. “ It*8 all right,” replied a brother officer ; 
“ he was wounded — not badly ; see, here is bis shako.” And sure enough, 
on examining the shako, I found it to be his ; and, what was more satis- 
factory, a ball had smashed the peak and damaged the front ; moreover, 
the inside was stained with blood. 

It may seem strange, but the sight of that blood afforded me intense 
lelief, especially when I heard that the wound was no way dangerous. The 
apprehension and self-reproach under which I had been labouring since 
the dawn all left me, and I commenced forthwith congratulating myself 
upon my own temerity, and to frame congratulations for my brother if I 
should live to meet him. 

To us it seemed the day w’as going dead against us. To be sure, wo 
could see but u section of the field ; but if that presented a sample of the 
fight there was but one conclusion to arrive at, that wc were outnumbered 
and overpowered by the enemy. 

But the day was wearing away. In a few hours the sun would set, 
and if victory were denied us there was comfort in the thought that 
darkness would, at any rate for a space, terminate the combat. Doubt 
and speculation prevailed amongst us : the night’s campaign was, indeed, 
beginning to be discussed, when a staff officer was descried galloping up 
towards us. He was evidently the bearer of an important communication. 
What was it ? That the army was routed ? That immediate retreat was 
ordered ? Listen. “ The body of the French army was in full retreat-^ 
we were to follow up the enemy 1 ” 

It would take an abler pen than mine to convey a notion of the effect 
this intelligence produced. The enthusiasm of our men sought vent in 
shouts, and with all speed we commenced carrying out the welcome order. 
Shots of all sorts and sizes were still flying about us, and in quitting the 
ground where we had passed so many weary hours, I received a wound 
in the knee ; a rascally rifle-ball had lodg^^d and stuck fast between the 
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smiill bones, pntting me completely hots de combat. Thia wm really too 
bad, beifig disabled just as the best fun was coining ; but it was vain to 
grumble, and truly glad was I to be lifted on to the back of a stray faorSe 
which they caught and brought toe. Declining any escort, I set out 
alone, telling my comrades I should make my way unassisted to the 
rear, if not to Brnssels. I soon, howeter, bcontrre painftJly aware of 
ray error ; for Wheti well out of reach Of help, the poor brhte that Carried 
ate staggered and fell, having, 1 conclude, received some wotind which 
had eenped detection. 

My plight was now a Sorry one. My knee was growing stiff, and 
swelling fearfully. Pain and weakness were increasing every moment, 
and 1 felt I must soon lie down amongst the dying and the dead. Still, 
on I litoped, dragging after me the stiffening limb. I leant upon my 
sword, but it bent beneath my weight, and I resolved, if I could, to change 
it for one that would l^etter support me. A few paces off lay the body of 
a French officer, awfully mangled by a round shot which had struck him 
in the bowels. As I glanced at his countenance, it Seemed quite calm, 
and beyond the pallor on tlie cheeks there was little in the features to 
characterize his present slumber as the sleep of death, or to indicate 
preceding agony. No feeling of solicitude was it which brought me tb the 
side of this poor fellow. I was attracted by his sword, a cavalry one with 
a steel scabbard — the very thing I wanted. To this 1 tlVtlught to help 
myself, and with what strength I Could summon, I proceeded to detach the 
coveted sabre. While so engaged, it seemed to me that the body moved. 
Surely it was fkney. But the head had moved ; and conceive my horror 
when the eyes I had supposed fast closed in death, opened feebly, and met 
mine. My fingers instinctively let loose their hold. Unnerved and 
ashamed, I stammered out an apology — “ Mille p^trdont — mal bfeS$S — ne 
desirais qvi Viph,' when the Frenchman, with that native politeness 
which not even approaching death could restrain, tried to smile, and 
gasped just audibly, De grdee, monsieur^ preMt tout ! ” His all was nt 
my service. No further use had he for sword or aught else now. Hia 
acconfrements were an evident incumbrance to him, so I eased his stock, 
unbuttoned hie coat, and unhookct! his waist-belt. He seeined relieved, 
and as I waa Btking leave of him, be asked whether I could gite him 
atiythbig to drink. Luckily I bad a flask of brandy. Bo raising his 
hand, I put It to his Hps. He drank it off and strove to thank me. He 
them doted kH ^ea and muttered Something I could not catch, while I 
gen6y replaotd his head upon Its dreary pillow. I then rose, fueling much 
saddened by this affecting incident, and as I stole one last leOk at the 
expiring acMfier, (he lips were still iti motion, though whether With the 
words of pr«yer or of mere gratitude to me, I could not tell. 

leaning oU fkd Ftfsiiuilissaii^s sword, I began once utOre to ereep 
towafdi tbo rear { but MtA and exhausted, 1 soon broke down in the 
attempt, and at 1 lay doWU amongst the tall rye-grass, I began to think 
my end was drawing near. I may have laitii thus half an hour, when I 
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heard the tramp of cavalry approaching the ipot where I lay hidden in 
tlie herbage. Was I then to be trodden to death? The thought was 
horrible. On and on they came. It must soon be all over with me. I 
reRolved, sooner than submit to auch a deaths to make one more effort. 
Accordingly, I took off my cap, and placing it Cn the point 6f my sword, 
waved it to and fro as beat I could. Providentially, the waving cap 
attracted notice. The gallant fellows (it was a Squadron of the — ^th 
llragoons) made way for me, and gently raising me on to the back of one 
of their horses, consigned me to the care of two troopers who conveyed 
me safely to the rear. It was late in ths aftemocn of the following day 
before the cartload of wounded of Whom I fhfmed one reached Brussels ; 
and amongst the first that welcomed me on my arrival Was my wounded 
brother. His head was bandaged so plentifully that a Turk might have 
envied him his head-dress. His delight at seeing me, if anything ejtceeded 
mine at meeting him. I askSd him what he thought of the army. He 
said it was a fine service, but he had had enough of it,* and from that 
day forth, as it happened, he never served again. He still lives, a hale 
old man of seventy. His forehead has an ugly scar, but it has paid him 
fairly, and I have never heard him grumble at the mark. 

It took the surgeon just six weeks to extract the ball from my knee — 
six weeks of desperate suffering. Soon after this, my wound healed tip, 
and I was on my feet once more. By WSy of blood-money, Government 
paid me down 500/. This I handed over to my agent, but he, poor man, 
got somehow into diflSculties, cut his throat, and I lost all. 

After five-and-thirty years of active service, I became a martyr to the 
pains and aches which my campaigning had induced, and I found myself 
compelled finally to lay aside my sword. Verging on fourscore, I still 
have strength to limp along, supported by a crutch on either Side. I 
hopn, ere long, to be summoned to the land of peace ; meanwhile, may 1 
be thankful that I live to tell the tale of Waterloo. 



(By MICHAEL ANGILO TITMARSH.) 


[Mb. Tuaokerat once more appears in the pages of the Cq^vkiU Magazine. 
We are about to give our readeis some sketohes of his, wbiob haye, indeed, 
been printed before, but that was when he was writing for a generation 
so astonishingly dull as to see no merit in Barry Lyndon; while we in these 
days wonder sometimes whether even Thocketi^ himself eyer surpassed 
that little book, so wonderfully vigorous and keen. But he wrote many 
things then that were neglected, and were soon altogether forgotten. One 
of them nas The Second Funeral or Napoleon,’* of which probably 
not one in ten thousand of the readers of his Magfqsine ever heard. 
And yet it w'ns published iu due form and in decent duodecimo, by 
Mr. Hugh Cunningham, a bookseller whose shop was at the comer of 
St. Martin’s Place : he who also first published the Pane JSketek Book. It 
w'as illustrated with some woodcuts of no great merit, uitt- thereto was 
added the famous Chronicle of the Drum,” — which the ** leading Maga- 
zines ” had all refused to print. And as the able editors of the time 
rejected the ballad, so the intelligent public of the time refused to rend 
the account of the Second Funeral of Napoleon, though it had all tlie 
allurement of being written at the time and in the presence of the event 
it commemorates. The gentleman who sends us the original MS., from 
which we reprint the long-forgotten narrative, sajs : — ^ 

The * Letters on the Second Funeral ’ were a fkilure. I had the 
pleasure of editing the tiny \ohime for Mr. Thackeray, and saw it through 
the preis. And, after a liktle, on the dismal tidings from the publisher 
that the little effort rngd^ ac impression on the public, Mr. Thackeray 
wrote to me from Paris Aftetty little note commencing,: — * So your poor 
Titmandi baa made another fiasco. How are we to take this great stupid 
public by the ears 7 Never mind ; I think I have something which will 
surprise them yet. . . This was evidently an allusion to Vanity Fair^ 
which he h^d begun at that time.”] 

I.-ON THE DISINTERMENT OF NAPOLEON AT ST. HELENA. 

Mt Dear, — It is no easy task in this world to distinguish between m^hat is 
great in it, and what is mean ; and many and many is the puisle that 1 
have liad in reading Hktory (cr the works of fiction whh^ go by th^t 
name), to know whether I sliot^ lodd up to the skies, and oedearomy to 
the beat of my small myridlilies, to imitate, the iwnuiffMde oharasb# 
about whom I was readings or whether I t'hould fling aside the bode and 
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}xero of it, as things altc^eih«r base, ^wortiiy, laughable, and get a 
novel, or a game of billiards, or a pipe tobecco, or tihe report of the 
last debate in the House, or any other employment which would leave the 
mind in a state of easy vacuity, rather then piBster it with a vain set of dates 
. relating to actions which are in themselves not worth a fig, or with a parcel 
of names of people whom it can do one no earthly good to remember. 

It is more than probable, my Joye, th^t you are acquainted with what 
is called Grecian and Roman history, chiefly from perusing, in very early 
} outh, the little sheepskin-bound volumes of the ingenious Dr. Goldsmith, 
and have been indebted for your knowledge of our English annals to a 
subsequent study of the more voluminous works of Hume and Smollett. 
The first and the last-named authors, dear Miss Smith, have written 
each an admirable history, — that of- the Reverend Dr. Priyirose, Vicar of 
Wakefield, and that of Mr. Robeart Bramble, of Bramble Hall — in both of 
which works you will find true and instructive pictures of human life 
and which you may always think over with advantage. But let me 
caution you against putting any considerable trust in the other works of 
these authors, which were placed in your hands at school and afterwards, 
and in which you were taught to believe. Modern historians, for the most 
part, know vefy little, and, secondly, only tell a little of what they know. 

As for those Greeks and Romans whom you have read of m sheep- 
skin, ’’.were you to know really what those monsters were, you would blush 
all over as red as a hollyhock, and put down the history book in a fury. 
Many of our English worthies are no better. You are not in a situation 
to know the real characters of any one of them. They appear before you 
in their public capacities, but the individuals you know not. Suppose, 
for instance, your mamma had purchased her tea in the Borough from a 
grocer living there by the name of Greenacre: suppose you had been 
asked out to dinner, and the gentleman of the house had said: Ho! 
Eran 9 ois ! a glass of champagne for Miss Smith;” — Courvoisier would 
have served you just as any other footman would ; you would never have 
known that there was anything extraordinary in these individuals, but 
would have thought of them only in their respective public characters of 
Grocer and Footman. This, Madam, is History, in which a man always 
appears dealing whh the world in his apron, or his laced livery, but which 
has not the power or the leisure, or, perhaps, is too high and mighty to 
condescend to follow and study him in his privacy. Ah, my dear, when 
big and little men come to be measured rightly, and great and small 
actions to be weighed properly, and people to be stripped of their royal 
robes, beggars’ rags, generals’ uniforms, seedy out-at-elbowed coats, and 
the like — or the contrary, say, when souls come to be stripped of ^eir 
wicked deceiving bodies, and turned out stark naked as they were before 
they were born — what a strange startling sight shall we see, and what a 
pretty figure shall some of us out 1 Fancy how we shall see Piide, with his 
Stulz-olotbes and padding pulled otf, and dwindled down to a fbrked 
radish I Fancy some Angelic Virtue, whose white raiment is suddenly 

TOL. xm. — Na Vs, 8 
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^huifced over his head, ahcywing vs dbven ieet and a tail I ilanoy 
Hamility, eased of its sad load of cares and ^want and scorn, walking »up 
to the very highest place of all, «nd blushing as Jie t^es it ! £ancyj — 
but we must not fancy such a soene at all, which would be .an outarage on 
public decency. Should we be any better than our neig^itbours 7 No, 
certainly. And as we can’t be virtuous, let us be decent. Fig-leaves 
are a very decent, becoming wear, and have been now in iaehion for four 
thousand years. And so, my dear, History is written on figdeaves. Would 
you have anything further ? O <fie ! 

Yefl, four thousand years ago, that famcms tree waa-planted. At their 
very first lie, our first parents made for it, and there it is still the great 
Humbug Plant, stretching its wide arms, and sheltering beneath its leaves, 
as broad and ^preen as ever, all the generations of men. Thus, my dear, 
coquettes of your fascinating sex cover their persons with figgery, fantasti- 
cally arranged, and call their masquerading, modesty. Cowards fig them- 
eelves out fiercely 'ks ^ salvage men,’ and make us believe that they are 
warriors. Fools look very solemnly out from the dusk of the leaves, and 
we fancy in the gloom that they are sages. And many a man sets a great 
wreath about his pate and struts abroad a hero, whose claims wo would 
all of US laugh at, could we but remove the ornament and see his num- 
skull bare. 

And such — f excuse my sermonizing)— *such is the institution nf 
mankind, that men have as it were entered into a compact among them- 
selves to pursue the fig-leaf system a Poutremee, and to cry demm all who 
oppose it. Humbug tliey will have. HumbugB .themselveR, they will 
respect humbugs. Their doily victuals of life must be seasoned widi 
humbug. Certain things are there in the world that they will not allow 
to be called by their right names, and will insist upon our admiring, 
whether we will or no. Woe be to the man who would enter too far into 
the reoessee of that magnificsent temple where am* Goddess is enshrined, 
peep through the vast embroidered curtains indiscreetly, penetrate the 
secret of secrets, and expose the 'Gammcm of Gammons ! And as you 
must not peer too curiously within, so neither must 3 rou ramoin ^scornfully 
without. Humbug-worshippers, let tib come into our great temple regu- 
larly and decently ; take our seats, and settle our clothes decently ; open 
our books, and go through the service with decent gravity ; listen, and he 
decently affected by the expositions of the decent prieet of the place ; and 
if by chance some straggling vagabond, loitering in the sunshine out of 
doors, dares to laugh or to sing, and disturb the sanctified dulness of the 
faithful qpiok ! a couple of big beadles ruth out 'and behdMur the 
wretch, and his yells make our devotions more eom&rtabie. 

Some mognifioent religicms ceremonies of this nature ore at pres e nt 
taking place in France ; and thinking tliot you miglit peihaps whil^ away 
aome long winter evening with on account of them, I hove compiled the 
following pages for yme use. Kewspapers have been filled, fer some days 
p«t, with details fcgarding the 'Saint 'HelenaseoepediticBi, many panijdilsts 
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have lieen pubLisbed, mdn go about .cr^riiig little bootka and bxoad^eets 
filled with real or jJiam .partioularfi : and from these aoaxce .and valuable 
documents the foUnwing pages are chiefiy empaled. 

We must begin at the beginning, premising, in .the first iplaoe, that 
Monsieur Guizot, when French ambassador at London, waited upon Locd 
Palmerston with a request that the body of the Emperor Napoleon rsliould 
be given to .the French nation, in order that it might ^d a final rest- 
ing-place in French earth. To this demand) the English Govexaiment.gav^ 
a ready , assent ; nor .was there any partioiilar explosion of semtiment upon 
either side, only some pretty cordial expressions of mutual good-will. 
Orders were sent out to 6t. Lklena that the .eerpse should be diamterzed 
in due time when the French expedition had .arrived in search of it, .and 
that every re^ct and attention shonM .be paid to those whs txime to cany 
back to their country the body of the &mous dead ^warrior and sovereign. 

This matter being arranged in very few words (i^ in England upoii 
most podzits k the laudable fashion), the .Frenoh Ghaxnbees bqgan to debate 
about the place in which they should bury tthe body when they got it ; 
and numberless pamphlets and mewspapers out of doors joined lin. the talk. 
Some people there were who had ibught mid ecmquered .and been beaten 
with the great Napoleon, and loved him and his memory. .Many more w^e 
there who, because of his great genius and walour, lelt excessively proAid 
in their own particular persans, and oiamoured for the return of their hero. 
And if there was some few individuals in this great, hot-headed, gallant, 
boasting, sublime, absurd French nation, who had taken a cool view of .the 
dead Emperor’s character ; if, perhaps, such men as Louis Philippe, .and 
Monsieur A. Thiers, Minister and Beputy, and Monsieur Francois Guizot, 
Deputy and Excellency, had, firom interest or conviction, opinoins at all 
differing from those of the majority ; why, they .knew what was what, and 
kept their opinions to themselves, coming with a tolerably good grace and 
fiinging a few handfiils of inoense upon the altar of the popular idoL 

In the succeeding debates, then, various opinions were given with 
regard to the place to be selected for the Emperors sepulture. “ Some 
demanded,” s{^J an eloquent anonymous Captain in the Navy who' has 
vTitten an liiiwrary from Toulon to St, Melena^ that the coffin should be 
deposited under the bronze taken firom .tlie enemy by the French army — 
under the Column of the Place Yendfime. The idea was a fine one. This 
k the most glorious monument that was ever raked in a conqueror’s 
honour. This cohiTrm has been melted out of foreign cannon. These same 
cannons havedurrowed the bosoms of our braves with noble cicatrices ; and 
this metal — oonqiaered by Jhe soldier first, by the artist afteirwards — has 
allowed to be imjirmted on its firont its own defeat and our gloiy. Napoleon 
might sleep in peace under ^lis .audacious But, would diis ashes 

find a shelter sufficiently TMt benoath this spsdestal 7 And his puissant 
atatue ‘dcmiBatisig Paris, beams ’aufiicient grandeur on this plaoe.; 
whereas ^ of carriages and ihe ieet of .passengers would jutdane 

the fiBnrealiaMMthyof-the'apot in trampiii^ttn the eoil ao near hk head.'* 

3— a 
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You must not take this description, dearest Amelia, “ at the foot of the 
letter,” as the French phrase it, but you will here have a masterly exposi- 
tion of the arguments for and against the burial of the Emperor under the 
Column of the Place Vend6me. The idea was a fine one, granted ; but, 
like all other ideas, it was open to objections. You must not fancy that 
the cannon, or rather the cannon-balls, were in the habit of furrowing the 
bosoms of French braves, or any other braves, with cicatrices : on the 
contrary, it is a known fact that cannon-balls make wounds, and not 
cicatrices (which, my dear, are wounds partially healed) ; nay, that a man 
generally dies after receiving one such projectile on his chest, much more 
after having his bosom furrowed by a score of them. No, my love ; no 
bosom, however heroic, can stand such applications, and the author only 
means that the French soldiers faced the cannon and took them. Nor, my 
love, must you suppose that the column was melted ; it was the cannon 
was melted, not the column ; but such phrases are often used by orators 
when they wish to give a particular force and emphasis to their opinions. 

Well, again, although Napoleon might have slept in peace under this 
audacious trophy, how could he do so and carriages go rattling by all 
night, and people with great iron heels to their boots pass clattering over 
the stones ? Nor indeed could it be expected that a man whose reputa- 
tion stretches from the Pyramids to the Kremlin, should find a column of 
which the base is only five-and-twenty feet square, a shelt^ vast enough 
for his bones. In a word, then, although the proposal to bury Napoleon 
under the column was ingenious, it was found not to suit ; whereupon 
somebody else proposed the Madelaine. 

“ It was proposed,” says the before-quoted author with his usual 
felicity, “ to consecrate the Madelaine to his exiled manes ” — that is, to his 
bones when they were not in exile any longer. “ He ought to have, it 
was said, a temple entire. His glory fills the world. His bones could 
nol contain themselves in the coffin of a man — in the tomb of a king ! ” 
In this case what was Mary Magdalen to do / This proposition, I am 
happy to say, was rejected, and a new one — that of the President of the 
Council — adopted. Napoleon and his braves ought not to quit each 
other. Under the immense gilded dome of the Invalides he would find 
a sanctuary worthy of himself. A dome imitates the vault of heaven, and 
that vault alone ” (meaning of course the ot^ier vault) “ ^ould dominate 
above his head. His old mutilated Guard shall watch around him : the 
last veteran, as he has shed his blood in his combats, shall break his last 
sigh near his tomb, and all these tombs s h all sleep under the tattered 
standards that have been won from all the nations of Europe.” 

The original words are ^^sous les lambeaux cribl^ des drapeaux 
cneillis chez toQtes les nations;” in English, under the riddled rags of the 
flags that have been culled or plucked ” (like roses or buttercups) ** in all 
the nations.” Sweet, innocent flowers of victory 1 there they are, my dear, 
sure enough, and a pretty considerable hortus siccus may any man examine 
who chooses to walk to the Invalides. The burial-place being thus agreed 
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oDy the expedition was prepared, and on the 7th July the BelU Poule 
frigate, in company with La Favorite corvette, quitted Toulon harbour. 
A couple of steamers, the Trident and the Ocean^ escorted the ships as far 
as Gibraltar, and there left them to pursue their voyage. 

The two ships quitted the harbour in the sight of a vast concourse of 
people, and in the midst of a great roaring -of cannons. Previous to 
the departure of the Belle Poule^ the Bishop of Fr^jus went on board, and 
gave to the cenotaph, in which the Emperor’s remains were to be deposited, 
his episcopal benediction. Napoleon’s old friends and followers, the two 
Bertrands, Gourgaud, Emanuel Las Cases, oompanions in exile, or sons 
of the companions in exile of the prisoner of the infdme Hudson,” says a 
French writer, were passengers on board the frigate. Marchand, Denis, 
Pierret, Novaret, his old and faithful servants, were likewise in the vessel. 
It was commanded by his Royal Highness Francis Ferdinand Philip 
Louis Marie d’Orleans, Prince de Joinville, a young prince two-and- 
twenty years of age, who was already distinguished in the service of his 
country and king. 

On the 8th of October, after a voyage of six-and-sixty days, the Belle 
Voule arrived in James Town harbour, and on its arrival, as on its 
departure from France, a great firing of guns took place. First, the 
Oreste French brig-of-war began roaring out a salutation to the frigate ; 
then the Dolphin English schooner gave her one-and-twenty guns ; then the 
frigate returned the compliment of the Dolphin schooner ; then she blazed 
out with one-and-twenty guns more, aa a mark of particular politeness to 
the sliore — which kindness the forts acknowledged by similar detonations. 

These little compliments concluded on both sides. Lieutenant Middle- 
more, son and aide-de-camp of the Governor of St. Helena, came on board 
the French frigate, and brought his father’s best respects to his Royal 
Highness. The Governor was at home ill, and forced to keep his room ; 
but he had made his house at James Town ready for Captain JoinviUe and 
his suite, and begged that they would make use of it during their stay. 

On the 9th, H. R. H. the Prince of Joinville put on his full uniform 
and landed, in company with Generals Bertrand and Gourgaud, Messrs. 
Las Cases, Marchand, M. Coquereau, the chaplain of the expedition, and 
M. de Rohan Chabot, who acted as chief mourner. All the garrison was 
under arms to receive the illustrious Prince and the other members of the 
expedition — who forthwith repaired to Plantation House, and had a con- 
ference with the Governor regarding their mission. 

On the 10th, 11th, 12th, these conferences continued: the crews of 
the French ships were permitted to come on shore and see the tomb of 
Napoleon. Bertrand, Gourgaud, Las Cases wandered about the island and 
revisited the spots to which they had been partial in the lifetime of the 
Emperor. 

The 15th October was fixed on for the day of the exhumation : that 
day five-and-twenty years, the Emperor Napoleon first set his foot upon 
the island. 
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On the* day previous all tilings had been made ready : the grand 
ooffins asnd ornaments brought from France, and the articles neceaeary for 
the operation were carried to the valley of the Tomb. 

The operations commenced at midnight. The well-known fiiends of 
Napoleon before named, and some other attendants of hia, the chaplain 
and his acolytes, the doctor of the Belle Poule, the captains of the French 
ships^ and -Captiiin Alexander of the Engineers, the English Commissioner, 
attended the disinterment. His Royal Highness Prince de Joinville could 
not be present because the workmen were under English command. 

ITie men worked for nine hours incessantly, when at length the earth 
was entirely removed from the vault, all the horizontal strata, of masonry 
demolished, and tlie large slab which covered the place where the stone 
sarcophagus lay, removed by a crane. This outer coffin of stone was 
perfect, and could scarcly be said to be damp. 

“ As soon as the Abb4 Coquereau had recited the prayers, the coffin 
was removed with the greatest care, and carried by the engineer-soldiers, 
bareheaded, into a tent that had been prepared for the ])urpo8e. After the 
religious ceremonies, the inner coffins were opened. The outermost coffin 
was slightly injured: then came one of lead, which was in good con« 
dition, and enclosed two others — one of tin and ono of wood. The last 
coffin was lined inside with white satin, which, having bofliome detached 
by the effect of time, had fallen upon the body and enveloped it like a 
winding-sheet, and had become slightly attached to it. 

‘‘ It is difficult to describe with what anxiety and emotion those who 
were present waited for the moment which was to expose to them all that 
death had left of Napoleon. Notwithstanding the singular state of pre- 
servation of the tomb and ooffins, we could scarcely hope to 6nd anything 
but some misshapen remains of the least perishable part of the costume 
to evidence the identity of the body. But when Doctor Gui Hard raised tho 
sheet of satin, an indescribable feeling of surprise and affection was 
expressed by the spectators, many of whom buret into tears. The 
Emperor was himself before their eyes I The features of the face, though 
changed, were perfectly recognized; the hands extremely beautiful ; 
his well-known costume bad suffered but little, and the colours were easily 
distinguished. The attitude itself was full of ease, and but for the 
fragments of the satin lining which covered, as with a fine gauze, several 
parts of the uniform, we might have believed we still saw Napoleon before 
us lying on his bed of state. General Bertrand and M. Marchand, who 
were both present at the interment, quickly pointed out the different 
articles winch each bad deposited in tlic coffin, and remained in the precise 
position in which they had previously described them to be. 

“The two inner coffins were carefully closed again ; tli© old leaden 
coffid was strongly blocked up with wedges of wood, and both wore once 
more soldered up with the most minute precautions, under the direction 
of Dr. Guiliard. These diffferent operations being terminated, the ebony 
sarcophagus was closed as well os its oak case. On delivering the key of 
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the ebony aaroophogufi to Count de Gliabot, the King’s Commissioner, 
Captain Alexander declared to him, in the name of the Gktvemor, that this 
coffin, containing the mortal remains of the Kmperor Napoleon, was con- 
sidered as at the disposal of the French Government, from that day and 
from the moment at which it should anive at the place of embarkation, 
towards which it was about to be sent under the orders of General 
Middlcmore. The King’s Commissioner replied that he was charged by his 
Government, and in its name, to accept the coffin from the hands of the 
British authorities, and that he and the other persons composing the 
French mission were ready to follow it to Jamea Town, where the Prince 
de Joinville, superior commandant of tlie e 2 q>edition, would be ready to 
receive it and conduct it on board his frigate. A car drawn by four 
lior.ses, decked with funereal emblems, had been prepared before the 
arrival of the expedition, to receive the coffin, as well as a> pall, and 
:dl the other suitable trappings of mourning. When the sarcophagus 
was placed on the car, the whole was covered with a magnificent imperial 
mantle brought from Paris, the four comers of which were borne by 
Generals Bertrand and Gourgaud, Baron Las Cases and M. Marcband. At 
lialf-past three o’clock the funeral car began to move, preceded by a 
chorister bearing the cross, and by the Abbd Coquereau. M. de Chabot 
acted as chief mourner. All the authorities of the island, all the prin- 
cipal inhabitants, and the whole of the garrison, followed in procession 
from iho tomb to the quay. But with the exception of the artillerymen 
necessiiry to lead the horses, and occasionally support the car when 
descending some steep parts of tlie way, the places nearest the coffin were 
reserved for the French mission. General Middlemore, although in a, weak 
state of health, persisted in following the whole way on foot, together with 
Geneml Churchill, chief of the staff in India, who had arrived only two 
days before irom Bombay. The immense weight of the coffins, and the 
unevenness of the road, rendered the utmost carefulness necessary through- 
out the whole distance. Colonel Trelawney commanded in person the 
small detachment of artillerymen who conducted the car, and, thanks to 
his great care, not the slightest accident took place. From the moment of 
departure to the arrival at the quay, the cannons of the forts and the 
BtlU Poulc fired minute-guns. After an hour’s march the rain ceased for 
the first time since the commencement of the operations, and on arriving in 
sight of the town we found a brilliant sky and beautiful weather. From 
the morning the three French vessels of war had assumed the usual signs 
of deep mourning : their yards crossed and their flags lowered. Two French 
merchantmen. Bonne Amie and Jndieuy which had been in the roads for 
two days, had put tliemselves under the Prince’s orders, and followed 
during the ceremony all the manceuvres of the Bell6 Poule, The forts of 
the town, and the houses of the consuls, had also their flags half-mast high. 

“ On arriving at the entraiiice of the town, the troops of the garrison 
and the n^ilitia formed in two lines as ffir as the eztremi^ of the quay. 
Ar^rrfing to thfi order for mourning presoribed for the Eng.liflh army, the 
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men had their arms reversed and the officers had crape on their arms, with 
their swords reversed. All the inhabitants had been kept away from the 
line of march, but they lined the terraces commanding the town, and the 
streets were occupied only by the troops, the 9lBt Regiment being on the 
right and the militia on the left. The cortege advanced slowly between 
two ranks of soldiers to the sound of a funeral march, while the cannons 
of the forts were fired, as well as from the Belle Poult and the DolphtUy 
the echoes being repeated a thousand times by the rocks above James 
Town. After two hours' march the cortege stopped at the end of the quay, 
where the Prince de Joinville had stationed himself at the head of the 
officers of the three French ships of war. The greatest official, honours had 
been rendered by the English authorities to the memory of the Emperor — 
the most striking testimonials of respect had marked the adieu given by 
St. Helena to his coffin ; and from this moment the mortal remains of the 
Emperor were about to belong to France. When the funeral-car stopped, 
the Prince de Joinville advanced alone, and in presence of all around, 
who stood with their heads uncovered, received, in a solemn manner, the 
imperial coffin from the hands of General Middlemore. His Royal 
Highness then thanked the Governor, in the name of France, for all the 
testimonials of sympathy and respect with which the authorities and inha- 
bitants of St. Helena had surrounded the memorable ceremonial. A cutter 
had been expressly prepared to receive the coffin. During^the embark- 
ation, which the Prince directed himself, the bands played funeral airs, 
and all the boats were stationed round with their oiu-s shipped. The 
moment the sarcophagus touched the cutter, a magnificent royal flag, 
which the ladies of James Town had embroidered lor the occasion, was 
unfurled, and the Belle Poule immediately squared her masts and unfurled 
her colours. All the manoeuvres of the frigate were immediately followed 
by the other vessels. Our mourning had ceased with the exile of Napoleon, 
and the French naval division dressed itself out in all its festal ornaments 
to receive the imperial coffin under the Frenoli flag. The sarcophagus 
was covered in the cutter with the imperial mantle. The Prince de Join- 
ville placed himself at the rudder. Commandant Guyet at the head of the 
boat; Generals Bertrand and Gourgaud, Baron de Las Cases, M. Mar- 
chand, and the Abb^ Coquereau occupied the same places as during the 
march. ^Count Chabot and Commandant Hernoux were astern, a little in 
advance of the Prince. As soon as the cutter had pushed off from the quay, 
the baUeries ashore fired a salute of twenty-one guns, and our ships returned 
the salute with all their artillery. Two other salutes were fired during 
the passage from the quay to the frigate, the cutter advancing very slowly, 
and surrounded the other boats. At half-past six o'clock it reached 
the Belle PouUy all the men being on the yards with their hats in their 
hands. The Prince had had arranged on tlie deck a chapel, decked with 
flags and trophies of arms, the altar being placed at the foot of the mizen- 
mast. The coffin, carried by our sailors, passed between two ranks of 
officers with drawn swords, and was placed on the quarter-deck. The abso- 
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lution was pronounced by the Abb(j Coquereau the same evening. Next 
day, at ten oVlock, a eolemn mass was celebrated on the deck, in presence 
of the officers and part of the crews of the ships. His Royal Highness stood 
at the foot of the coffin. The cannon of the Favorite and Oreste fired 
minute-guns during this ceremony, which terminated by a solemn, abso- 
lution ; and the Prince de Joinville, the gentlemen of the mission, the 
officers, and the premiers maitres of the ship, sprinkled holy water on the 
coffin. At eleven, all the ceremonies of the church were accomplished, 
all the honours done to a sovereign had been paid to the mortal remains of 
Napoleon. The coffin was carefully lowered between decks, and placed in 
the chapelle ardente which had been prepared at Toulon for its reception. 
At this moment, the vessels fired a last salute with all their artillery, and 
the frigate took in her flags, keeping up only her flag at the stern, and the 
royal standard at the maintopgallant-mast. On Sunday, the 18th, at 
eight in the morning, the Belle Poule quitted St. Helena with her precious 
deposit on board. 

During the whole time that the mission remained at James Town, 
the best understanding never ceased to exist between the population of the 
island and the French. The Prince de Joinville and his companions met 
in all quarters and at all times with the greatest good-will and the 
w’armest testimonials of sympathy. The authorities and the inhabitants 
must have felt, no doubt, great regret at seeing taken away from their 
island the coffin that had rendered it so celebrated ; but they repressed 
their feelings with a courtesy that docs honour to the frankness of their 
character.” 


II.-ON THE VOYAGE FROM ST. HELENA TO PARIS. 

On the 18th October the French frigate quitted the island with its precious 
burden on board. 

llis Royal Highness the Captain acknowledged cordiaUy the kindness 
and attention which he and his crew had received from the English 
authorities and the inhabitants of the Island of St. Helena ; nay, promised 
a pension to an old soldier who had been for many years the guardian 
of the imperial tomb, and went so far as to take into consideration the 
petition of a certain lodging-house keeper, who prayed for a compensation 
for the loss which the removal of the Emperor’s body would occasion to 
her. And although it was not to be expected that the great French nation 
should forego its natural desire of recovering the remains of a hero 
so dear to it for the sake of the individual interest of the landlady in 
question, it must have been satisfactory to her to find that the peculiarity 
of her position was so delicately appreciated by the august Prince who 
commanded the expedition, and carried away with him animee dimidium 
BucB — the lialf of the genteel independence which she derived from the 
situation of her hotel. In a word, politeness and friendship could not be 
carried farther. The Prince’s realm and the landlady’s were bound 
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together hy the closest ties of amit/. M. Thiers was Minister of France, 
the great patron of the English alliance. At London M. Guizot was the 
worthy representative of the French good-will towards the British people ; 
and the remark frequently made by our orators at public dinners, that 
“ France and England, while united, might dely ilie world,” was considered 
as likely to hold good for many years to come, — the union that is. As for 
defying the world, that was neither here nor there ; nor did English 
politicians ever dream of doing any such thing, except perhaps at the 
tenth glass of i>ort at Freemason’s Tavern. 

Little, however, did Mrs. Corbett, the Saint Helena landlady, httle did 
his Eoyal Highness Pi-ince Ferdinand Philip Marie de Joinville know” 
what was going on in Europe Ml this time (when I say in Europe, 1 mean 
in Turkey, Syria, and Egypt); how clouds, in fact, were gathering upon 
what you call tlie political horizon ; and how tempests were rising that 
were to blow to pieces our Anglo-Gallic temple of friendship. Oh, but it 
is sad to think that a single wicked old Turk should be the means of 
setting our two Christian nations by the ears ! 

Yes, my love, this disreputable old man had been for some time past 
the object of the disinterested attention ol‘ the great sovereigns of Europe. 
The Emperor Nicolas (a moral character, though iollowiug the Greek 
superstition, and adored for his mildness and benevolence of di8])osition), 
the Emperor Ferdinand, the King of Prussia, and our own gracmis Queen, 
had taken such just oUence at his conduct and disobedience towards a 
young and interesUng sovereign, whose authority he had disregarded, 
whose fleet be had kidnapped, wdiose fair pro\ inces he had pounced upon, 
that they determined to come to the aid of Abdul Medjid the First, 
Emperor of the Turks, and bring bis rebellious vassal to reason. In this 
project the French nation was invited to join, but they refused the invita- 
tion, saying, that ii was necessary for the maintenance of the balance of 
power in Europe that his Highness Mehcmet All should keep possession 
of what by hook or by crook he had gotten, and tliat they ivould have no 
hand in iiyuring him. But why continue this argument, which you liave 
read in the newspapers for many months past? You, my dear, must 
know as well as I, that the balance of power in Europe could not possibly 
be maintained in any such way ; and though, to be sure, for the last 
flilecn yean, the progress of die old robber has not made much diflerence 
to us in the neighbourhood of Bussell Square, and the battle of Nczlb did 
not in the least aflect our taxes, our homes, our institutions, or the price 
of butcher’s meat, yet there is no knowing what ttiigJU have happened had 
Mehemet All been allowed to remain quietly as he was : and the balance 
of power in Europe mig^t have been — the deuce knows where. 

Here, then, in a nutshell, you have the whole matter in diiyute. While 
Mrs# Corbett and the Prince de Joinville were innocently interchanging 
oomplimento at Saiat — bang ! bang 1 Commodore Napier waa 

pouring broadsidas intOr Tyre aad Sidon ; out gallant navy waa storming 
broBohes aod rouling annieB; Cokmei Hodges had seised upon the g^eeu 
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standard of Ibrakim. Pacha ; and the powder-magazine of Saint John of 
aVore was blown up skj-high, wdthi eighteen hundred Egyptian soldiers in 
company with it. The Fi'ench said that Tvor Anglcda had achieTed all 
these Buecessea^ and no doubt believed tliat the poor fellows at Axjre were 
bribed to a. man. 

It must have been particularly unpleasant to a high-minded nation 
like the French — at the very moment when the Eg3rptian affair and the 
balance cd' Europe had been settled in this abrupt way — to find out all of 
a sudden that the Pasha • of Egypt waa their dearest iHend and ally. They 
had suffered in the person of their friend ; and though, seeing that the 
dispute was ended, and the territory out of his hand, they could not hope 
to got it back for him, or to aid him in any substantial way, yet Monsieur 
Thiers determined, just os a mark of politeness to the Pasha, to fight 
all Europe for maltreating him, — all Europe, England included. He was 
bent on war, and an immense majority of the nation went with him. He 
called for a million of soldiers, and would have had them too, had not 
the King been against the project and delayed the completion of it at 
least for a time. 

Of these great European disputes Captain Joinville received a notifica- 
tion while he was at sea on board his frigate, aa we find by the official 
account which has been published of his mission. 

Some days after quitting Sakit Helena,’’ says that document, the 
expedition fell in with a ship coming from Europe, and was thus made 
acquainted with the warlike rumours then afloat, by which a collision 
With the English marine was rendered possible. The Prince de Joinville 
immediately assembled the officers of the Bdle Poulej to deliberate on an 
event so unexpected and important. 

The council of war having ea^pressed its opinion that it was neces- 
sary at all events to prepare for an energetic defence, preparations were 
made to place in battery all the guns that the frigate could bring to bear 
against the enemy. The provisional oabins that had been fitted up in the 
battery were demoliiJicd, the paititiiona removed, and, wiffi all the elegant 
furniture of the cabins, flung into the sea. The Prince de Joinville was 
the first ‘ to execute himself,’ and the frigate soon, found itself armed with 
six or eight more guns, 

“ That part of the sliip where these cabins had previously been, went 
by the name of Lacedaemon : everything luxurious being baniahed to 
make way for what was useful. 

“ Indeed, all persons who were on board agree in saying that Mon- 
seigneur the Prince de Joinville most worthily acquitted himself of the 
great and honourable mission which had been confided to him* All 
affirm not only that the commandant of the expedition did everything at 
St* Helena which as a^ Frenchman he was bound to do in order that the 
remains of the Emperor should receive all the honours due to them, but 
moreover that he accomplished, his znission with all the measored 
solemnity) all the pious and seivere dignity) that tbc' boh of. that Emperor 
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himBelf ■would have shown upon a like occasion. The commandant had 
also comprehended that the remains of the Emperor must never fall into 
the hands of the stranger, and being himself decided rather to sink his 
rfiip than to give up his precious deposit, he had inspired every one about 
him with the same energetic resolution that he had himself taken * against 
an extreme eventuality' ” 

Monseigneur, my dear, is really one of the finest young fellows it is 
possible to see. A tall, broad-chested, slim-waisted, bro'WTi-faced, dark- 
eyed young prince, with a great beard (and other martial qualities no 
doubt) beyond his years. As he strode into the Chapel of the Invalides 
on Tuesday at the head of his men, he made no small impression, I can 
tell you, upon the ladies assembled to witness the ceremony. Nor are 
the crew of the Belle Foule less agreeable to look at than their commander. 
A more clean, smart, active, well-limbed set of lads never “ did dance ” 
upon tlie deck of the famed Belle Poule in the days of her memorable 
combat with the Saucy Arethusa. “ These five hundred sailors,” says a 
French newspaper, speaking of them in the proper French way, “ sword 
in hand, in the severe costume of board-ship (la sevhe tenue du hord)^ 
seemed proud of the mission that they had just accomplished. Their blue 
jackets, their red cravats, the turned-down collars of blue shirts edged 
with white, above all their resolute appearance and martial air, pave a 
favourable specimen of the present state of our marine— % marine of 
which so much might be expected and from which so little has been 
required.” — Le Commerce : 16th December. 

There they were, sure enough ; a cutlass upon one hip, a pistol on the 
other — a gallant set of young men indeed. I doubt, to be sure, whether 
the severe tenue ' du lord requires that the seaman should be always 
furnished with these ferocious weapons, which in sundry maritime 
manoeuvres, such as going to sleep in your hammock for instance, or twink- 
ling a binnacle, or luffing a marlinspike, or keelhauling a maintopgallant 
(all naval operations, my dear, which any seafaring novelist will explain 
to you) — I doubt, I say, whether these weapons are always worn by 
sailors, and have heard that they are commonly, and very sensibly too, 
locked up until they are wanted. Take another example : suppose artil- 
lerj'men were incessantly compelled to walk about with a pyramid of 
twenty-four-pound shot in one pocket, a lighted fuse and a few barrels of 
gunpowder in the other — these objects would, as you may imagine, greatly 
inconvenience the artilleryman in his peaceful state. 

The newspaper writer is therefore most likely mistaken in saying that 
the seamen were in the severe tenue du bord, or by “ lord ” meaning 
“ ahordage ” — which operation they were not, in a harmless church, hung 
round ■with velvet and wax-candles, and filled with ladies, surely called 
upon to perform. Nor indeed can it be reasonably supposed that the 
picked men of the crack frigate of the French navy are a “ good specimen’’ 
of the rest of the French marine, any more than a cuirassed colossus at 
the gate of the Horae Guards can be considered a fair sample of the British 
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soldier of the line. The sword and pistol, however, had no doubt their 
effect — the former was in its sheath, the latter not loaded, and I hear that 
the French ladies are quite in raptures with these charming loupa-de^mer. 

Let the warlike accoutrements then pass. It was necessary, perhaps, 
to strike the Parisians with awe, and therefore the crew was armed in this 
fierce fashion ; but why should the Captain begin to swagger as well as 
his men ? and why did the Prince de Joinville lug out sword and pistol so 
early ? or why, if he thought fit to make preparations, should the official 
journals brag of them afterwards as proofe of his extraordinary courage? 

Here is the case. The English Government makes him a present of 
the bones of Napoleon : English workmen work for nine hours without 
ceasing, and dig the coffin out of the ground : the English Commissioner 
hands over the key of the box to the French representative. Monsieur 
Chabot : English horses carry the funeral- car down to the sea-shore, 
accompanied by the English Governor, who has actually left his bed to 
walk in the procession and to do the French nation honour. 

After receiving and acknowledging these politenesses, the French 
Captain takes his charge on board, and the first thing we afterwards hear 
of him is the determination * qu'il a m faire passer ’ into all his crew, to 
sink rather than yield up the body of the Emperor aux mains de Vetranger — 
into the hands of the foreigner. My dear Monseigneur, is not this par 
trap fort ? Suppose “ the foreigner *’ had wanted the coffin, could he not 
have kept it? Why show this uncalled-for valour, this extraordinary 
alacrity at sinking ? Sink or blow yourself up as much as you please, 
but your Royal Highness miist see that the genteel thing would have been 
to wait until you were asked to do so, before you offended good-natured, 
honest people, who— heaven help them I — have never shown themselves at 
all murderously inclined towards you. A man knocks up his cabins 
forsooth, throws his tables and chairs overboard, runs guns into the port- 
holes, and calls le quartier du hord ou existaient ces chambreSy Lace- 
dcpmon. Lacedeemon ! There is a province, 0 Prince, in your royal 
father's dominions, a fruitful parent of heroes in its time, which would 
have given a much better nickname to your quartier du hord : you should 
have called it Gascony. 

Sooner than stiike wc’ll all ex-pi-er 
On board of the Bell-e Pou-le. 

Such fanfaronnading is very well on the part of Tom Dibdin, but a 
person of your Royal Highness’s “ pious and severe dignity ” should have 
been above it. If you entertained an idea that war was imminent, would 
it not have been far better to have made your preparations in quiet, and 
when you found the war-rumour blown over, to have said nothing about 
what you intended to do? Fie upon such cheap Laced semonianism I 
There is no poltroon in the world but can brag about what he would have 
done ; however, to do your Royal Highness’s nation justice, they brag and 
fight too. 

This narrative, my dear Miss Smith, as you will have remarked, is 
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not a simple tale merely, but is accoampanied by many moral and^pitby 
remarks 'which form its chief mlue in t]^ writer’s eyes at least, taad the 
abo^ account of the sham Laoecbemon on board the Melle Poule hasta 
double-barrelkd morality, as I conoeh'e. Besides justly ’r^>rehendiiig the 
French propensity towards braggadocio, it proves very ’ strongly i a point on 
which 1 am the only statesman in Europe who has strongly insisted. In 
the Paris Sketch Book {one copy, I believe, is still to be had at the 
publisher’s) — in the Peuris SJcetcfi Book it was stated that the FrenaJi 
hate us. They hate us, my dear, iprofoundly and desperately, laod 
there never was such a hollow humbug in the world jis the French 
alliance. Men get a character for patriotism in France merely by hatua^g 
England. Directly they go into strong opposition (where, you .know, 
people always more patriotic than on the ministerial side), they appeal 
to the people, and iiave thedr hold on the .people by hating England in 
common with them. Why ? it is a long ’Story, .and the hatred may bo 
accounted for by many reasons, both poditical.and social. Any time these 
eight hundred years this ill-will has been going on, and has been trans- 
mitted on the French side from &tber to son. On the French side, not on 
ours : we have had no, or few, defeats to complain of, no invasions to 
make us angry ; but j’ou see that to discuss such a period of time would 
demand a considerable number of pages, and for the pieficnt we will 
avoid the examination of the question. 

But they hate us, that is the long and short of it, ancf you see how 
this hatred has exploded just J30W, not upon aiserious cause of difierenoe, 
but upon an argument ; for what is the Pasha of Egypt to us or them but 
a mere abstract opinion? For tbe same reason the LiXtleendiaos in 
Lilliput abhorred the Bigendians; and X beg you to remark how his lioyal 
Higl^eas Prince Ferdinand Mar}", upon hearing that this argument was in 
the couwe of debate between us, straightway Bung his furniture over- 
board and expressed a preference for sinking his ship rather than yielduug 
it to the etranger. Nothing came of tliis wish cf his, to be sure ; but^he 
intention is everything. Unlucky ciicumstanoes denied him the power, 
but he bad the will. 

Well, beyond tliis disappointment, the Prince de Joinville bad nothing 
to complain of during the voyage, which terminated happily by tbe arrival 
of the Belle Poule at Cherbouig, on the 30th of November, at five o’clock 
in the morning. A telegraph made the glad news knowm at Paris, where 
the Minister of the Interior, Tanneguy-DuchUtel (you will read the name, 
Madam, in the old Anglo-French wars), had already made immense 
preparations ” for receiving the body of Napoleon. 

The entry was fixed for the 15th of November. 

On the 8th of November at Cherbourg the body was transferred £:om 
the Belle Poule frigate to tlie Normandie steamer. On which occasion, 
the mayor of Cherbourg deposited,, in the name of his town, a gold laurel 
branch upon the coffin — which was saluted by the forts and dikes of the 
place with OK£ thodbamp guvb ! There was a treat for tbe inbsbitaats. 
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There was on -board the steamer a splendid receptacle for the coffin*: 

temple with twelve pillars and a dome to cover it from the wet and 
moisture, surrounded with velvet hangings aaid ailver fringea. itit the 
head was a gold cross, at the foot a goid lamp : ^her lamps were kept 
constantly burning within, and vases Of burndng incense were hung around . 
An altar, hung with velvet and silver, was at the mieen-mast of the vessel, 
and four silver eagles at each cei'ner (rf the altar'' It was a oomphmeBt at 
once- to Napoleon and — excuse me 'for saying so, but so the facts are — ^to 
Napoleon and to God Almighty. 

Three steamers, tiie Normandie^ the y4lo(se^ and fbe Courrrerj formed 
the expedition from Cherbourg to Havre, w-t which place they arrived on 
the evening of tlie 9th of November, and where the YSloce was replaced 
by the Seine steamer, having in “tow onet)f the Btate-^oasteafs, which was 
to fire the sahite at the moment whei the body was ^ansferrcd into one 
of the vessels belonging to the ^Seine. 

The expedition passed Havre tlie aame night, and came to imobor at 
Val de la Haye on the Seine, three leagues below Rouen. 

Here the next morning (10th), it was met by the flotilla of steam- 
boats of the Upper Seine, consisting of the three BoradeSy the three 
EtoileSy the Elbeuvien, the Parisieny the Parisienney and the Zampa. The 
Prince de Jomville, and the persons of the expedition, embarked imme- 
diately in the flotilla, which arrived the same day at Rouen. 

At liouen salutes were fired, the National Guard on both sides df tjie 
river paid military honours to the body ; and over the middle of the 
suspension -bridge a magnificent cenotaph was erected, deemrated with 
flag*!, fasecR, violet hangings, and the imperial arms. Before the cenotaph 
the expedition stopped, and the absolution was given by the archbishop 
and the clergy. After a couple of hours’ stay, the expedition proceeded 
to Pont de 1’ Arche. On the 11th it reached Vernon, on the 12th Mantes, 
on the 13th Maisons-sur-Seine. 

“ Everywhere,” says the oflScial account from which the above parti- 
culars are borrowed, “ the authorities, the National Guard, and the people 
flocked to the passage of the flotilla, desirous to render the honours due to 
his glory, which is the glory of Prance. In seeing its hero return, the 
nation seemed to have found its Palladium again, — ^the sainted relics of 
victory.” 

At length, on the 14th, the coffin was transferred from the Dorade 
steamer on board the imperial vessel arrived from Paris. In the evening, 
the imperial vessel arrived at Courbevoie, which was the last stage of 
tlie journey. 

Here it was that M. Guisot went to exermine 4he vessel, and was very 
nearly flung into the Seine, as report goes, by the patriots assembled 
there. It is now lying on the river, near the Iiivalides, amidst the drifting 
ice, whither the people of Paris are flocking out to see it. 

The vessel is of a very eleguBt untique form, and I can give you on 
the Thames no better idea of it than by requesting you to fancy on 
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immense wherry, of which the stem has been cut straight off, and on 
which a temple on steps has been elevated. At the figure-head is 
an immense gold eagle, and at the stern is a little terrace, filled with 
evergreens and a profusion of banners. Upon pedestals along the sides 
of the vessel are tripods in which incense was burned, and under- 
neath them are garlands of flowers called here “immortals.” Four eagles 
surmount the temple, and a great scroll or garland, held in their beaks, 
surrounds it. It is hung with velvet and gold ; four gold caryatides 
support the entry of it ; and in the midst, upon a large platform hung 
with velvet, and bearing the imperial arms, stood the coflin. A steamboat, 
carrying two himdred musicians playing funereal marches and military 
symphonies, preceded this magnificent vessel to Courbevoie, where a 
funereal temple was erected, and “ a statue of Notre Dame de Gr^ce, 
before which the seamen of the Belle Poule inclined themselves, in order 
to thank her for having granted them a noble and glorious voyage.” 

Early on the morning of the 15th December, amidst clouds of incense, 
and thunder of cannon, and innumerable shouts of people, the coffin was 
transferred from the barge, and carried by the seamen of the Belle Poule 
to the Imperial Car. 

And now having conducted our hero almost to the gates of Paris, I 
must tell you what preparations were made in the capital to receive him. 

Ten days before the arrival of the body, as you wiilkefl across the 
Deputies’ Bridge, or over the Esplanade of the Invalides, you saw on the 
bridge eight, on the esplanade thirty-two, mysterious boxes erected, 
wherein a couple of score of sculptors were at work night and day. 

In the middle of the Invalid Avenue, there used to stand, on a kind of 
shabby fountain or pump, a bust of Lafayette, crowned with some dirty 
wreaths of “ immortals,” and looking down at the little streamlet which 
occasionally dribbled below him. The spot of grouud was now clear, and 
Lafayette and the pump had been consigned to some cellar, to make way 
for the mighty procession that was to pass over the place of their habitation. 

Strange coincidence ! If I had been Mr. Victor Hugo, my dear, or a 
poet of any note, I would, in a few hours, have made an impromptu con- 
cerning that Lafayette-crowned *pump, and compared its lot now to the 
fortune of its patron some fifty years back. From him then issued, as 
from his fountain now, a feeble dribble of pure words ; then, as now, some 
faint circle of disciples were willing to admire him. Certainly in the midst 
of the war and storm without, this pure fount of eloquence went drib- 
bling, dribbling on, till of a sudden the revolutionary workmen knocked 
down statue and fountain, and the gorgeous imperial cavalcade trampled 
over the spot where they stood. 

As for the Champs Elys^es, there was no end to the preparations : the 
first day you saw a couple of hundred scaffoldings erected at intervals 
between the handsome gilded gas-lamps tliat at present ornament that 
avenue ; next day, all these scaffoldings were filled with brick and mortar. 
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Presently, over the bricks and mortar rose pediments of statues, legs of 
urns, legs of goddesses, legs and bodies of goddesses, legs, bodies, and 
busts of goddeseas. Finally, on tbe 13th December, goddesses complete. 
On the 14th, they were painted marble-colour; and the basements of wood 
and canvas on which they stood were made to resemble the same costly 
material. The funereal urns were ready to receive the frankincense and 
precious odours which were to burn in them. A vast number of white 
•columns stretched down the avenue, each bearing a bronze buckler on 
which was written, in gold letters, one of the victories of the Ediperor, and 
each decorated with enormous imperial flags. On these columns golden 
eagles were placed ; and the newspapers did not fail to remark the inge- 
nious position in which the royal birds had been set : for while those on 
the right-hand side of the way had their heads turned towards the proces- 
sion, as if to watch its coming, those on the left were looking exactly the 
other way, as if to regard its progress. Do not fancy I am joking: this 
point was gravely and emphatically urged in many newspapers ; and I do 
believe no mortal Frenchman ever thought it anything but sublime. 

Do not interrupt me, sweet Miss Smith. I feel that you are angry. 
I can see from hye the pouting of your lips, and know what you 
are going to say. You are going to say, I will read no more of this 
Mr Titmarsh ; there is no subject, however solemn, but he treats it with 
flippant irreverence, and no character, however great, at whom he does 
iK't sneer.” 

Ah, my dear ! you arc young now and enthusiastic ; and your Titmarsh 
is old, very old, sad, and grey-headed. I have seen a poor mother buy a 
halfpenny wicath at the gate of Montmartre burying-ground, and go with 
it to her little child’s grave, and hang it there over the little humble stone ; 
and if ever you saw me scorn the mean offeriug of the poor shabby crea- 
ture, I will give you leave to be as angry as you will. They say that on 
the passage of Napoleon’s coffin down the Seine, old soldiers and country- 
people walked miles from their villages just to catch a sight of the boat 
which earned his body, and to kneel down on tlie shore and pray for him. 
God forbid that we should quarrel with such prayers and sorrow, or ques- 
tion their sincerity. Something great and good must have been in this 
man, something loving and kindly, that has kept his name so cherished in 
the popular memory, and gained him such lasting reverence and affection. 

But, Madam, one may respect the dead without feeling awe-stricken at 
the plumes of the hearse; and I see no reason why one should sympathize 
with the train of mutes and undertakers, however deep may be their 
mourning. Look, I pray you, at the manner in which the French nation 
has performed Napoleon’s funeral. Time out of mind, nations have raised, 
ill memory of their heroes, august mausoleums, grand pyramids, splendid 
statues of gold or marble, sacrificing whatever they had that was most 
costly and rare, or that was moat buautiAil in art, as tokens of their 
respect and bve for the dead person. What a fine example of this sort of 
sacrifice is that (recorded in a book of which Simplicity is the great cha- 
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raetariirtio) of the poor 'woman who brought her pot of precious ointment — 
h«r all, aod laidit at Ae feet of the Object which, upon earth, she most lored 
aad respected. ^ Econonnsts and calculators ” there were even in those 
days who quarrelled with the manner in which the poor woman lavished 
so much /* capital ; ’’ but you will remember how nobly and generously the 
saorifice was appreciated, and how the economists were put to shame. 

With regard to the funeral ceremony that has just been performed here, 
it is said that a famous public personage and statesman, Monsieur Thiers 
indeed, spolce vrith the bitterest indignation of the general style of the pre- 
parations, and of their mean and ta\vdry character. He wduld have had a 
pomp as magnificent, he said, as that of Rome at the triumph of Aurelian : 
he would have decorated the bridges and avenues through which the pro- 
cession was to pass, with the costliest marbles and the finest works of art, and 
harve had them to remain there for ever as monuments of the great funeral. 

The economists and calculators might here interpose with a great deal 
of reason (for, indeed, there was no reason why a nation should impoverish 
itself to do honour to the memory of an individual for whom, after all, it 
can feel but a qualified enthusiasm) : but it surely might have employed the 
large sum voted for tlie purpose more wisely and gencfously, and recorded 
its respect for Napoleon by some worthy and lasting menional, rather tlian 
have erected yonder thousand vain heaps of tinsel, paint, and phister, that 
are already cracking and crumbling in the frost, at three day#» old. 

Scarcely one of the statues, indeed, debcrves to last a month : some arc 
odious distortions and caricatfrres, which never should have been allowed 
to stand for a moment. On the very day of the fCtc, the wind was 
shaking the canvas pedestals, and the flimsy wood-work had begun to 
gape and give ivay. At a little distance^ to be sure, you could not see the 
cracks, and pedestals and statues looked like marble. At some distance 
you could not tell but that the WTcaths and eagles wrie gold cmhroidi'ry, 
and not gilt paper — the gi-eat tricolour flags damask, and not striped calico. 
One would think that these sham splendours betokened sham respect, 
if one had not knoim that the name of Napoleon is held in real reverence, 
and observed somewhat of the character of the nation. Real feelings they 
have, but they distort them by exaggeration ; real courage, which they 
render ludicrous by intolerable braggadocio; and I think the above 
official account of the Prince de Joinville’s proceedings, of the manner 
in which the Emperor’s remains have been treated in their voyage to the 
capital, and of the preparations made to receive him in it, will give, my 
dear Mias Smith, some means of understanding the social and moral con- 
dkion of thif worthy people of France. 


IlL— ON THE FUNERAL CEREMONY. 

Shall I tell you, my dear, that when Francois woke me at a very early 
hour on this orentftil morning', while the keen stars were still glittering 
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overhead^ a balf^oon, as sharp aff a razor, beaming in the irosty sky, 
and a wicked north wind blowing, that blew the blood out of one’s fingers 
and froze your leg as you put it out of bed ; — shall I tell you, my dear, 
that when Francois called me^ and said, “ V'lk* vot’ Qai£^ Monsieur Tite- 
naasse, burez^le, tiens, il est toixt chaud,” 1 fek myself, afber imbibing the 
hot breakfast, so comfortable under three blankets and a mackintosh, that 
for at least a quarter-of-an-hour no man in Europe coxild say whether 
'Pitmai’sh would or would not be present at the burial of the Emperor 
Napoleon. 

Besides, my dear, the cold, there was anorfier reason for doubting. 
Did the French nation, or did they not, intend to offer up some of us 
English over the imperial grare ? And were the games to be concluded 
by a maasaore ? It was said in the newspapers that Lord Granville had 
despatched circulare to all the English resident in Paris, begging them to 
keep their homes. The Frendi journals announced this news, and warned 
us charitably of the fate intended for us. Had Lord Granville written ? 
Certainly not to me. Or had he written to all except me f And was I 
the victink — the doomed one ? — to be seized directly I showed my face in 
the Champs Elys^es, and tom in pieces by French Patriotism to the frantic 
chorus of the Marseillaise ? Depend on it. Madam, that high and low 
in this city on Tuesday were not altogether at their ease, and that the 
bravest felt no small tremor. And be sure of this, that as his Majesty 
Louis Philippe took his nightcap off his royal bead that morning, he 
[)rayed lieartily that he might, at^ night, put it on in safety. 

Well, as my companion and I came out of doors, being bound for the 
Chuich of the Invahdes, for which a Deputy had kindly furnished us with 
tickets, we saw the very prettiest sight of the whole day, and I can’t refrain 
from mentioning it to my dear tender-hearted Miss Smith. 

In the same house where I live (but about five stories nearer the 
ground), lodges an English family, consisting of — 1. A great-grandmother, 
a hale, handsome old lady of seventy, the very best-dressed and neatest 
old lady in Paris. 2. A graoadfather and grandmother, tolerably young to 
bear that title. 3. A daughter. And 4. Two little great-grand, or grand 
children, that may be of the age of three and one, and belong to a son and 
daughter who are in India. The grandfhther, who is as proud of his wife 
as he was thirty years ago when he married, and pays ^her compliments 
still twice or thrice in a day, and when he leads her into a room looks 
round at the persona assembled, and says in his heart, “ Here, gentlemen 
liere is my wife — show me such another woman in England,” — this gentle- 
msn had hired a room on the Champs Elys^es, for he would not have his 
catch cold by exposiiig her to the bfdconies in the open air. 

When I came to the I found the fkmily assembled in the follow- 

ing order of march 

No. I, the great-grandmother walking daintily along^ soi^Etsd by No. 3» 

her granddaughter. 

— A nvrm canying No. 4 junior, who was aound asleep : and a huge basket 

4—2 
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containing sanoepans, bottles of milk, parcels of infants’ food, certain 
dimity napkins, a cMld’s cwal, and a little horge belonging to No. 4 
senior. 

A servant bearing a basket of condiments. 

No. 2, grandfather, spick and span, clean shaved, hat brushed, white buck- 
skin gloves, bamboo cane, brown great-coat, walking as upright and 
solemn as may be, having his lady on his atm. 

No. 4 senior, with mottled legs and a tartan costume, who was frisking 

about between his grandpapa’s legs, who heartily wished him at home. 

“ My dear,” his face seemed to say to his lady, “ I think you might 
have left the little things in the nursery, for we shall have to squeeze 
through a terrible crowd in the Champs Elys^.” 

The lady was going out for a day’s pleasure, and her face was full of 
core : she had to look first after her old mother who was walking ahead, 
then after No. 4 junior with the nurse — he might fall into all sorts of 
danger, wake up, cry, catch cold, nurse might slip down, or heaven knows 
what. Then she had to look her husband in the face, who had gone to such 
expense and been so k'md for her sake, and make that gentleman believe 
she was thoroughly happy ; and, finally, she had to keep an eye upon 
No. 4 senior, who, as she was perfectly certain, was about in two minutes 
to be lost for ever or trampled to pieces in the crowd. 

These events took place in a quiet little street leading into the Champs 
Elys^es, the entry of which we had almost reached by thi^^ time. The 
four detachments above described, which had been straggling a little in 
their passage down the street, closed up at the end of it, and stood foi 
a moment huddled together. No. 3, Miss X — , began speaking to her 
companion the great-grandmother. 

“ Hush, my dear,” said that old lady, looking round alarmed at her 
daughter. “ Speak French." And she straightway began nervously to 
make a speech which she supposed to be in that language, but which was 
as much like French as Iroquois. The whole secret was out : you could 
read it in the grandmother’s face, who was doing all she could to keep 
from crying, and looked as frightened as ^he dared to look. The two 
elder ladies had settled between them that them was going to be a general 
English slaughter that day, and had brought the children with them, so 
that they might all be murdered in company. 

God bless you, O women, moist-eyed and tender-hearted ! In those 
gentle silly tears of yours there is something touches one, be they never 
so foolish. I don’t think there were many such natural drops shed that 
day as those which just made their appearance in the grandmother’s eyes, 
and then went back again as if they had been ashamed of themselves, 
while the good lady and her little troop walked across the road. Think 
how happy she will be when night comes, and there has been no murder 
of English, and the brood is all nestled under her wings sound asleep, and 
she is lying awake, thanking God that the day and its pleasures and pains 
are over. Whilst we were considering these things, the grandfather had 
suddenly elevated No. 4 senior upon his left shoulder, and 1 saw the 
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tartan hat of that young gentleman, and the bamboo oane whioh had been 
transferred to him, high over the heads of the crowd on the opposite side 
through which the party moved. 

After this little procession had passsd away — ^you may laugh at it, but 
upon my word and conscience. Miss Smith, I saw nothing in the course of 
the day which affected me more — after this little procession had passed 
away, the other came, accompanied by gun-banging, flag-waving, incense- 
burning, trumpets pealing, drums rolling, and at the close, received by 
the voice of six hundred choristers, sweetly modulated to the tones of 
fifteen score of fiddlers. Then you saw horse and foot, jack-boots and 
bearskin, cuirass and bayonet, national guard and line, marshals and 
generals all over gold, smart aides-de-camp galloping about like mad, 
and high in the midst of all, riding on his golden buckler, Solomon in all 
his glory forsooth — Imperial Caesar with his crown over his head, laurels 
and standards waving about his gorgeous chariot, and a million of people 
looking on in wonder and awe. 

His Majesty the Emperor and King reclined on his shield, with His 
head a Httle elevated. His Majesty's skull is voluminous, his forehead 
broad and large. We remarked that his Imperial Majesty’s brow was of 
a yellowish colour, which appearance was also visible about the orbits of 
the eyes. He kept his eyelids constantly closed, by which we had the 
opportunity of observing that the upper lids were garnished with eye- 
lashes. Years and climate have effected upon the face of this great 
monai’ch only a trifling alteration ; wc may say, indeed, that Time has 
touched his Imperial and Koyal Majesty with the lightest feather in his 
wing. In the nose of the Conqueror of Austerlitz we remarked very 
little alteration : it is of the beautiful shape which we remember it pos- 
sessed five-and- twenty years since, ere unfortunate circumstances induced 
him to leave us for a while. The nostril and the tube of the nose appear 
to have undergone some slight alteration, but in examining a beloved 
object the eye of affection is perhaps too critical. Vtve VEmpereiir ! the 
soldier of Marengo is among us again. His lips are thinner, perhaps, 
than they were before I how white his teeth .are ! you can just see three 
of them pressing his under lip ; and pray remark the fulness of his cheeks 
and the round contour of his chin. Oh, those beautiful white hands I many 
a time have they patted the cheek of poor Josephine, and played with the 
black ringlets of her hair. She is dead now and cold, poor creature ; and 
so are Hortense and bold Eugene, “ than whom the world never saw a 
curtier knight,” as was said of King Arthur’s Sir Lancelot. What a day 
would it have been for those three could they but have lived until now, 
and seen their hero returning 1 Where’s Ney ? His wife sits looking out 
from M. Flahaut’s window yonder, but the bravest of the brave is not with 
her. Murat too is absent : honest Joachim loves the Emperor at heart, 
and repents that he was not at Waterloo : who knows but that at the 
sight of the handsome swordsman those stubborn English * canaille* 
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would hft¥e way 7 A ki^g, is, ftm know, tb« gicataBt 
Blaves — State mfiairs of coneequenoe — has Idajfisfy die King of Naptee is 
detained no doubt. When we last saw the King, however, and his High- 
ness the Prince of Elcbingen, they looked to have as good health as ever 
they had in their lives, and we haard ^oh 4if them calmly calling out 
Fire / ” as they have done in iLuraheriess battles befoiie. 

Is it possible ? can the Emperor forget 7 We don't tike to break it to 
him, but has he forgottao all about the ticrm at Pizao, and the garden of 
the Observatory 7 Yes, truly : there he lies on his golden shield, never 
stirring, never so nraoh as lifting his <«yeltd8, or openiing his lips any wider. 

O vcmiiae wmitatum ! Here is our Sovereign in all his glory, and they 
£red a thousand guns at Cherbourg and never woke him ! 

However, we are ndvaacing mattvs by several hours, and ycm must 
give just as much oredence as you please to die subjoined remaiks con- 
cerning the ProcQSsiou, seeing tliat your humble •serront could not possibly 
be present at it, being bound for the church ^sewhere. 

Programmes, however, have been pubhehed of the afihir, and your 
vivid fimey will not fail to give life to them, and the whole magnificent 
train will pass before you. 

Fancy then, that the guns are fired at Neuilly : the body landed nt 
daybreak from the funereal barge, and transferred to the cas ; and fancy 
the car, a huge Juggernaut of a machine, rolling on four w Ireela of an 
antique shape, which supported a basement adorned with golden eagles, 
banners, laurels, and velvet hangings. Above the hangings stand twelve 
golden statues with raised arms suppoxtiug a huge shield, on which the 
coffin lay. On the coffin was the imperial crown, covered with violet 
velvet crape, and the whole vast machine was drawn by horses in superb 
housings, led by valets in the imperial livery. 

Fancy at the head of tlic proeesnon first of all — 

Gendsnaerie of the Beine, vdtfi their Irampets emd Colonel. 

The Municipal Guard (horse), with ffieir trxuapets, Btaadanl, and Colonel. 

Two sqnadrons of the 7th Loncors, with Colonel, staodoru, and moaic. 

Thr Commandant of Paris and his Staff 

A battalion of Infantry of the Line, with their flag, sappers, drums, music, 
•nd OsloBel. 

The Municipa] Gosid (foot), with flog, dnian, sad Colonel. 

The Sapser>piimpera, with ditto. 

Then picture to yourself more squadrons of I^meors and Cuixaatiers. The 
General of the Division, and his Staff ; all officers of all arms employed at 
Paris, and nnattached ; the Military School of Saint C}t, the Polytechnic 
Sefaod,the^BcAiool of the Btat-Mi^; and the Professors and 'Staff of each. 
Go «n imaghuBg more battaUans of Infantry, of Artillesy, oompanieB of 
Engineers, vqaadions of CuinMsciiB, ditto of the Oavaliy, of the JioitMiuil 
Gm^, and ike first and second legions of ditta 

Fancy a carriage, containing the Chaplain of the St Helena expedition, the 
only derieal gentieman that formed a part of fiie peocesiion. 

Fancy pan hoar the fmeml nmsie, and ftieff figure in yjor mind’s eye— 
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Tbe Emfbboa^s Gbisobb, th«t i«, J&poleon'fl saddle and bridle (when 

First Consnl) npon a white horse. The saddle (which has been kept ever 
since in the Garde Menble of the Crown) is of amaranth TeWet, eip- 
hroideredin gold: the holsters and housings axe of the same rich material. 
On them jon remark the attributes of War, Goaiaieieo, Beiaiiee, and Ai;t 
The bits and atuxops axe ailveP'igUt diasad. -OTer the atirrupB, two eagles 
were placed at the time of the empire ; the hoose was eoyesed with a fiolet 
crape embroidered with golden bees. 

After this, came more Soldiers, General Officers, Snb-Offioers, Marshals, and 
what was said to be the prettiest ngbt almost of ^ whole, the banaers 
of the idght}Hsix Departanote of Fnaoe. These axe dne^ the inyeation 
of M. Thiers, and were to hare been aaoompanied by fedemles 'from 
each Depai'tment. But the Govenunent very wisely mistrusted this and 
some other projects of Monsieur Thiers, and as for a federation, my dear, 
tt has been tried. Next comas — 

His Boyal Highness the Frmce de Jouvrtile. 

The dOO sailors of the Bdie JWfemarchiniyin Aenbto Aiss on each tide of 
THE GAB. 

[Hush ! the enormons crowd thrills as it paasaa, and only some fewwoioes 
cry Vive VEnipercur. Shining golden in the froafcy sun — with hundreds of 
thousands of eyes upon it, from bouses and honsetops, from balconies, black, 
purple, and tricolor, from tops of leafless trees, from behind long lines of 
giittering bayonets under schahos and beaskinoaps, from bebiful the line 
and the Natkmal Guaxd agaaii,y>nahing, strngi^ing, heaving, panting, 
eager, the heads of an ennimons multitude stretching out to meet 
and follow it, amidst long arenues of columns and statues 
gleaming white, of standardo rainbow-coloured, of golden 
eagles, of pale funereal urns, of discharging odours 
amidst huge Tolnmas of pihich-black smoke, 

THE GBEAT IMFERIAL OHABIOT 

S.OLL8 MAXBBTIOJILLT GW. 

Tlic oorcls of tlic pall ore held by two Marshals, an Admiral, and Qeaeml 
Bertraiad ; who are followed by — 

The Pitfccts of the Seine and Police, dec. 

Tlie Mayors of Paris, &c. 

The Members of the Old Guard, &c. 

A SqTttdron of Light Dragnone, fire. 
laoatcnant-General ^(flineider, floe. 

More aavalry, more influitry, msxe oitUlary, more evezjbody ; and as the 
procession passes, the Line and the National Guard forming line on each 
side of the road fall in and follow it, until it arriYeB at the Church of the 
Inyalides, where the last honoure are to be paid to it. 

Among the company assembled under the dome of that edifice, tl)e 
casual obserrer inrould not perhaps have remarked a gentleman of the 
name of Michael Angelo Titmarsh, who neveiihekaB was tliei^. But as, 
my dear Miss Smith, the descriptions in this letter, from the words in 
page 69, line fl — the party moved — up to the words paid to it, in the 
last period, hay« purely emanated from your obedient servant'js frmey, 
and not from his personal jobaervation (for no being on earth, except a 
newspaper reporter, can be in two places at once), permit me now to com- 
municate to you what little eiroumstanoes fell under mj own paxticular 
▼iew on tiie day of the Ifrth of Deoember. 
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Ab we came out, the air and the buildings round about were tinged with 
purple, and the clear sharp half-moon before-mentioned was still in the 
sky, where it seemed to be lingering as if it would catch a peep of the 
commencement of the famous procession. The Arc de Triomphe was 
shining in a keen frosty sunshine, and looking as clean and rosy as if it 
had just made its toilette. The canvas or pasteboard image of Napoleon, 
of which only the gilded legs had been erected the night previous, was now 
visible, body, head, crown, sceptre and all, and made an imposing show. 
Long gilt banners were flaunting about, with the imperial cipher and 
eagle, and the names of the battles and victories glittering in gold. Tho 
long avenues of the Champs Elys^es had been covered with sand for the 
convenience of the gi'eat procession that was to tramp across it that day. 
Hundreds of people were marching to and fro, laughing, chattering, 
singing, gesticulating as happy Frenchmen do. There is no pleasanter 
sight than a French crowd on the alert for a festival, and nothing more 
catching than their good-humour. As for the notion which has been put 
forward by some of the opposition newspapers that the populace were on 
this occasion unusually solemn or sentimental, it would be paying a bad 
compliment to the natural gaiety of the nation, to say that it was, on the 
morning at least of the 15th of December, affected in any such absurd 
way. Itinerant merchants were shouting out lustily their commodities of 
segars and brandy, and the weather was so bitter cold, that tl^y could not 
fail to find plenty of customers. Carpenters and w^orkmen were still 
making a huge banging and clattering among the sheds which were built 
for the accommodation of the visitors. Some of these sheds were hung 
with black, such as one sees before churches in funerals ; some weic 
robed in violet, in compliment to the Emperor whose mourning they 
put on. Most of them had fine tricolour hangings with appropriate in- 
scriptions to the glory of the French arms. 

All along the Champs Elys^es were urns of plastcr-of- Paris destined 
to contain funereal incense and flames : columns decorated with huge 
flags of blue, red, and -white, embroidered with shining crowns, eagles, and 
N’s in gilt paper, and statues of plaster representing Nymphs, Triumphs, 
Victories, or other female personages, painted in oil so as to represent 
marble. Real marble could have had no better effect, and the appearance 
of the whole was lively and picturesque in the extreme. On each pillar 
was a buckler of the colour of bronze, bearing the name and date of a 
battle in gilt letters : you had to walk through a mile-long avenue of 
these glorious reminiscences, telling of spots where, in the great imperial 
days, throats had been victoriously cut. 

As we passed down the avenue, several troops of soldiers met us : the 
gardt-municipalt h chevalj in brass helmets and shining jack-boots, noble- 
looking men, large, on large horses, the pick of the Old army, as I have 
heard, and armed for the special occupation of peace-keeping; not the 
moat glorious, but the best part of the soldier’s duty, as I fancy. Then came 
a regiment of Carabineers, one of Infantry — little, alert, brown-faced, good- 
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humoured men, their band at their head playing sounding marches. These 
were followed by a regiment or detachment of the Municipals on foot — two 
or three inches taller than the men of the Line, and conspicuous for their 
neatness and discipline. By-and*by came a squadron or so of dragoons of tho 
National Guards : they are covered with straps, buckles, aiguillettes, and 
cartouche-boxes, and made under their tricolour cock’s-plumes a show 
sufficiently warlike. The point which chiefly struck me on beholding these 
military men of the National Guard and the Line, was the admirable 
manner in which they bore a cold that seemed to me as sharp as the 
weather in the Russian retreat, through which cold the troops were 
trotting without trembling and in the utmost cheerfulness and good- 
humour. An aide-de-camp galloped past in white pantaloons. By 
heavens ! it made me shudder to look at him. 

With this profound reflection, we turned away to the right towards 
the hanging-bridge (where we met a detachment of young men of the 
Ecole de I’Etat Major, fine-looking lads, but sadly disSgured by the 
wearing of stays or belts, that make the waists of the French dandies of 
a most absurd tenuity), and speedily passed into the avenue of statues 
leading up to the Invalides. All these were statues of warriors from 
Ney to Charlemagne, modelled in clay for the nonce, and placed here to 
meet the corpse of the greatest warrior of all. Passing these, we had to 
walk to a little door at the back of the Invalides, where was a crowd of 
persons plunged in the deepest mourning, and pushing for places in the 
chapel within. 

The chapel is spacious and of no great architectural pretensions, but 
was on this occasion gorgeously decorated in honour of the great person 
to whose body it was about to give shelter. 

We had arrived at nine : the ceremony was not to begin, they said, 
till two : w’e had five hours before us to see all that from our places could 
be seen. 

We saw that the roof, up to the first lines of architecture, was hung 
with violet ; beyond this with black. We saw N.’s, eagles, bees, laurel 
wreaths, and other such imperial emblems, adorning every nook and 
comer of the edifice. Between the arches, on each side of the aisle, were 
painted trophies, on which were written the names of some of Napoleon’s 
Generals and of their principal deeds of arms — and not their deeds of arms 
alone, pardi^ but their coats of arms too. O stars and garters 1 but this 
is too much. What was Ney’s paternal coat, prythee, or honest Junot’s 
quarterings, or the venerable escutcheon of E^g Joachim’s father, the 
innkeeper ? 

You and I, dear Miss Smith, know the exact value of heraldic bear- 
ings. We know that though the greatest pleasure of all is to act like a 
gentleman, it is a pleasure, nay a merit, to he one — to come of an old 
stock, to have an honourable pedigree, to be able to say that centuries 
back our fathers had gentle blood, and to us transmitted the same. There 
is a good in gentiH^ : the man who questions it is envious, or n coarse 
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dullard, not able to percmire libe diffepa&oe between jbigh breeding end 
low. One bas in tbe eame waj beard a naan brag that be did not know the 
differenoe between wines, not he — give him a good gkas of port and be 
would pitch all your claret to the deuce. My love, men oikn brag about 
their own dulikess in tfaie way. 

In the matter of gentlemen, democrats cry, Fsba ! Giive ue one of 
Nature's gentlemen, and bang yoizr aristocrats.” And so indeed Nature 
does moke eo7ne gentlemen — a lew here and there. But Art makes moat. 
Good birth, that is, good handsome well^ormed fathers and mothers, nine 
cleanly nursery -maids, good meals, good physicians, good education, few 
cares, pleasant ea^ habits of life, and luxuries not too great or enermting, 
but only refming — a course of these going mi for a few generaiions Bxe 
the best gentlemen-makers in the world, and beat Nature hollow. 

If, respected Madam, you aay that there is something hettfr than 
gentility in this wicked world, and that honest^^ and personal worth are 
more valuable than all the politeness and higlt breeding that ever wore 
red-heeled pumps, knights’ spurs, or Hoby’s boote, Titmorsli for one is 
never going to say you nay. If you esven go so fu* as to lay that the 
very existence of this oiper-genteel society among us, from the skivirfj 
respect that we pay io it, from the dastardly manner in which we attempt 
to imitate its airs and ape its vices, goes far to destroy honesty of inter- 
course, to make us meanly ashamed of our natural adectionei^md honest, 
harmless usages, and so does a great deal more harm than it is possible it 
can do good by its example — perhaps, Madam, you speak with some 
sort of reason. Potato myself, I can’t help seeing that the tulip yonder 
has the best place in the garden, and the most sunshine, and ihe most 
water, and the best tending— and not liking him over well. But I 
can’t help acknowledging tliat Nature has given him a much finer dress 
than ever I can hope to have, and of this, at least must give him thi' 
benefit. 

Or say, we are so many cocks and hens, my dear (sans amierc pensce), 
with our crops pretty full, our plumes pretty sleek, decent picking lienc 
and there in the stjcaw>yard, and tolexabie snug roosting in the bam : 
yonder on the terflbcc, in the sun, walks Peacock, stretching his proud 
neck, squealing every now and then in the most port fashionable voici* 
and fiaunting his great supercilious dandified toil. Don’t lot be too 
angry, my dear, with tlie useless, haughty, insolent creature, because hi' 
despises us. Something is there about Peacock tiiat we don’t possess. 
Strain your neok ever so, you can’t make it as long or as blue as his — 
cock your tail as much as you please, and it "wull never be half ao fine to 
look at. But the most absurd, disgusting, contemptible sight in the world 
would you and I be, leaving the barn-door for my lady’s flower garden, 
forsaking our natural aturdy walk for the peacock’s genteel rickety stride, 
and adopting the squeak of his voine in the place of our gaUant lusty 
oock-a-doodle-dooiog. 

Do you take the allegory ? I love to speak in aneh, and tiie above 
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types hAvie been psesenied to my mind ivkile iiittmg qpfiDeBite a guacndk 
cnat-of-arms and coronet that are painted in the Inralides Oinroh, and 
assigned to one of the Emperor's G-eoerals. 

VentrebUu / Madam, what need hove they of coats-ofrarmfi and 
coronets, «nd wretched imitations of old exploded arktoovatic gewgaars 
that they had flung out of the country — with the heads of the ovmeifi in 
them sometimes, ibr indeed they were not particular — a ecore of years 
before ? What business, forsooth, had they to be meddling with gentility 
and aping its ways, who had courage, msixt, daring, genius some- 
times, and a pride of their own to mippoct, if proud they ware inoliiwd 
to be ? A clever young man (who was not of high iauaily himielf, 
but had been bred up genteelly at Eton and the unirersity) — young 
Mr. Greorge Canmag, at the cummencement of the French Ecvohahiea, 
sneered at Eoland the J ost, with xibboas in his ahoas,” and the dandies 
who then wore buchles, voted the aarcasm monstroos killing. It was u 
joke, my dear, worthy of a lackey, or of a ailiy smart parvenu, nist 
knowing the society into which hk luck had cast him (God help him i in 
later years, they taught him what they were !), And fancying in hk silly 
intoxication that simplicity was ludicrous and fashion Tespeotahle. See, 
now, fihy years are gone, and where are -shoebuokks ? Extinct, defunct, 
kicked into the irrevocable past oflf the toes of aJi Europe ] 

How fatal to the parvenu, throughout history, has been this respsot 
for shoebuckles. Where, for instance, would the Empire of likpoleDn 
have been, if Ney and Launes had never sported such a thing as a coafe- 
of-arms, and had only written their simple names aa their shieldH, after 
the fashion of Desaix’s scutcheon yonder ? — the bold republican who kd 
tlio crowning charge at Marengo, and sent the best blood of the Holy 
Eonuui Empire to the rightabout, before the wretched mkbegatten 
imperial heialdry iras born, tha t was to prove so disastrous to the father 
of it. It has always been so. They won't amalgamate. A country must 
be governed by the one principle or the other. Bat give, in a republic, 
an aristocracy ever so little ohanoe, and it works and plots and sneaks 
bullies and sneers itself into place, and you find deoMicracy out of doors. 
Is it good that the aristocracy should so triumph ? — that is a questimi that 
you may settle according to your own notions and taste ; and pennit xae 
to say, I do not care twopence how you settle it. Large hooks have been 
written upon the subject in a variety of Janguages, and coming to a 
variety of conclusions. Great stutesmon are there in our cauzitry, from 
Lord Londonderry down to Mr. Ymoent, eaoli in lik degree maiutaiaing 
his diflerent opinion. But here, in the matter of Napoleon, is a eimple 
fact : he founded a great, glorious, strong, potent republic, able to cope 
with the best aristooi'acies in the world, and perhaps to beat them all ^ 
he converts his republic into a monarchy, and surrounds hk xsonarohy 
with what be oalls aristocratic institutions; and you know what beeomes 
of him. The people estranged, the aidstociacy kitbku (when did «they 
ever pardon one wlm was not laf themaelves ?)--^the imperttl &bdc 
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tumbles to the ground. If it teaches nothing else, my dear, it teaches one 
a great point of policy — namely, to stick by one’s party. 

While these thoughts (and sundry others relative to the horrible cold 
of the place, the intense dulness of delay, the stupidity of leaving a warm 
bed and a breakfast in order to witneBS a procession that is much better* 
performed at a theatre) — while these thoughts were passing in the mind, 
the church began to fill apace, and you saw that the hour of the ceremony 
was drawing near. 

Imprimis^ came men with lighted staves, and set fire to at least ten thou- 
sand of wax-candles that were hanging in brilliant chandeliers in various 
parts of the chapel. Curtains were dropped over the upper windows as 
these illuminations were effected, and the church was left only to the 
funereal light of the spermaceti. To the right was the dome, round the 
cavity of which sparkling lamps were set, that designed the shape of it 
brilliantly against the darkness. In the midst, and where the altar used 
to stand, rose the catafalque. And why not ? Who is God here but 
Napoleon ? and in him the sceptics have already ceased to believe ; but 
the people does still somewhat. He and Louis XIV. divide the worship of 
the place between them. 

As for the catafalque, the best that I can say for it is that it is really a 
noble and imposing-looking edifice, with tall pillars supporting a grand 
dome, with innumerable escutcheons, standards, and allusions Military and 
funereal. A great eagle of course tops the whole : tripods burning 
spirits of wine stand round this kind of dead-man's throne, and as we saw 
it (by j>eering over the heads of our neighbours in the front rank), it looked, 
in the midst of the black concave, and under the effect of half-a -thousand 
Hashing cross-lights, properly grand and tall. The effect of the whole 
chapel, however (to speak the jargon of the painting-room), was spoiled 
by being cut up ,* there were too many objects for the eye to rest upon ; 
the ten thousand wax candles, for instance, in their numberless twinkling 
chandeliers, the raw tranchant colours of the new banners, wreaths, bees, 
N.’s, and other emblems dotting the place all over, and incessantly puzzling, 
or rather bothenng the beholder. 

High overhead, in a sort of mist, with the glare of their original 
colours worn down by dust and time, hung long rows of dim ghostly- 
looking standards, captured in old days from the enemy. They were, I 
thought, thb best and most solemn part of the show. 

To suppose that the people were bound to be solemn during the cere- 
mony is to exact from them something quite needless and unnatural. The 
very fact of a squeeze dissipates all solemnity. One great crowd is always, 
as 1 imagine, pretty much like another. In the course of the last few 
years 1 have seen tjiree : that attending the coronation of our present 
sovereign, that which went to see Courvoisier hanged, and this which wit- 
nessed the Napoleon ceremony. The people so assembled for hours 
together are jocular rather than solemn, seeking to pass away the weary 
time with the best amusements that will offer. There was, to be sure, in 
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all the scenes above alluded to, just one moment— K)ne particular moment 
— when the universal people feels a shock and is for that second serious. 

But except for that second of time, I declare I saw no seriousness 
here beyond that of ennui. The church began to dll with personages of 
all ranks and conditions. First, opposite our seats came a company of fat 
grenadiers of the National Guard, who presently, at the word of command, 
put their muskets down against benches and wainscots, until the arrival of 
the procession. For seven hours these men formed the object of the most 
anxious solicitude of all the ladies and gentlemen seated on our benches : 
they began to stamp their feet, for the cold was atrocious, and we were 
frozen where we sate. Some of them fell to blowing their fingers ; one 
executed a kind of dance, such as one sees often here in cold weather — the 
individual jumps repeatedly upon one leg, and kicks out the other violently, 
meanwhile his hands are dapping across his chest. Some fellows opened 
their cartouche-boxes, and from them drew eatables of various kinds. 
You can't think how anxious we were to know the qualities of the same. 

“ Tiens, ce gros qui mange une cuisse de volaille ! *’ — “ II a du jambon, 
cclui-lii.” “ I should like some, too,” growls an Englishman, “ for I 
lindn't a morsel of breakfast,” and so on. This is the way, my dear, that 
we see Napoleon buried. 

Did you ever see a chicken escape from clown in a pantomime, and 
hop over into the pit, or amongst the fiddlers ? and have you not seen the 
shrieks of enthusiastic laughter that the wondrous incident occasions? 
We had our chicken, of course : there never was a public crowd without 
one. A poor unhappy woman in a greasy plaid cloak, with a battered 
rose-coloured plush bonnet, was seen taking her place among the stalls 
allotted to the grandees. Voyez done I’Anglaise,” said everybody, and* it 
was too true. You could swear that the wretch was an Englishwoman — a 
bonnet was never made or worn so in any other country. Half-an-hour’s 
delightful amusement did this lady give us all. She was whisked from 
seat to seat by tlie huissierSy and at every change of place woke a peal of 
laughter. I was glad, however, at the end of the day to see the old pink 
bonnet over a very comfortable seat, which somebody had not claimed 
and she had kept. 

Are not these remarkable incidents ? The next wonder we saw was 
the arrival of a set of tottering old Invalids, who took their places under 
us with drawn sabres. Then came a superb drum-major, a kandsome 
smiling good-humoured giant of a man, his breeches astonishingly embroi- 
dered with silver lace. Him a dozen little drummer ^boys followed — 
“ the little darlings I " all the ladies cried out in a breath : they were 
indeed pretty little fellows, and came and stood close under us : the huge 
drum-major smiled over his little red-capped flock, and for many hours in 
the most perfect contentment twiddled his moustaches and played with 
the taaselH of his cane. 

Now the company began to arrive thicker and thicker. A whole covey 
of Conaeillers-d'Etat came in, in blue coats, embroidered with blue silk : 
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tli«i came a crowd of lawyers in toques and caps, among whom were 
sundry ▼enerable Jtidges in scarlet, purple velret, and ermine — a kind of 
Bajaast costume. Look diere ! there is the Turkish Ambassador in his 
red cap, turning his solemn brown face about and looking pxetematurally 
wise. The Deputies widk in in a body. Guizot is not there: be passed by 
juBt DOW in full ministerial costume. Presently little Thiers saunters 
back : what a clear, broad, sharp-eyed face the fellow has, with his grey 
hair cut down so demure ! A aervunt passes, pushing through the crowd 
a shabby wheel-chair. It has just brought old Mon 9 ey, the Gk>Temor of 
the InvaHds, the honest old man who defended Paris so stoutly in 1814. 
He has been very ill, and is worn down almost by infirmities : but in his 
illness he was perpetually ashing, ** Doctor, shall I live till the 15th ? Give 
me till then, and I die contented.'’ One can’t help believing dmt the old 
man’s wish is honest, however one may doubt the piety of another illus- 
triom Marshal, who once carried a candle before Charles X. in a proces- 
sion, and has been this morning to Neuilly to kneel and pray at the foot 
of Napoleon’s coffin. He might have said his prayers at home, to be sure, 
but don’t let us ask too much ; that kind of reserve is not a Frenchman’s 
characteristic. 

Bang — bang ! At about half-past two a dull sound of cannonading was 
heard without the chui*ch, and signals took place between the Coin- 
rnandantof the Invalids, of the National Guards, and the big 4rum-major. 
Looking to these troops (the fat Nationals were shufiBng into line again) 
the two Commandants uttered, as nearly as I could catch them, the fol- 
lowing words — 

“ Hakhum Huhp I ” 

At once all the National bayonets were on the present, and the sabres 
of the old Invalids up. The big drum-major looked round at the cliildren, 
who began very slowly and solemnly on their drums, Ivub-dub-dub— rub- 
dub-dub— (count two between each) — ^nib-dub-dub, and a great procea- 
bkm of priests came down from the altar. 

First, there ^vIa8 a tall lumdaome cross-bearer, bearing a long gold 
cross, of which the front was turned towards his grace the Archbishop. 
Then came a double row of about sixteen incense boys, dressed in white 
surplices : the first boy, about six years dd, the last with wliiskers and 
of the height of man. Then followed a regiment of priests in black 
tippets and white gowns they hod black hoods, like the moon when she 
is at her third quarter, wheoewitk those who were bald (many were, and 
fat too) covered themselves. Ali the reverend men held their heads 
meekly dwwu, and affected to be needing in their breviaries. 

After the PriaBts came soma Bidiopa of the neighbonrii^ districts, in 
purple, with cnessss qperhiingnn their episoopal bosoms. 

Then came^ afbv mote prieris, a set o# men whom I have never seen 
before — a kind of ghostly heralds, young and bandseme men, some of 
th eee in stiff tabards el blank and stiver, their eyes to the ground their 
handi pkund at rif^ eogiet with their (diests. 
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Then came two gentlemen bearing remarkable toll oandlesticks, with 
candles of corresponding size. One was burning brightly, but the wind 
(that chartered libertine) bad blown out the other, which neverthelesa 
kept its place in the procession — I wondered to myself whether the 
rererend gentleman who carried the extinguished candle, feh disgusted, 
ImmiKartedy mortified — perfectly oonscioue that the eym of many thousands 
of people were bent upon that bit of refractory wax. We all of ns 
looked at it with intense interest. 

Another cross-bearer, behind whom came a gentleman, carrying an 
instrument like a bedroom candlestick. 

His Grandeur Monseigneur Afire, Archbishop of Paris : he was in 
black and white, his eyes were cast to the earth, his hands were together 
at ri^ht angles from his chest : on his hands were black gloves, and on the 
black gloves sparkled the sacred episcopal — \vhat>doI si^? — ^ai*chiepiscopal 
ring. On his head was the mitre. It is unlike the godly coronet that 
figures upon the coach-panels of our own Right Reverend Bench. The 
Archbishojj’s mitre may be about a yard high : formed within probably 
of consecrated pasteboard, it is without covered by a sort of watered silk 
of white and silver. On the two peaks at the top of the mitre are two 
veiy little spangled tassels, that frisk and twinkle about in a very agreeable 
manner. 

Monaeigncur stood opposite to us for some time, when I had tlie oppor- 
tunity to note the above i^markable phenomena. He stood opposite me 
for some time, keeping his eyes steadily on the ground, his hands before 
him, a smaU clerical train following after. Why didn’t they move? There 
was the National Guard keeping on presenting arms, the little drummers 
going on rub-dub- dub — rub-dub-dub — in the same steady, slow way, and 
the Procession never moved an inch. There was evidently, to use an 
elegant phrase, a hitch somewhere. 

lEnter a fat priest, wiw bustler up to the drum-major,'] 

Fat priest — Taisez-vous.” 

Little drummer — Rub-dub-dub — rub-dub-dub — mb-dub-dub, &c. 

Di'UTJt-majoT * — “ Qu’est-ee done ? ” 

Fat priest — “ Taisez-vous, vous dis-je ; ce n’est paa le corps. II n’arri- 
vera pas — pour une heure.” 

The little drums were instantly buaibed, the procesaion turned to 
the right about, and walked back to the altar again, th6 blown-out candle 
that had been on the near side of us before waa now on tlie ofi* side, the 
National GuairdB set down their xuu^eta and began ut their sandwiches 
again. We hud to wait an hour and a half at least before the great pro- 
cession arrived. The guns without went on booming all the while at 
intervals, and as we heard eacfo, the andieBoe. g»re a kind of ahahab ! ’’ 
eueh as yo« hear when the rockets go up at VauxbalL 

At last tlie real Procession come. 

Then the drums began to beat a formerly, the Nsitionals to get 
under arms, the clergymen were sent for and went, and preaentlj — yea 



80 THE sEcoiiD 

there was the tall eross-beaver at Iktt ]iettA of tl^e procession, and they 
came hack ! 

They chanted something in a weak, snuffling, lugubrious manner, to 
the melancholy bray of a serpent 

Crash 1 however. Mr. Habeneok and the fiddlers in the organ-loft 
pealed out a wild shrill march, which stopped the reverend gentlemen, 
and in the midst of this music— 

And of a great trampling of feet and clattering, 

And of a great crowd of Generals and Officers in fine clothes. 

With the Prince de Joinville marching quickly at the head of the 
procession. 

And while everybody's heart was thumping as hard as possible, 

Napoleon's coffin passed. 

It was done in an instant. A box covered with a great red cross — a 
dingy-looking crown lying on the top of it — Seamen on one side and 
Invalids on the other — they had passed in an instant and were up the 
aisle. 

A faint snufiiing sound, as before, was heard from the officiating priests, 
but we knew of nothing more. It is said that old Louis Philippe was 
standing at the catafalque, whither the Prince de Joinville advanced and 
said, ** Sire, I bring you the body of the Emperor Napoleon." 

Louis Philippe answered, “ I receive it in the name of Friace." Ber- 
trand put on body the most glorious victorious sword that ever has 
been forged since the apt descendants of the first murderer learned how 
to hammer steel ; and the coffin was placed in the temple prepared for it. 

The six hundred singers and the fiddlers now commenced the playing 
and singing of a pie^e of music ; and a part of the crew of the Belle 
Poule skipped into the places that had been kept for them under us, and 
listened to the muinc, chewing tobacco. While the actors and fiddlers 
were going on, most of the spints-of-wine lamps on altars wont out. 

When we arrived in the open air we passed through the court of the 
Invalides, where thousands of people had been assembled, but where the 
benches W'ere now quite bare. Then we came on to the terrace before 
tbe place : the ol(] soldiers were firing off the great guns, which made a 
dreadful stunning noise, and frightened some of us, who did not care to 
pass before the cannon and be knocked down even by the wadding. The 
guxM were fired in honour of the King, who was going home by a bock 
door. ^ All the forty thousand people who covered the great stands before 
tbe HdteLhad gone away too. The Imperial Baige had been dragged up 
the ijver, and im lying lonely along the Quay, examined by some few 
shiv^i^ peojde oa Ihe dmre. 

It was fire o'clock when we reached home : the stars were shining 
keenly cut of the &cAj sky, and Fran 9 oiB told me that dinner was just 

*eady. % 

, Id this nuuHMri xny dear Miiv Smith, the great Napoleon was buried. 

Farewell. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

Love and Law. 

N the morning of Monday, the 
twenty-eighth of July, Miss 
Gwilt — once more on the watch 
for Allan and Neelie — reached 
her customary post of observa- 
tion in the park, by the usual 
roundabout way. 

She was a httle surprised to 
find Neelie alone at the place 
of meeting. She was more 
seriously astonished, when the 
tardy Allan mode his appear- 
ance ten minutes later, to see 
him mounting the side of tlie 
dell, with a large volume under 
hiB arm, and to hear him say, 
as an apology for being late, 
that ** he had muddled away his 
time in hunting for the Books ; 
and that he had only found one, 
afWr all, which seemed in the 
least likely to repay either 
Neelie or himself for the trouble 
^ of looking into it.” 

If Miss Gwilt had waited long enough in the park, on the previous 
Saturday, to hear the lovers* parting words on that occasion, she would 
have b^n at no loss to explain the mystery of the volume under AIlan*s 
arm, and ^e would have undoutood the apology whioh he now offered 
for being late, as readily as NeeUe herselil 

There is a certain Sloeptional occasion in life — the occasion of 
marriage — on which even girls in their teens sometimes become capable 
(more or less hysterically) of looking at consequences. At the finrewell 
moment of the interview on Saturday^ Neelie's mind had suddenly pre- 
tOL. XBI. — ^NO. 73. 
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cipitated itself into the future ; and she had utterly confounded Allan 
by inquiring ■whether the contemplated elopement was an offence punish- 
able by the Law ? Her memory satisfied her that she had certainly read 
somewhere, at some former period, in some book or other (possibly a 
novel), of an elopement with a dreadful end — of a bride dragged home in 
hysterics — and of a bridegroom sentenced to languish in prison, with all 
his beautiful hair cut off, by Act of Parliament, close to his head. Sup- 
posing she could bring herself to consent to the elopement at nil — which 
slie positively declined to promise — she must first insist on discovering 
whether there was any fear of the police being concerned in her marriage 
as well as the parson and the clerk. Allan being a man, ought to know ; 
and to Allan she looked for information — with this preliminary assurance 
to assist him in laying down the law, that she would die of a broken 
heart a thousand times over, rather than be the innocent means of sending 
him to languish in prison, and of cutting his hair off, by Act of 
Parliament, close to his head. “ It’s no laughing matter,” said Neelie 
resolutely, in conclusion ; “ I decline even to think of our marriage, till 
my mind is mode easy first on the subject of the Law.” 

*^But I don’t know anything about the law, not even as much as you 
do,” said Allan. “ Hang the law ! I don't mind my head being cropped. 
Let’s risk it.” 

“ Rbk it ? ” repeated Neelie, indignantly. Have fiau no con- 
sideration {or me? I won’t risk it I Where there's a will, there’s a way. 
We must find out the law for ourselves.” 

“ With all my heart,” said Allan. ** How 7 ” 

“ Out of books, to be sure ! There must bo quantities of information 
in that enormous library of yours at the great house. If you really love 
me, you won’t mind going over the backs of a few tlmUBand books, for 
my sake I ” 

ni go over the backs of ten thousand I ” cried Allan, warmly. 

Would you mind telling me what I’m to look for 7 ” 

“ For ‘ Law,* to be sure I When it says * Law * on the back, open it, 
and look inside for Marriage — read eveiy word of it — and then come here 
and explain it to me. What 7 you don*! think your head is to be trusted 
to do such a simple thing as that?” 

“ I’m certain it isn’t,” said Allan. “ Can’t you help me ? ” 

Of course I can, if you can’t manage without me I Law may be 
hard, but it can’t be harder than music ; and I must, and will, satisfy my 
mind. Bring m0 all the books you can find, on Monday morning — in a 
wheelbarrow, if there are a good many of them, and if you can’t manage 
it in any other way.** 

The result of this conversation vTas Allan’s appearance in the park, 
with a volume of Bladkstone's Commentaries tmder his arm, on the fiital 
Monday morning, when Miss Gwilt’s written engagement of marriage was 
placed in Midwinter’s bands. Here again, in this, as in all other human 
instances, the widely discordant elements of the grotesque and the terrible 



ABMADAm 


were foreed together by that subtle law of contrast whiob is one of the 
laws of mortal life. Amid all the thickening complications now impending 
over their beads^with the shadow of meditated murder stealing towards 
one of them already, from the lurking-place that hid Miss Gwilt — the two 
sat down, unconscious of the future, with the book between them ; and 
applied themselves to the study of the law of marriage, with a grave 
resolution to understand it, which, in two such students, was nothing less 
tlmn a burlesque in itself I 

“Find the place,” said Neelie, as soon as they .were comfortably 
established. “'We must manage this, by what they call a division of 
labour. You shall read — and I’ll tak# notes.” 

She produced forthwith a smart little pocket-book and pencil, and 
opened the book in the middle, where there was a blank page on the right 
hand and the left. At the top of the right-hand page, she wrote the word, 
Good. At the top of the left-hand page, she wrote the word, Bad. 
“‘Good’ means where the law is on our side,” she explained; “and 

* liad* means where the law is against us. We will have ‘ Good * and 

* Bad ’ opposite each other, all down the two pages ; and when we get to 
the bottom, we’ll add them up, and act accordingly. They say girls have 
no heads for business. Haven’t they ! Don’t look at me — look at 
Blackstone, and begin.” 

“ Would you mind giving me a kiss first ? ” asked Allan. 

“ I should mind it very much. In our serious situation, when we 
liave both got to exert our intellects, I wonder you can ask for such 
a thing 1 ” 

“ That’s why I asked for it,” said the unblushing Allan. “ I feel as if 
it would clear my head,” 

“ Oh, if it would clear your head, that’s quite another thing 1 I must 
clear your head, of course, at any sacrifice. Only one, mind,” she 
wluspered ooquettishly ; “ and pray be careful of Blackstone, or you’ll 
lose the place.” 

There was a pause in the conversation. Blackstone and the pocket- 
book both rolled on the ground together. 

“ If this happens again,” said Neelie, picking up the pocket-book, with 
her eyes and her complexion at their brightest and best, “ I shall sit with 
my back to you for the rest of the morning. Will you go on ? ” 

Allan found his place for the second time, and fell headlong into the 
bottomless abyss of the English Law. « 

“ Page two-hundred-and-dghty,’* he began. “ Law of husband and 
wife. Here’s a bit 1 don't understand, to begin with : — * It may be 
observed generally, that the law considers marriage in the light of a 
Oootraot.' What does that mean ? I thought a oontraot was the sort of 
thing a builder signs, when he promises to have the workmen out of the 
house in a given time, and when the time comes (as my poor mother used 
to fs^) the workmen never go.** 

5-3 
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** Is there nothing about Love ? ” asked Neelie. “ Look a little lower 
down.” 

Not a word. He sticks to hia confounded * Contract/ all the way 
through.” 

** Then he’s a brute ! Go on to something else that’s more in our way.’* 

“ Here’s a bit that’s more in our way : — * Incapacities. If any persons 
under legal incapacities come together, it is a meretricious, and not a 
matrimonial union.’ (Blackstone’s a good one at long words, isn’t he ? I 
wonder what he means by meretricious ?) ^ The first of these legal 

disabilities is a prior marriage, and having another husband or wdfe 
living ’ ” 

“ Stop 1 ” said Neelie. “ I must make a note of that.” She gravely made 
her first entry on the page headed “Good,” as follows: — “I have no 
husband, and Allan has no wife. We are both entirely unmarried at tho 
present time.” 

“ All right, so far,” remarked Allan, looking over her shoulder. 

“ Go on,” said Neelie. “ What next? ” 

“ * The next disability,’ ” proceeded Allan, “ ‘ is want of age. Tho 
age for consent to matrimony is, fourteen in males, and twelve in females.’ 
Come I ” cried Allan cheerfully, “ Blackstone begins early enough at 
any rate ! ” 

Neelie was too business-like to make any other remark, on her side, 
than the necessary remark in the pocket-book. She made an?tlier entry 
under the head of “ Good “ I am old enough to consent, and so is 
Allan too. Go on,” resumed Neelie, looking over the reader’s shoulder. 
“ Never mind all that prosing of Blackstone’s, about the husband being 
of years of discretion, and the wife under twelve. Abominable wretch ! 
the wife under twelve 1 Skip to tho third inc.'ipacity, if there is one.” 

“ The third incapacity,” Allan went on, “ is want of reason.” 

Neelie immediately made a third entry on the side of “ Good ; ” 
“ Allan and I are both perfectly reasonable — skip to the next page.” 

Allan skipped. “ A fourth incapacity is in respect of proximity of 
relationship.” 

A fourth entry followed instantly on the cheering side of the pocket- 
book : — “ He loves me and I love him — without our being in the slightest 
degree related to each other. Any more 7 ” asked Neelie, tapping her 
chin impatiently with the end of the pencil. 

“ Plenty more,” rejoined Allan ; “ all in hieroglyphics. Look here : 

< Marriage Acta, 4 Geo. iv. c. 76, an^ 6 and 7 Will. iv. c. 85 (qy Black- 
stone’s intellect seems to be wandering here. Shall we take another skip, 
and see if he picks himself up again on the next page.” 

“ Wait a little,” said Neelie ; “ what’s that I see in the middle 7 ” She 
read for a minute in silence, over Allan’s shoulder, and suddenly clasped 
her hands in deqiair. “1 knew I was right 1” she exclaimed. “Oh, 
heavens, here it is ! ” 

“ Where 7 ” asked Albm. “ I see nothing abo|U languishing in prison, 
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and cropping a fejlovr’s hair close to his head, unless it*H in the hiero- 
glyphics. Is ^ 4 Geo. iv.* short for ‘ Lock him up ? * and does *o. 86 (^)’ 
mean, * Send for the hair-cutter ? ’ " 

“ Pray be serious,” remonstrated Neelie. “We are both sitting on a 
volcano. There 1 ” she said, pointing to the place. “ Read it 1 If any- 
thing can bring you to a proper sense of our situation, that will.” 

Allan cleared his throat, and Neelie held the point of her pencil ready 
on the depressing side of the account — otherwise the “ Bad ” pge of the 
pocket-book. 

“ ‘ And as it is the policy of our law,’ Allan began, ‘ to prevent the 
marriage of persons under the age of twenty-one, without the consent of 

parents and guardians ’ ” (Neelie made her first entry on the side of 

“ Bad.” “ I am only seventeen next birthday, and circumstances forbid 

me to confide my attachment to papa ”) “ * it is provided that in the 

case of the publication of banns of a person under twenty-one, not being 

a widower or widow, who are deem&d emancipated ’ ” (Neelie made 

another entry on the depressing side. “ Allan is not a widower, and I 

am not a widow ; consequently, we are neither of us emancipated,”) 

“ ‘ if the parent or guardian openly signifies his dissent at the time the 

banns are published ’ ” (“ which papa would be certain to do ”) 

‘ such publication shall be void.* I’ll take breath here, if you’ll allow 
me,” said Allan. “ Blackstone might put it in shorter sentences, I 
think, if he can’t put it in fewer words. Cheer up, Neelie ! there must 
be other ways of marrying, besides this roundabout way, that, ends in a 
Publication and a Void. Infernal gibberish 1 I could write better 
English myself.” 

“ We are not at the end of it yet,” said Neelie. “ The Void is 
nothing to what is to come.” 

“ Whatever it is,” rejoined Allan, “ we’ll treat it like a dose of physic 
— we’ll take it at once, and be done with it.” He went on reading : — 
‘“And no licence to marry without banns shall be granted, unless oath 
shall be first made by one of the parties that he or she believes that there 
is no impediment of kindred or alliance ’ — well, I can take my oath of that 
with a safe conscience I What next 7 ^ And one of the said paities must, 
for the space of fifteen days immediately preceding such licence, have had 
his or her usual place of abode within the parish or chapelry within which 
such marriage is to be solemnized I ’ Chapelry ! I'd live fifteen days in a 
dog-kennel with the greatest pleasure. I say, Neelie, all this seems like 
plain sailing enough. What are yoil sliaking your head about 7 Go on, 
and I sliall see 7 Oh, all right ; I’ll go on. Here we are — ‘ And where 
one of tlie said parties, not being a widower or widow, shall be under the 
age of twenty-one years, oath must first be made that the consent of the 
person or persons whose consent is required, has been obtained, or that 
there is no person having authority to give such consent. The consent 

required by this Act is that of the father ’ ” At those last formidable 

words Allan came to a full stop. “ The consent of the father,” he 
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repeatedi with all needful seriousneas of look and manner. I couldn*t 
exactly awear to that, could 1 ? ’* 

Ncelie answered in expressive silence. She handed him the pocket- 
book, with the final entry completed, on the side of Bad,” in these 
terms— Our mariioge is impossible, unless Allan commits perjury.” 

The level's looked at each other across the insuperable obstacle of 
Blackstone, in speechless dismay. 

“ Shut up the book,” said Neelie, resignedly. “ I have no doubt wo 
should find the police, and the prison, and the hair-cutting — all punish- 
ments for perjury, exactly as I told you 1 — if we looked at the next page. 
But we needn^t trouble ourselves to look ; we have found out quite 
enough already. It’s all over with us. I must go to school on Saturday, 
and you must mauage to forget me os soon as you can. Perhaps we may 
meet in after-life, and you may be a widower and I may be a widow, and 
the cruel law may consider us emancipated, when it's too late to be of the 
slightest use. By that time no doubt 1 shall be old and ugly, and you 
will naturally have ceased to care about me, and it will all end in the 
grave, and the sooner the better. Good-by,” concluded Neelie, rising 
mournfully, with tlie tears in hei* eyes. It’s only prolonging our misery 
to stop here, unless — unless you have anything to propose ? ” 

I’ve got something to propose,” cried the headlong Allan. “It’s an 
entirely new idea. Would you mind tr}'ing the blacksmitlj^at Gietnn 
Green ? ” 

“No earthly consideration,” answered Neelie indignantly, “would 
induce me to be married by a blacksmith 1 ” 

“ Don’t be offended,” pleaded Allan ; “ I meant it for tlie best. Lota 
of people in our situation have tried the blacksmith, and found him quite 
as good os a clerg}'maD, and a most amiable man, I believe, into the 
bargain. Never mind 1 We must try anotlier string to our bow.” 

*• We haven’t got another to try,” said Neelie. 

“ Take my word for it,” persisted Allan stoutly, “ there must be ways 
and means of circumventing Blackstone (without perjury), if we only 
knew of them. It’s a matter of law, and wo must consult somebody in 
the profession. 1 daresay it’s a risk. But notliing venture, nothing have. 
What do you say to young Pedgilt ? He’s a thorough good fellow. 
I’m sure we could trust young Pedgift to keep our secret.” 

“ Not for worlds ! ” exclaimed Neelie. “ You may be willing to trust 
your secrets to the vulgar little wretch, I won’t have him trusted with 
mine. 1 hate him. No ! ” slie continued, with a mounting colour and 
a peremptory stamp of her foot on the grass. “ I .positively forbid you 
to take any of the Thorpe- Ambrose people into your confidence. They 
would instantly suspect ms, and it would be all over the place in a 
moment. My attachment may be an unhappy one,” remarked Neelie, 
with her handkerchief to her “ and papa may nip it in the bud, but 
I won't have it profimed by the town-gossip I ” 

** Hush ! hush t " said Ailau. ** 1 won't say a word at Thorpe- Ambrosoi 
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I woti’t indeed I ” He paused, and considered for a tnonient. ** There’s 
anothy way 1 ” he burst out, brightening up on the instant WfeVe got 
the whole week before us. I'll tell you what I’ll do, Til go to liOndon 1 ’* 
Theie was a sudden rustling — heolrd neither by one nor tbe other — 
among the trees behind them that screened Miss Gwilt. One more of 
the difficulties in her way (the difficulty of getting Allan to London), now 
promised to be removed by an act of Allan’s own will. 

• “ To London ? *’ repeated Neelie, looking up in astonishment 
“ To London I ” reiterated Allan. “ That’s far enough away fVom 
Thorpc-Ambrose, surely ? Wait a minute, and don’t forget that this is 
a question of law. Very well, I know some lawyers in London who 
managed all my business for me when I first came in for this property ; 
they are just the men to consult. And if they decline to be mixed up in 
it, there’s their head clerk, who is one of the best fellows I ever met with 
in my life. I asked him to go yachting with me, I remember ; and 
though ho couldn’t go, he said he felt the obligation all the same. That’s 
the man to help us. Blackstone’a a mere infant to him. Don’t say it’s 
absurd; don’t say it’s exactly like me. Do pray hear me out. I 
won’t breathe your name or your father’s. I’ll describe you as ‘ a 
young lady to whom I am devotedly attached.’ And if my friend the 
clerk asks W'here you lixe, I’ll say the north of Scotland, or the west of 
Ii eland, or the Channel Islands, or anywhere else you like. My friend 
the clerk is a total stranger to Thorpe-Anibrose and everybody in it 
(which is one lecommendation); and in five minutes’ time, he’d put me 
up to what to do (which is another). If you only knew him I He’s one 
of those extraordinary men who appear once or twice in a century — the 
soit of man who won’t allow you to make a mistake if you try. All I 
have got to say to him (putting it short) is, ‘My dear fellow, I want to bo 
piivutely manied, without perjury.’ All he has got to say to me (putting 
It sliort) is, ‘ You must do So-and-So, and 8o-and-So ; and you must be 
careful to avoid This, That, and The other. I have nothing in the world 
to do but to follow his dfrections ; and you have nothing in the world -to 
do but what the biide always does when the bridegroom is ready and 
waiting ! ” Ilis arm stole round Neelie’s waist, and his lips pointed 
the moral of the last sentence with that inarticulate eloquence which is 
BO uniformly successful in persuading a woman against her will. 

All Neelie’s meditated objections dwindled, in spite of her, to one 
feeble little question. “ Suppose I allow you to go, Allan ? ” she 
whispered, toying nervously with the stud in the bosom of his sliirt, 
“ Shall you be very long away ? ” 

“ I’ll be off to-day,” said Allan, “ by the eleven o’clock train. And 
lil be back to-morrow, if 1 and my fiiend the dork can settle it oil in 
time. If not, Wednesday at latest.” 

“You’ll write to me every day?” pleaded Neelie, clinging a little 
-closer to him. “ I shall sink under the suspense, if you don’t promise 
to write to me every day.” 
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Allan promised to write twice a day, if she liked — letter-writing, which 
was such an effort to other men, was no effort to him ! 

‘*And mind, whatever those people may say to you in London,** 
proceeded Neelie, ** I insist on your coming back for me. 1 positively 
decline to run away, unless you promise to fetch me.” 

Allan promised for the second time, on his sacred word of honour, and 
at the full compass of his voice. But Neelie was not satisfied even yet. 
She reverted to first principles, and insisted on knowing whether Allan 
was quite sure he loved her. Allan called heaven to witness how sure 
he was; and got another question directly for his pains. Could he 
solemnly declare that he would never regret taking Neelie away from 
home 7 Allan called heaven to witness again, louder tlian ever. All to 
no purpose 1 The ravenous female appetite for tender protestations still 
hungered for more. “ I know what will happen one of these days,” 
persisted Neelie. “ You will see some other girl who is prettier than I 
am ; and you will wisli you had married her instead of Me ! ” 

As Allan opened his lips for a final outburst of asseveration, the 
Btable-clock at the great house was faintly audible in the distance, 
striking the hour. Neelie started guiltily. It was breakfast- time at the 
cottage — in other words, time to take leave. At the hist moment her 
heart went bock to her father ; and her head sank on Allan's bosom os 
she tried to say, Good-by. “Papa has always been so kind to me, 
Allan,** she whispered, holding him back tremulously when he turned 
to leave her. “ It seems so guilty and so heartless to go away from him 
and be married in secret. Oh, do, do think before you really go to 
London ; is there no way of making him a little kinder and juster to 
you ? *’ The question was useless ; the major’s resolutely unfavourable 
reception of Allan*8 letter rose in Neelie’s memory, and answered her 
as the words passed her lips. AVith a girl's impulsiveness, she pushed 
Allan away before he could speak, and signed to him impatiently to go. 
The conflict of contending emotions, which she had mastered thus far, 
burst its way outward in spite of her after be had waved his Laud for 
the last time. Mid had disappeared in the deptlis of the dell. When 
she turned from the place, on her side, her long -restrained tears fell freely 
at last, and made the lonely way back to the cottage the dimmest 
prospect that Neelie had seen for maiiy a long day past. 

As she hurried homeward, the leaves parted behind her, and Miss 
Gwilt stepped softly into the open space. She stood there in triumph, 
tall, beautiful, and resolute. Her lovely colour brightened while she 
watched Neelie*8 retreating figure hastening lightly away from her over 
the grass. 

“ Cry, you little foci 1 ** she said, with her quiet clear tones, and her 
steady nnile of contempt “Cry os you have never cried yeti You 
have seen the last of your sweetheart.” 
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CHAl^TER Xn. 

A Scandal at the Station. 

An hour later, the landlady at Miss Gwilt’s lodgings was lost in astonish- 
ment, and the clamorous tongues of the children were in a state of 
ungoveraable revolt. “ Unforeseen circumstances ” had suddenly obliged 
the tenant of the first floor to terminate the occupation of her apartments, 
and to go to Liondon that day by the eleven o’clock ti*ain. 

“ Please to have a fly at the door, at half-past ten,” said Miss Gwilt, 
as the amazed landlady followed her upstairs. *‘And excuse me, you 
good creature, if I beg and pray not to be disturbed till the fly comes.” 

Once inside her room, she locked the door, and then opened her 
writing-desk. “ Now for my letter to the major I ” she said. “ How 
shall I word it ? ” 

A moment’s consideration apparently decided her. Searching through 
her collection of pens, she carefully selected the worst that could be found, 
and began the letter by writing the date of the day on a soiled sheet of 
note-paper, in crooked clumsy characters, which ended in a blot made 
purposely with the feather of the pen. Pausing, sometimes to think a 
little, sometimes to make another blot, she completed the letter in these 
vords : — 

Hon® Sir, — It is on my conscience to tell you something, which I 
thiuk you ought to know. You ought to know of the goings-on of Miss» 
your daughter, with young Mister Armadale. I wish you to make sure, and 
what is more, I advise you to be quick about it, if she is going the w'ay 
you want her to go, when she takes her morning walk before breakfast. 
I scorn to make mischief, where there is true love on both sides. But I 
don’t think the }oung man means truly by Miss. What I mean is, I 
think Miss only has his fancy. Another person, who shall be nameless 
betwixt us, has liis tiue heait. Please 4o pardon my ^t putting my 
name ; 1 am only an humble person, and it might get roe into tiouble. 
This is all at present, dear sir, from yours, 

“ A Well-Wisher.” 

“There!” said Miss Gwilt, as she' fblded the letter up. “If I had 
been a professed novelist, I could hardly have written more naturally in 
the character of a servant than that I ” She wrote the necessary address 
to Major Milroy ; looked admiringly for the last time at the coarse and 
clumsy writing which her own delicate hand had produced ; and rose to 
post the letter herself, before she entered next on the serious business of 
packing up. “ Curious 1 ” the thought, when the letter had been posted, 
and slie was back again making her travelling preparations in her own 
room : “ here 1 um, running headlong into a frightful risk — and I never 
was in better spirits in my life 1 ” 
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The boxos were ready when tbe fly was at the door, and Miss Gwilt 
was equipped (as becomingly as usual) in her neat travelling costume. 
The thick veil, which she was accustomed to wear in London, appeared 
on her country straw-bonnet for the first time. One meets such rude 
men occasionally in the railway," she said to the landlady. ‘‘And though 
1 dress quietly, my hair is so very remarkable." She was a little paler 
than usual ; but she had never been so sweet-tempered and engaging, so 
giaoefully cordial and friendly, as now, when the moment of departure 
had come. The simple people of the house were quite moved at taking 
leave of her. She insisted on shaking hands with the landlord — on 
speaking to him in her prettiest way, and sunning him in her brightest 
smiles. “ Come 1 " she said to the landlady, “ you have been so kind, 
you have been so like a mother to me, you must give me a kiss at 
parting." She embraced the children all together in the lump, with a 
niixtui-e of humour and tenderness delightful to see, and left a shilling 
among them to buy a cake. “ If I was only rich enough to make it a 
sovereign," she whispered to the mother, “ how glad I should be 1 " The 
awkward lad who ran on errands stood waiting at the fly-door. Ho was 
clumsy, he was frowsy, he had a gaping mouth and a turn-up nose — 
but the ineradicable female delight in being charming, accepted him, for 
all that, in the character of a hist chance. “ You dear dingy John ! ” she 
said kindly at the carriage door. “ I am so poor I have only sixpence to 
give you — with my very best wishes. Take my advice, John — grow 
to be a fine man, and find yourself a nice sweetheart ! Thank you a 
thousand times ! " She gave him a friendly little pat on the cheek with 
two of her gloved fingers, and smiled, and nodded, and got into the fly. 

“ Armadale next 1 ” she said to herself as the carriage drove off. 

Allan's anxiety not to miss the train had brouglit him to the station 
in better time tlian usual. After taking his ticket and putting his 
portmanteau under the porter’s charge, he was pacing the plutfonn 
and thinking Neelie — when be heard the rustling of a lady's dress 
behind him, and tuining round to look, found himself face to face with 
Miss Gwilt. 

There was no escaping her this time. The station wall was on his 
right hand, and the line was on his left ; a tunnel was behind him, 
and Miss Gwilt was in front, inquiring in her sweetest tones whether 
Mr. Armadale was going to London. 

Allan coloured scarlet with vexation and surprise. I'here he was, 
obviously waiting for the train ; and there was his portmanteau close by, 
with his name on it, already labelled fur London I What answer but tlie 
true one could he make after that 7 Could he let the train go without 
him, and loae the preoioua hours so vitally important to Neelie and him- 
self 7 Impoanble 1 Allan helpleaaiy confirmed the printed statement on 
his portmanteau, and heartily wished himself at the other end of the world 
as he said the words. 
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How very fortunate ! ” rejoined Mias Gwilt. “ I am going to London 
too. Might I aak you, Mr. Armadale (na you aeem to be quits alone), to 
be my escort on the journey ? ” 

Allan looked at the little assembly of travellers, and travellers’ friends, 
collected on the platform, near the booking-office door. They were all 
Thorpe-Ambrose people. Ho was probably known by sight, and Miss 
Gwiltr was probably known by sight, to every one of thorn. lu sheer 
d’esperation, hesitating more awkwardly than ever, he produced his cigar- 
oase. I should be delighted,*’ he said, with an embarrassment which 
was almost an insult under the circumstances. But I — I’m what the 
people who get sick over a cigar, call a slave to smoking.” 

“ I delight in smoking ! ” said Miss Gwilt, with undiminished vivacity 
and good humour. “ It’s one of the privileges of the men which I have 
always envied. I’m afraid, Mr. Armadale, you must think I am forcing 
myself on you. It certainly looks like it. The real truth is, I u ant par- 
ticulai-ly to say a word to you in private about Mr. Midwinter.” 

The train came up at the same moment. Setting Midwinter out of the 
question, the common decencies of politeness left Allan no alternative but 
to submit. After having been the cause of her leaving her situation ut 
Major Milroy’s, oiler having pointedly avoided her only a few days since 
on the high-road, to have declined going to London in the same carriage 
with Miss Gwilt would have been an act of downright briftality which it 
was simply impossible to commit. Damn her ! ” ^id Allan, internally, 
ns he handed his travelling companion into an empty carriage, officiouidy 
placed at his disposal, before all the people at the station, by the guard. 
“ You shan’t be disturbed, sir,” the man whispered confidentially, with a 
smile, and a touch of his hat. Allan could have knocked him down with 
the utmost pleasure. “ Stop I ” he said, from tlie window. I don’t want 
the carriage — ” It was useless ; the guard was out of hearing ; the 
whistle blew, and the train started for London. 

The select assembly of travellei-s’ friends, left behind on the platform, 
congregated in a circle on the spot, with the statioa-master in the 
centre. 

The station-master — otherwise, Mr. Mack — was a popular character in 
the neighbourhood. He possessed two social qualifications which invari- 
ably impress the average English mind — he was an old soldier, and he 
was a man of few words. The conclave on the platform insisted on taking 
his opinion, before it committed itself positively to an opinion of its own. 
A brisk fire of remarks exploded, as a matter of course, on all sides ; but 
everybody’s view of the subject ended interrogatively, in a question aimed 
point-blank at the station- master’s ears. 

She's got him, hasn’t she ? ” ** She’ll come baok * Mrs. Armadale,’ 

won’t she ? ” “ He’d better have stuck to Miss Milroy, hadn’t he ? ” 

**Mi88 Mih'oy stuck to km. She paid him a visit at the great house, 
didn’t she?” Nothing of .the sort; it’s a shame to take the girl's 
character away. She was caught in a thunderstorm close by ; ho was 
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obliged to give her shelter j and she’s never been near the place since. 
Mias Gwilt’s been there, if you like, with no tlmnderstorm to force her 
in; and Miss Gwilt’s off with him to London in n carriage all to them- 
selves, eh, Mr. Mack ? ” ** Ah, he’s a soft one, that Armadale ! with all 
bis money, to take up with a red-haired woman, a good eight or nine years 
older than he is ! She’s thirty if she’s a day. That’s what I say, Mr. Mack. 
What do you say ? ” “ Older or younger, she’ll rule the roast at Thorpe- 

Ambrose; and I say, for the sake of the place, and for the sake of trade, 
let’s moke the best of it ; and Mr. Mack, as a man of the world, sees it in 
the same light ns I do, don’t you, sir? ” 

“ Gentlemen,” said the station-master, with his abrupt military accent, 
and his impeneti-able military manner, “ she’s a devilish fine woman. 
And, when I was Mr. Armadale’s age, it’s my opinion, if her fancy had 
laid that way, she might have married Ale.” 

With that expression of opinion the station-master wheeled to the right, 
and intrenched himself impregnably in the stronghold of his own office. 

The citizens of Thorpe-Ambroae looked at the closed door, and 
gravely shook their heads. Mr. Mack had disappointed them. No 
opinion which openly recognizes the frailty of human nattire, is ever 
a popular opinion with mankind. “ It’s as good as saying that any of us 
might have married her, if we had been Mr. Armadale’s age 1 ” Such was 
the general impression on the minds of the conclave, when the meeting had 
been adjourned, and the members were leaving the station. 

The last of the party to go was a slow old gentleman, with a habit of 
deliberately looking about him. Pausing at the door, this observant 
person stared up the platform, and down the platform, and discovered in 
the latter direction, standing behind an angle of the wall, an elderly man 
in black, who had escaped the notice of everybody up to that time. 
“ Why, bless my soul ! ” said the old gentleman, advancing inquisitively by 
a step at a time, ** it can’t be Mr. Bashwood ! ” 

It was Mr. Barfiwood — Mr. Bashwood, whose constitutional curiosity 
had taken him privately to the station, bent on solving the mystery of 
Allan’s sudden journey to London — Mr. Bashwood who had seen and 
heard, behind his angle in the wall, what ever}'body else had seen and 
heard, and who appeared to have been impressed by it in no ordinary way. 
He stood Btiffiy against the wall, like a man petrified, with one hand pressed 
on bis bare bead, and the other holding his hat — he stood, with a dull flush 
on bis face^ and a dull stare in his eyes, looking straight into the black 
depths of the tunnel outside the station, as if the train to London had 
difl 4 )peared in it but tbe moment before. 

Is your bead bad 7 ” asked tbe old gentleman. Take my advice. 
Go borne and lie down.” 

Mr. Baahwood listened mechanically, with his usual attention, and 
answered meobanically, with bis usual politeness. 

“ Yea, air,” be sud, in a low lost tone, like a man between dreaming 
and waking ; ** PH go home and lie down.” 
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** That’s right/’ rejoined the old gentleman, making for the door. 
** And take a pill, Mr. Bashwood — take a pill.” 

Five minutes later, the porter charged with the business of locking up 
tho station, found Mr. Bashwood, still standing bareheaded against the 
wall, and still looking straight into the black depths of the tunnel, as if tho 
train to London had disappeared in it but a moment since. 

“ Come, sir ! ” said the porter, I must lock up. Are you out of 
sorts ? Anything wrong w ith your inside ? Try a drop of gin-and-bitters.” 

“ Yes,” said Mr. Bashwood, answering the porter exactly as he had 
answered the olJ gentleman ; “ I’ll try a drop of gin-and-bitters.” 

The poiter took him by the arm, and led him out. “You’ll get 
it there,” said the man, pointing confidentially to a public-house ; “and 
you’ll get it good.” 

“ I shall get it there,” echoed Mr. Bashwood, still mechanically re- 
peating what was said to him ; “ and I shall get it good.” 

His will seemed to be paralysed ; his actions depended absolutely on 
what other people told him to do. He took a few steps in tho direction 
of the public-house — hesitated ; staggered — and caught at the pillar of one 
of the station lamps near him. 

The porter followed, and took him by the ann once more. 

“ Why, you’ve been drinking already 1 ” exclaimed the man, with a 
suddenly-quickened interest in Mr. Bash wood’s case. “ What was it ? 
Beer?” 

Mr. Bashwood, in his low lost tones, echoed the last word. 

It was close on the portei’s dinner-time. But when the lower orders 
of the English people believe they have discovered an intoxicated man, 
their sympathy with him is boundless. The porter let his dinner take its 
chance, and carefully assisted Mr. Bashwood to reach the public-house. 
“ Gin-and-bitters will put you on your legs again,” whi.spered this 
Samaritan setter-right of the alcoholic disasters of mankind. 

If Mr. Bashwood had really been intoxicated, the effect of the porter’s 
remedy would have been marvellous indeed. Almost as soon as tho glass 
was emptied, the stimulant did its work. The long-weakened nervous 
system of tlie deputy-steward, prostrated for the moment by the shock that 
hud fallen on it, rallied again like a weary horae under the spur. The 
dull flush on his cheeks, the dulk stare in his eyes, disappeared simul- 
taneously. After a momentary effort, he recovered memory enough of 
what had passed to thank the porter, and to ask whether he would take 
something himself. The worthy creature instantly accepted a dose of his 
own remedy — in the capacity of a preventive — and went home to dinner 
as only those men can go home who are physically wai*med by gin-and- 
bitters, and morally elevated by the performance of a good action. 

Still strangely abetracted (but conscious now of the way by which he 
went), Mr. Bashwood left the public-house a few minutes later, in his turn. 
He walked on mecbanioally, in his dreary black garments, moving like a 
blot on tlte whi^ surface of the sun-brightened rood, as Midwinter hud 
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seen him move in the early days at Thorpe -Ambrose when they had first 
met. Arrived at the point where he had to ohooSe between the way that 
led into the town, and the way that led to the great house, he stopped, 
incapable of deciding, and careless, apparently, even of making the attempt. 

m be revenged on her I ” he whispered to himself, still absorbed in his 
jealous frenzy of rage against the woman who had deceived him. “ I'll be 
revenged on her,” he repeated in louder tones, “ if I spend every hal^enny 
I’ve got ! ” 

Some women of the disorderly sort, passing on their way to the town, 
heard him. Ah, you old brute,” they called out, with the measureless 
licence of their class ; “ whatever she did, she served you right 1 ” 

The coarseness of the voices startled him, whether he comprehended the 
words or not. He shrank away from more interruption and more insult, 
into the quieter road that led to the great house. 

At a solitary place by the wayside, he stopped and sat down. He 
took off his hat, and lifted his youthful wig a little from his bald old head, 
and tried desperately to get beyond the one immoveable conviction which 
lay on his mind like lead — the conviction that Miss Gwilt had been pur- 
posely deceiving him from the first. It was useless. No effort would free 
him from that one dominant impression, and from the one answering idea 
that it had evoked — the idea of revenge. He got up again, and put on his 
hat, and walked rapidly forward a little way — then turned without know- 
ing why, and slowly walked back again. “ If I had only dre^od a little 
smarter I ” said the poor wretch, helplessly. “ If I had only been a little 
bolder with her, she might have overlooked my being an old man 1 ” The 
angry fit returned on him. He clenched his clammy trembling hands, and 
shook them fiercely in tlie empty air. I’ll be revenged on her,” he 
reiterated. “I’ll be revenged on her, if I spend every halfpenny Tvo 
got ! ” It was terribly suggestive of the hold she had token on him, that 
his vindictive sense of injury could not get for enougli away from her to 
reach the man whom he believed to be his rival, even yet. In his rage, 
as in his love, be was absorbed, body and soul, by Miss Gwilt. 

In a moment more, the noise of running wheels approaching from 
behind startled him. He turned, and looked round. There was Mr. 
Pedgiff the elder, rapidly overtaking him in the gig, just as Mr. Pedgift 
had overtaken him once already, on that former occasion when lie had 
listened under the window at the great bouse, and wlien tlie lawyer had 
bluntly charged him witli feeling a curiosity about Miss Gwilt ! 

In an instant, the inevitable association of ideas burst on his mind. 
The opmion of Miss Gwilt, which be bad beard the lawyer express to 
Allan, at porting, flashed back into bis memory, side by side with 
Mr. Pedgift’s Mrcastic approval of anything in the way of inquiry which 
his own ourioaity might attempt “I may be even with her yet,” he 
thoug^ty “ if Mr. Pedgift will help me !— Stop, air 1 ” he called out 
desperately as the gig came np with him. “ K please, air, I want to speak 
to you.” 
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Pcdgifl Senior slackened the pace of his iaat-trottixig mare, without 
pulling up. “ Come to the office in half-an-hour/’ he said. Fm busy 
now.” Without waiting for an answer, without noticing Mr. Bas^wood^a bow, 
he gave the mare the rein again, and was out of sight in another minute. 

Mr. Bashwood sat down once more in a shady place by the roadside. 
Ho appeared to be incapable of feeling any slight but the one unpardonable 
slight put upon him by Miss Gwilt. He not only declined to resent, he 
even made the best of Mr. Pedgiil's unceremonious ti'eatment of him. 
“ Half-an-hour,” he said, resignedly. “ Time enough to compose myself ; 
and I want time. Very kind of Mr. Pedgiit, though he mightn’t have 
meant it.” 

The sense of oppression on his head forced him once again to remove his 
hat. He sat with it on his lap, deep in thought ; his face bent low, and the 
wavering fingers of one hand drumming absently on the crown of the hat. 
If Mr. Pedgift the elder, seeing him as he s^ now, could only have looked 
a little beyond him into the future, the monotonously-drumming hand of the 
deputy-steward might have been strong enough, feeble as it was, to stop 
the lawyer by the roadside. It was the worn, weary, miserable old hand 
of a worn, weary, miserable old man — but it was, for all that (to use the 
language of Mr. Pedgift’s own parting prediction to Allan), the hand that 
was now destined to “ let the light in on Miss Gwilt.” 


CHAPTER Xm. 

An Old Man’s Heart. 

Punctual to the moment, when Uie half hour’s interval had expired, 
Mr. Bashwood was announced at the office, as waiting to see Mr. Pedgill 
by special appointment. 

The lawyer looked up from his papers -with an air of annoyance ; he 
had totally forgotten the meeting by tlie roadside. “ See what he wants,” 
said Pedgift Senior to Pedgift; Junior, working in the same room with him. 
“ And, if it’s nothing of importance, put it oflf to some ether time.” 

PedgiR Junior swdflly disappeared, and swifUy returned. 

“ Well ? ” asked the father. 

“ Well," answered the son, “ he is rather more shaky and unintelligible 
than usual. I can make nothiog out of him, except that he persists in 
wanting to see yon. My own idea,” pursued Pedgift Junior, with his 
U6\ial sardonic gravity, ** is, that he is going to have a fit, and that he 
wishes to acknowledge your uniform kindness to him, by obliging you 
with a private view of the whole proceeding.” 

Pedgift Senior habitually matched everybody — his son included — 
with their own weapons. ** Be good enough to remember, Augustus,” he 
rejoined, **that My Boom is not a Court of Law. A bad joke is not 
invariably followed by ^ roars of laughter’ htrt. Let Mr. Bashwood 
oome in.” 
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Mr. BaaLwood was introduced, and Pedgift Junior withdrew. You 
mustn’t bleed him, air,” whispered the incorrigible joker, as he passed the 
back of his father’s chair. “ Hot-water bottles to the soles of his feet, 
and a mustard plaster on the pit of his stomach — that’s the modem 
treatment.” 

“ Sit down, Bashwood,” said Pedgift Senior, when they were alone. 
** And don’t forget that time’s money. Out with it, whatever it is, at the 
quickest possible rate, and in the fewest possible words.” 

These preliminary directions, bluntly but not at nil unkindly spoken, 
rather increased than diminished the painful agitation under which 
Mr. Bashwood was suffering. lie stammered more helplessly, he trem- 
bled more continuously than usual, ns he made his little speech of thanks, 
and added his apologies at the end for intruding on his patron in business 
hours. 

“ Everybody in the place, Mr. Pedgift, sir, knows your time is 
valuable. Oh, dear, yes ! oh, dear, yes ! most valuable, most valnablt' ! 
Excuse me, sir. I’m coming out with it. Your goodness — or rather your 
business — no, your goodness gave me half-an-hoiir to w'ait — and I have 
thought of what I had to say, and prepared it, and put it short.” Having 
got as far as that, he stopped with a pained, bewildered look. lie had 
put it away in his memory, and now, when the time came, he was too 
confused to find it. And there was Mr. Pedgift mutely waiting; his face 
and manner alike expressive of that silent sense of the valuofwf his own 
time, which every patient who has visited a great doctor, every client who 
^ consulted a lawyer in large practice, knows so well. “ Have you 
heard the news, sir ? ” stammered Mr. Badiwood, shifting his ground in 
despair, and letting the uppermost idea in his mind escape him, simply 
because it was the one idea in lum that was ready to come out. 

‘‘Does it concern mef" asked Pedgift Senior, mercilessly brief, and 
mercilessly straight in coming to the point. 

“ It concerns a lady, sir, — no, not a lady — a young man I ought to 
say, in whom you used to feel some interest. OIj, Mr. Pedgift, sir, viliat 
do you think ! Mr. Armadale and Miss Gwilt have gone up to London 
together to-day — alono, sir — alone in a carriage reserved for their two 
selves. Do you think he’s going to marry her? Do you really think, 
like the rest of them, he’s going to marry her ? ” 

He put the question with a suddea flush in his face, and a sudden 
enei^ in his manner. His sense of the value of the lawyer’s time, his 
conviction of the greatness of the lawyer’s condescension, his constitutional 
shyness and timidity — all yielded together to his one overwhelming interest 
in hearing Mr. Pedgift’s answer. He was loud for the first time in his life, 
in putting the question. 

“ After my experience of Mr. Armadale,” said the lawyer, instantly 
hardening in look and manner, “ 1 believe him to be infatuated enough to 
marry Miss Gwilt a doaen times over, if Miss Gwilt chose to nsk him. 
Tour news doesn’t surprise me in the least, Boshwbod. I’m sorry for 
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him. I can honestly say that, though he has set my advice at defiance. 
And I’m more sorry stiU,” he continued, softening again as his mind 
reverted to his interview with Neelie under the trees of the paik ; “ I’m 
more sorry still for another person who shall be nameless. But what have I 
to do with all this 7 and what on earth is the matter with you 7 ” he resumed, 
noticing for the first time the abject misery in Mr. Bashwood’s manner, 
the blank despair in Mr. Bashwood’s face, which his answer had produced. 
“ Are you ill 7 Is there something behind the curtain that you’re afraid 
to bring out 7 I don’t understand it. Have you come here — here in my 
private room, in business hours — with nothing to tell me but that young 
Armadale has been fool enough to ruin his prospects for life 7 Why, I 
foresaw it all weeks since, and what is more, I as good ns told him so at 
the last conversation 1 had with him in the great house.” 

At those last words, Mr. Bashwood suddenly rallied. The lawyer’s 
passing reference to the great house had led him back in a moment to the 
purpose that he had in view. 

That’s it, sir 1 ” he said engerly ; “ that’s what I wanted to speak to 
you about; that’s what I’ve been preparing in my mind. Mr. Pedgift, 
bir, the last time you were at the great house, when you came away in 
your gig, you — ^you overtook me on the drive.” 

“ I daresay 1 did,” remarked Pedgift, resignedly. “ My mare happens 
to be a trifle quicker on her legs than you are on yours, Baslnvood. Go 
on, go on. We shall come in time, I suppose, to what you are driving at.” 

“ You stopped, and spoke to me, sir,” proceeded Mr. Bashwood, advan- 
cing more and more eagerly to his end. ** You said you suspected me of 
feeling some curiosity about Miss Gwilt, and you told me (I remember 
the exact words, sir) — you told me to gratify my curiosity by all means, 
for you didn’t object to it.” 

Pedgift Senior began for the first time to look interested in hearing 
more. 

“ I remember something of the sort,” he replied ; “ and I also remember 
thinking it rather remarkable that you should happen — we won’t put it in 
any more oflTensive way — to be exactly under Mr. Armadale’s open window 
while I was talking to him. It might have been accident of course ; but 
it looked rather more like curiosity. I could only judge by appearances,” 
concluded pointing bis sarcasm with a pinch of snuff ; and 

appearances, Bashwood, were decidedly against you.” 

“ I don’t deny it, sir. I only mentioned the circumstance because I 
wished to acknowledge that I was curious, and am curious about Miss 
Gwilt.” 

Why 7 ” asked Pedgift Senior, seeing something under the surface 
in Mr. Bashwood’s face and manner, but utterly in the dark thus far as 
to %Vhat that something might be. 

There was silence for a moment. The moment passed, Mr. Bashwood 
took tlie refuge usually taken by nervous unready men, placed in his 
circumstances, when they are at a loss for an answer. He simply reiterated 
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the auertion that he had jujit made. I feel some curiosity, sir,” he said, 
with a strange mixture of doggedness nnd timidity, ** abput Miss 
Gwilt.’» 

There was another moment of silence. In spite of his practised 
acuteness and knowledge of the world, the lawyer was more puzzled than 
erer. The case of Mr. Bashwood presented the one human riddle of all 
others, which he was least qualified to solve. Though year alter year 
witnesees, in thousands and thousands of cases, the remorseless disinheriting 
of nearest and dearest relations, the unnatural breaking-up of sacred 
family ties, the deplorable severance of old and firm friendships, due 
entirely to the intense self-absorption which the sexual passion can 
produce when it enters the heart of an old man, the association of love 
with infirmity and grey hairs arouses, nevertheless, all the world over, 
no other idea than the idea of extravagant improbability or extravagant 
absurdity in the general mind. If tlie interview now taking place in 
Mr. Pedgiil's consulting-room had taken place at his dinner-table instead, 
when wine had opened his mind to humorous influences, it is possible 
that he might, by this time, have suspected the truth. But, in his 
business hours, Pedgift Senior was in the habit of investigating men’s 
motives seriously from the business point of view ; and he W'as on that 
very account simply incapable of conceiving any improbability so startling, 
any absurdity so enormous, as the absurdity and improbability of Mr. 
Bashwood’s being in love. 

Some men in the lawyer’s position would have tried to force their 
way to enlightenment by obstinately repeating the unanswered question. 
Pedgift Senior wisely postponed the question luitil lie had moved the 
conversation on another step. “ Well,” he resurued, “let us say you feel 
a curiosity about Miss Gwilt. What next ? ” 

The piilms of Mr. Bashwood’s hands begun to nioihten under iho 
influence of his agiiation, as they had moistened in the jiast days when he 
had told the story of his domestic sorrows to Midwinter at the great 
house. Once more he rolled his handkerchief into a bull, and dubbed 
it sollly to and fro from one hand to the other. 

“ May 1 ask if I am right, air,” be began, in believing that you 
have a very unfavourable opinion of Miss Gwilt ? You are quite con- 
vinced, I think ” 

“ My good fellow,” interrupted Pedgift Senior, “ why need you be in 
any doubt about it 7 You were under Mr. Armadale's open window all 
the while I was talking to him ; and your ears, 1 presume, were not 
absolutely abut.” 

Mr. Bashwood showed no sense of the interruption. The little sting 
of the lawyer^s sarcasn^ was lost in the nobler pain that wrung him from 
the wound inflicted by Miss Gwilt. 

You are quite coavinoed, 1 think, sir,” be resumed, that there are 
circumstances in this lady's past life, which would be highly discredit- 
able to her if they were discovered at the present time 7 ” 
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<<The window was open at the great bouse, Bashwood; and your 
ears, I presume, were not absolutely shut." 

Still impenetrable to the sting, Mr. Basbwood persisted more obsti- 
nately than ever. 

“ Unless I am greatly mistaken,” he said, your long experience in 
such things has eren suggested to you, sir, that Miss Gwilt might turn 
out to be known to the police ? ” 

.Pedgift Senior’s patience gave way. You have been over ten 
minutes in this room,” he broke out ; ** can you, or can you not, tell me in 
plain English what you want ? ” 

In plain English — with the passion that had transformed him, the 
passion which (in Miss G wilt’s own words) had made a man of him, 
burning in his haggard cheeks — Mr. Bashwood met the challenge, and 
faced the lawyer (as the worried sheep faces the dog) on his own ground. 

“ I wish to say, sir,” he answered, ‘‘ that your opinion in this mutter 
is my opinion too. I believe there is something wrong in Miss G wilt’s 
past life, which she keeps concealed fiom everybody — and I want to be 
the man who knows it.” 

Podgift Senior saw his chance, and instantly reverted to the question 
that he had postponed. “ Why ? ” he asked for the second time. 

For the second time, Mr. Bashwood hesitated. Could he acknowledge 
that he liad been mud enough to love her, and mean enough to be a spy 
for her ? Could he say, She has deceived me from the first, and she has 
deserted me now her object is served. After robbing me of my happiness, 
robbing me of my honour, robbing me of my last hope left in life, she has 
gone from m(‘ for ever, and left me nothing but my old man’s longing, slow 
aud sly, and strong and changeless, for revenge. Revenge that I may 
liave, if I can poison her success by dragging her frailties into the public 
view. Revenge that I will buy (for what is gold or what is life to me ?) 
with the last farthing of my hoarded money and the lust drop of my 
stagnant blood. Could ho say that to the man who sat waiting for his 
answer ? • No ; ho could only crush it down and be silent. 

The lawyer’s expression began to harden once more. 

“ One of us must speak out,” he said ; “ and, os you evidently 
won’t, I will. I can only account for this extraordinary anxiety of yours 
to make yourself acquainted with Mias G wilt’s secrets, in one of two 
ways. Your motive is either an excessively mean one (no offence, 
Bashwood, 1 am only putting the case), or an excessively generous one. 
After my experience of your honest character and your creditable 
conduct, it is only your due that 1 should absolve you at once of the 
mean motive. 1 believe you are as incapable as I am — I can say no 
moro— -of turning to meroenary account any discoveries you might make 
to Miss G wilt’s prejudice in Miss G wilt’s past life. Shall I go on any 
further ? or would you prefer, on second thoughts, opening your mind 
frankly to me of your own accord ? ” 

I should prefer not interrupting you, sir,” said Mr. Bashwood. 
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Ab yon please, ’* pursued Pedgift Senior. “ Having absolved you of 
the mean motive, I come to the generous motive next. It is possible that 
you are an unusually grateful man ; and it is certain that Mr. Armadale 
has been remarkably kind to you. After employing you under Mr. 
Midwinter, in the steward’s office, he has had confidence enough in your 
honesty and your capacity, now his friend has left him, to put his 
business entirely and unreservedly in your hands. It’s not in my 
experience of human nature — but it may be possible nevertheless — that 
you are so gratefully sensible of that confidence, and so gratefully 
interested in your employer’s welfare, that you can’t see him, in his 
friendless position, going straight to his own disgrace and ruin, without 
making an effort to save him. To put it in two words. Is it your 
idea that Mr. Armadale might be prevented from marrying Miss Gwilt, 
if he could be informed in time of her real character ? And do you 
wisli to be the man who opens his eyes to the trutli ? If that is 
the case ” 

He stopped in astonishment. Acting under some uncontrollable 
impulse, Mr. Basliwood had started to his feet. He stood, with his 
withered face lit up by a sudden irradiation from within, v’hich made him 
look younger than his age by a good twenty years — he stood, gasping for 
breath enough to speak, and gesticulated cntreatingly at the lawyer with 
both hands. 

“ Say it again, sir I ” he burst out eagerly ; recovering *\ii8 breath, 
before Pedgift Senior had recovered his surprise. “ The question about 
Mr. Armadale, sir ! — only once more ! — only once more, Mr. Pedgift, 
please 1 ” 

With his practised observation closely and distrustfully at work on 
Mr. Bashwood's face, Pedgift Senior motioned to him to sit down again, 
and put the question for the second time. 

“ Do I think,” said Mr. Bashwood, repeating the senwj, but not the 
words of the question, that Mr. Armadale might be parted from l^Iiss 
Gwilt, if she could be shown to him as she really is ? Yes, sir ! And do 
I wish to be the man who does it? Yes, sir 1 yes, sir ! ! yea, sir III” 

“It's rather strange,” remarked the lawyer, looking at him more and 
more distrustfully, “ that you should be so violently agitated, simply 
because my question happens to have hit the mark.” 

The question happened to have bit a mark which Pedgift little dreamed 
of. It had released Mr. Bashwood's mind in an instant, from the dead 
pressure of his one dominant idea of revenge, and had showm him a 
purpose to be achieved by the discovery of Miss G wilt’s secrets, which hod 
never occurred to him till that moment. The marriage which ho hud 
blindly regarded as inevitable, was a marriage that might be stopped 
— not in Allan’s interests, but in his o^vn — and the woman whom 
he believed that he had lost, might yet, in spite of circumstances, 
be a woman won I His brain whirled as lie thought of it. His ow n 
roused resolution almost daunted him, by its terrible incongruity with 
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all tbc familiar habits of his mind, and all the customary proceedings 
of his life* 

Finding his last remark nnans^frered, Pedgift Senior considered a little, 
before he said anything more. 

“ One thing is clear,” reasoned tho lawyer with himself. “ His true 
motive in this matter, is a motive which he is afraid to avow. My ques- 
tion evidently offered him a chance of misleading me, and he has accepted 
it op the spot. That’s enough for me. If I was Mr. Armadale’s lawyer, 
the mystery might be worth investigating. As things are, it’s no inte- 
rest of mine to hunt Mr. Bashw’ood from one lie to another, till I run 
him to earth at last. I have nothing whatever to do with it ; and I shall 
leave him free to follow his own roundabout courses, in his own round- 
about way.” Having arrived at that conclusion, Pedgift Senior pushed 
back his chair, ^nd rose briskly to terminate the interview. 

“ Don’t be alarmed, Bash wood,” he began. The subject of our 
conversation is a subject exhausted, so far as I am concerned. I have 
only a few Inst words to say, and it’s a habit of mine, as you know, to 
say my last words on my legs. Whatever else I may be in the dark 
aV)OUt, I have made one discovery, at any rate. I have found out what you 
really want with me — at last ! You want me to help you.” 

“ If you would be eo very, very kind, sir?” stammered Mr. Basbwood. 
“ If you would only give me the great advantage of your opinion and 
advice ? 

‘‘ Wait a bit, Basbwood. We will separate those two things if you 
please. A lawyer may offer an opinion like any other man ; but when a 
lawyer gives his advice — by the Lord Harry, sir, it’s Professional I You’re 
welcome to my opinion in this matter ; I have disgnised it from nobody. 
I believe there have been events in Miss Gwilt’s career, which (if they 
could be discovered) would even make Mr. Armadale, infatuated as he is, 
afraid to many her — supposing, of course, that he really is going to marry 
her ; for though the appearances are in favour of it so far, it is only an 
assumption after all. As to the mode of proceeding by which the blots on 
this woman’s character might or might not be brought to light in time 
— she may be married by licence in a fortnight if she likes — tliat is a 
branch of the question on which I positively decline to enter. It implies 
speaking in my character as a lawyer, and giving you, what I decline 
positively to give you, my professional advice.” 

“ Oh, sir, don’t say that I ” pleaded Mr. Basbwood. Don’t deny me 
the great favour, the inestimable advantage of your advice 1 I have such 
a poor head, Mr. Pedgift 1 1 am so old and so slow, sir, and I get so 

sadly startled and worried when Pm thrown out of my ordinary ways. 
It's quite natural you should be a little impatient with me for taking up 
your time — I know that time is money, to a clever man like you. Would 
you excuse me — would you please excuse me, if I venture to say that I 
have saved a little something, a fe^ pounds, sir ; and being quite lonely, 
with nobody dependent on mo^l’m sure 1 may spend my savings as 1 please ? ’* 
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Blind to eyery consideration but the one consideration of propitiating 
Mr. Pedgift, he look out a dingy, ragged old pocket-book, and tried, with 
trembling fingers, to open it on the lawyer's table. 

Put your pocket-book back directly,” said Pedgift Senior. “ Richer 
men than you have tried that argument with me, and have found that there 
is such a thing (off the stage) as a lawyer who is not to be bribed. I will 
have nothing to do with the case, under existing circumstances. If you 
want to know why, I beg to inform you that Miss Gwilt ceased to 
be professionally interesting to me on the day when I ceased to be 
Mr. Armadale’s lawyer. I may have other reasons besides, which I don’t 
think it necessary to mention. The reason already given is explicit 
enough. Go your own way, and take your responsibility on your own 
shoulders. You may venture witliin reach of Mias Gwilt’s claws, and 
come out again without being scratched. Time will show. In the mean- 
while, I wish you good-morning — and I own, to my shame, that I never 
knew till to-day what a hero you were.” 

This time, Mr. Bashwood felt the sting. Without another word of 
expostulation or entreaty, without even saying “ Good-morning ” on his 
side, he walked to the door, opened it softly, and left the room. 

The parting look in his face, and the sudden silence that had fallen on 
him, were not lost on Pedgift Senior. ‘‘ Bashwood will end badly,” said 
the lawyer, shuffling his papers, and returning impenetrably to his intcr- 
riiiited work. ^ 

The change in Mr. Bashwood’s face and manner to something dogged 
and self-contained, was so startlingly uncharacteristic of him, that it even 
forced itself on the notice of Pedgift Junior and the clerks, as he passed 
through the outer oflice. Accustomed to make the old man their butt, 
they took a boisterously comic view of the marked alteration in him. 
Deaf to the merciless raillery with which he was assailed on all sides, ho 
stopped opposite young Pedgift ; and looking him attentively in the face, 
said, in a quiet absent manner, like a man thinking aloud, “ I wonder 
whether you would help me ? ” 

“Open an account instantly,” said Pedgift Junior to the clerks, “in 
the name of Mr. Bashwood. Place a chair for Mr. Bashwood, with a foot- 
stool close by, in case he wants it. Supply me with a quire of extra double- 
wove satin paper, and a gross of picked quills to take notes of Mr. Bash- 
wood’s case; and inform my father instantly that I am going to leave 
him and set up in business for myself, on the strength of Mr. Bash- 
wood's patronage. Take a seat, sir, pray take a seat, and express your 
feeflngs fkedy.** 

Still impenetrably deaf to the raillery of which he was the object, 
Mr. Bashwo^ waited until Pedgift Junior had exhausted himself, and then 
turned quietly away. 

“ I ought to have known better,” he said, in the aame abaent manner aa 
before. “ He is bis fhther*a mm all over — he would make game of me 
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on my deathbed." lie paused a moment at the door, mechanically brushing 
his hat with his hand, and went out into the street. 

The bright sunshine dazzled his eyes, the passing vehicles and foot- 
passengers startled and be^vildered him. He shrank into a by-street, and 
put his hand over his eyes. “ I’d better go home,” he thought, “ and shut 
myself up, and think about it in my own room." 

His lodging was in a small house, in the poor quarter of the town, 
lie; let himself in with his key, and stole softly upstairs. The one little 
room he possessed met him cruelly, look roun4 it where he might, with 
silent memorials of Mias Gwilt. On the chimney-piece were the flowers she 
had given him at various times, all withered long since, and all preserved 
on a little china pedestal, protected by a glass shade. On the wall hung 
a wretched coloured print of a woman, which he had caused to be nicely 
trained and glazed, because there was a look in it that reminded him of 
her face. In his clumsy old mahogany writing«-desk were the few 
letters, brief and peremptory, which she had written to him at the time 
when he was watching and listening meanly at Thorpe- Ambrose to please 
lur. And when, turning his back on these, he sat down wearily on his 
sofa-bedstead — there, hanging over one end of it, was the gaudy cravat 
of blue satin, which he had bought because she had told him she liked 
bright colours, and which he had never yet had the courage to wear, though 
he had taken it out morning after morning with the resolution ^o put it 
on 1 Habitually quiet in his actions, habitually restrained in his lan- 
guage, he now seized the cravat as if it was a living thing that could feel, 
and flung it to the other end of the room with an oath. 

The time passed; and still, though his resolution to stand between 
Miss Gwilt and her marriage remained unbroken, he was as far as ever 
from discovering the means which might lead him to his end. The more 
he thought and thought of it, the darker and the darker his course in the 
future looked to him. 

He rose again, as wearily as he had sat down, and went to his cup- 
board. “ I’m feverish and thirsty," he said ; “ a cup of tea may help 
me." He opened his canister, and measured out his small allowance of 
tea, less carefully than usual. “ Even my own hands won’t serve me 
to-day I " be thought, as he scraped together the few grains of tea that he 
had spilt, and put them carefUlly back in the canister. 

In that fine summer weather, the one fire in the house was the kitchen- 
fire. He went downstairs for the boiling water, with his teapot in his 
hand. 

Nobody but the landlady was in the kitchen. She was one of the 
many English matrons whose path through this world is a path of thorns ; 
and who take a dismal pleasure, whenever the opportunity is afibrded 
them, in inspe^ng the scratohed and bleeding feet of other people in 
A like condition with themselves. Her one vice was of the lighter sort — 
the vice of e«riosity ; and among the many oounterbalanoing virtues she 
possessed, was virtue of greatly respecting Mr. BM^wood, as a lodger 
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whose rent was regulai'ly paid, and whoso ways were always quiet and 
civil from one year’s end to another. 

“ What did you please to want, sir? ” asked the landlady. “ Boiling 
water, is it ? Did you ever know the water boil, Mr. Bashwood, when 
you wanted it? Did you ever see a sulkier 6re than that? I’ll put a 
stick or two in, if you’ll wait a little, and give me the chance. Dear, 
dear me, you’ll excuse my mentioning it, sir, but how poorly you do look 
to-day ! ” 

The strain on Mr. Bashwood's mind was beginning to tell. Some- 
thing of the helplessness which he had shown at the station, appeared 
again in his face and manner as he put his teapot on the kitchen-table, 
and sat down. 

“I’m in trouble, ma’am,” he said quietly; “and I find trouble gets 
harder to bear than it used to be.” 

“ Ah, you may well say that ! ” groaned the landlady. “ /'m ready for 
the undertaker, Mr. Bashwood, when my time comes, whatever you may 
be. You’re too lonely, air. When you’re in trouble it’s some heliJ — 
tliough not much — to shill a share of it off on another person’s shoulders. 
If your good lady had only been alive now, sir, what a comfort you would 
have found her, wouldn’t you ? ” 

A momentary spasm of pain passed across ^Ir. Bashwood’s face. The 
landlady had ignorantly recalled him to the misfortunes of his married life. 
He had been long since forced to quiet her curiosity aboifl his family 
affairs, by telling her that he w'as a widower, and that his domestic circum- 
stances hud not been happy ones ; but lie had taken her no further into 
his confidence than this. The sad story which he had related to Mid- 
winter, of his drunken wife who had ended her miserable life in a lunatic 
o^lum, was a story which he had shrunk from confiding to the talka- 
tive woman, who would have confided it in her turn to every one else in 
the house. 

“ What I always say to my husband, when he's low, sir,” pursued the 
landlady, intent on the kettle, “ is, ‘ What would you do nowy Sam, with- 
out Me?* When his temper don’t get the better of him (it will boil 
directly, Mr. Bashwood), he says, * Elizabeth, I could do nothing.’ When 
his temper does get the better of him, he says, * I should try the public- 
house, missus ; and I’ll try it now.’ Ah, I’ve got my troubles I A man 
with grown-up sons and daughters, tippling in a public-house I I don’t 
call to mind, Mr. Bashwood, whether you ever had any sons and daugh- 
ters? And yet, now I think of it, 1 seem to fancy you said yea, you had. 
Daughters, air, weren’t they? — and, oh, dear I dear I to be sure I all dead.” 

“ 1 had one daughter, ma’am,” said Mr. Bashwood, patiently — “ Only 
one, who died before she was a year old.” 

« Only one 1 ” repeated the sympathising landlady. • “ It’a as near 
boiling 11 it ever will be, sir ; give me the teapot. Only one ! Ah, it 
comes heavier (don’t it 7) when it’s an only child ? You said it was an 
only child, 1 think, didn’t you, sir 7 ” 
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For ft moment, Mr. Bft^wood looked at the woman with vacant eyes, 
and without attempting to answer her. After ignorantly recalling the 
memory of the wife who had disgraced him, she was now, as ignorantly, 
forcing him back on the miserable remembrance of the son who had 
ruined and deserted him. For the first thne, since he had told his story 
to Midwinter, at their introductory interview in the great house, his 
mind reverted once more to the bitter disappointment and disaster of the 
past. Again, he thought of the bygone days, when he had become 
security fbr his son, and when that son^s dishonesty had forced him to sell 
everytUng be possessed, to pay the forfeit tiiat was exacted when the 
forfeit was due. ** I have a son, ma’am,” he said, becoming conscious that 
the landlady was looking at him in mute and melancholy surprise. “ I 
did my best to help him forward in the world, and he has behaved very 
badly to me.” 

“ Did he now ? ” rejoined the landlady, with an appearance of the 
greatest interest. “ Behaved badly to you — almost broke your heart, 
didn’t he ? Ah, it will come home to him, sooner or later. Don’t you 
fear ! Honour your father and mother, wasn’t put on Moses’s tables of 
stone for nothing, Mr. Bash wood. Where may he be, and what is he 
doing now, sir ? ” 

The question was in effect almost the same as the question which 
Midwinter had put when the circumstances had been described to him. 
As Mr. Bashwood had answered it on the former occasion, so (in nearly 
the same words) he answered it now. 

“ My son is in London, ma’am, for all I know to the contjrary. He 
was employed, when I last heard of him, in no very creditable way, at the 
Private Inquiry Office ” 

At those words, he suddenly checked himself. His face flushed, his 
eyes brightened ; he pushed away the cup which had just been filled for 
him, and rose from his seat. The landlady started back a step. There 
was something in her lodger’s face that she had never seen in it befere. 

I hope I’ve not offended you, sir,” said the woman, recovering heir 
Belf-posaesBion, and looking a little too ready to take offence on her side, 
at a moment’s notice. 

“ Far from it, ma’am, far from it ! ” he rejoined in a strangely eager, 
hurried way. I have just remembered something — something very im- 
portant. 1 must go upstairs — it’ s a letter, a letter, a letter. I’ll come back 
to my tea, ma’am. I beg your pardon, I’m much obliged to you, you’ve 
been very kind — I’ll say good-by, if you’ll allow meinfor the present.” To 
the landlady’s amazement, he cordially shook hands with her, and made 
for the door, leaving tea and teapot to take care of themselves. 

The moment he reached his own room, he locked himself in. For a 
little while he stood holding by the ohimney-pieoe, waiting to recover his 
breath. The moment he could move again, he opened his writing-desk 
on the Uble» That fer you^ Hr. Pedgift and l^n ! ” he said) with a 
snap of hit fingers as he sat down» « I’ve got a son too ! ” 
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There wu a knock at the door — ^a knock, aoft, considerate, and con- 
fidential. The anxious landlady wished to know whether Mr. Bashwood 
was ill, and begged to intimate for the second time, that she earnestly 
trusted she had given him no offence. 

“ No ! no 1 ” he called through the door. I’m quite well — I’m 
writing, ma’am, I’m writing — please to excuse me. She’s a good 
woman; she’s an excellent woman,” he thought when the landlady 
had retired. I’ll make her a little present. My mind’s so unsettled, 
I might never have thought of it but for her. Oh, if my boy is 
at the office still 1 Oh, if I can only write a letter that will make him 
pity me I ” 

He took up his pen, and sat thinking anxiously, thinking long, before 
he touched the paper. Slowly, with many patient pauses to think and 
tliink again, and with more than ordinary care to make his writing 
legible, he traced these lines : — 

<‘Mt deak James, — You will be surprised, I am aff lid, to see my hand- 
writing. Pray don’t suppose I am going to ask jou for money, or to 
reproach you for having sold me out of house and home when you forfeited 
your security, and I had to pay. I am willing, and anxious, to let bygones 
be bygones, and to forget the past. 

It is in your power (if you are still at the Private Inquiry Office) to 
do me a great service. I am in sore anxiety and trouble, on fbe subject of 
a person in whom I am interested. The person is a lady. Please don’t 
make game of me for coniessing this, if you can help it. If you knew 
what I am now sufifering, I think you would be more inclined to pity than 
to make game of me. 

“ I would enter into psTticulars, only I know your quick temper, and 
I fear exhausting your patience. Perhaps, it may be enough to say, that 
I have reason to believe the lady’s past life has not been a very creditable 
one, and that I am interested— more interested than words can tell — ^in 
finding out what her life has really been, and in making the discovery 
within a fortnight from the present time. 

Though I know very little about the ways of buriness in an office 
like yorurs, 1 can understand that, without first having the lady’s present 
address, nothing can be done to help me. Unfortunately, I am not yet 
acquainted with her present address. I only know that she went to town 
to-day, aoeompanied by a gentleman, in whose employment 1 now am, 
and who (as 1 believ^will be likely to write to me for money before many 
days more are over his head. 

** Is this droumstance of a nature to help us 7 I venture to say * us,* 
because 1 count already, my dear boy, on your kind assistance and 
advice. Don't let money ati^ between us — 1 have saved a little iome« 
thing, and it is aU freely at josnr disposal. Pray, pray write to me by 
return of post 1 If ycMi will only try your best to end the dreadftil sus- 
pense under which 1 am now sufTering, you will atone for all the grief 
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and disappointment you caused me in times that are past, and you -will 
confer an obligation that he will never forget, on, 

“ Your affectionate Father, 

“ Fjslix Bashwqod.” 

After waiting a little, to dry hia eyes, Mr. Bashwood added the date 
and address, and directed the letter to hifc son, at The Private Inquiry 
Office, Shadyside Place, liondon.” That done, he went out at once, and 
posted his letter with his own hands. It was then Monday ; and, if the 
answer was sent by return of post, the answer would be received on 
Wednesday morning. 

The interval day, the Tuesday, was passed by Mr. Bashwood in the 
steward’s office at the great house. He had a double motive for absorbing 
himself as deeply as might be in the various occupations connected with 
the management of the estate. In the first place, employment helped him 
to control the devouring impatience with which ho looked for the coming 
of the next day. In the second place, the more forward be was with the 
business of the office, the more free he would be to join his son in London, 
without attracting suspicion to himself by openly neglecting the interests 
placed under his charge. 

Towards the Tuesday afternoon, vague rumours of something wrong 
at the cottage, found their way (through Major Milroy’s servants) to the 
servants at the great house, and attempted ineffectually through this 
latter channel to engage the attention of Mr. Bashwood, impenetrably 
fixed on other things. The major and Miss Neelie had been shut up 
together in mysterious conference ; and Miss Neelie’s appearance after the 
close of the interview, plainly showed that she had been crying. This 
liad happened on the Monday afternoon ; and on the next day (tliat 
present Tuesday) the major had startled the household by announcing 
briefiy that his daughter wanted a change to the air of the sea-side, and 
that he proposed taking her himself, by the next train, to Lowestoft. The 
two had gone away together, both very serious and silent, but both, 
apparently, very good friends, for all that. Opinions at the great house 
attributed this domestic revolution to the reports current on the subject 
of Allan and Mias Gwilt. Opinions at the cottage rejected that solution 
of the difficulty, on practical grounds. Miss Neelie had remained inacces- 
sibly shut up in her own room, from the Monday afternoon to the Tuesday 
morning when her lather took her away. The major, during the same 
interval, had not been outside the door, and had spoken to nobody. And 
Mrs. Milroy, at the first attempt of her new attendant to inform her of 
the prevailing scandal in the tows, had sealed the aervant’a lips by flying 
into ene of her terrible passions, the instant Miss Gwilt’s name was men- 
tioned. Something must have happened, of course, to take Major Milroy 
and his daughter so suddenly from home — but that something was cer- 
tainly net Mr. Arm«dale*s scandalous elopement, in broad daylight, with 
MissOwilt. 


6 — 2 
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Th« afUrnoon passed, and the evening passed, and no other event 
happened but the purely private and personal event which had taken 
place at the cottage. Nothing occurred (for nothing in the nature of 
things could occur) to dissipate the delusion on which Miss Gwilt had 
counted — the delusion which all Thorpe- Ambrose now shared with 
Mr. Bash wood, that she had gone privately to London with Allan, in the 
character of Allan’s future wife. 

On the Wednesday morning, the postman, entering the street in which 
Mr. Bashwood lived, was encountered by Mr. Bashwood himself, so eager 
to know if there was a letter for him, that he had come out without his 
hat. There was a letter for him — the letter that he longed for from his 
vagabond son. 

These were the terms, in which Bashwood the younger answered his 
father’s supplication for help— after having previously ruined his father’s 
prospects for life : — 


Shadjside Place, Tuesday, July 29. 
“ Mr DEAR Dad, — ^We have some little practice in dealing with mysteries 
at this office ; but the mystery of your letter beats me altogether. Are 
you speculating on the interesting hidden frailties of some charming 
woman ? Or, after your experience of matrimony, are you actually going 
to give me a stepmother at this time of day ? Whichever it is, upon my 
life your letter interests me. ^ 

I am not joking, mind, — though the temptation is not an easy one to 
resist. On the contrary, I have given you a quarter of an hour of my 
valuable time already. The place you date from sounded somehow 
familiar to me. 1 referred back to the memorandum book, and found that 
was sent down to Thorpe-Ambrose to make private inquiries not very 
long since. My employer was a lively old lady, who was too sly to give iia 
her right name and address. As a matter of course, we set to work at 
once, and found out who she was. Her name is Mrs. Oldershaw — and if 
you think of her for my stepmother, I strongly recommend you to think 
again before you make her Mrs. Bashwood. 

“ If it is not Mrs. Oldershaw, then all I can do, so far, is to tell you 
how you may find out the unknown lady’s address. Come to town your- 
self, as soon as you get the letter you expect from tlie gentleman who has 
gone away with her (1 hope he is not a handsome young man, for your 
sake) ; and call here. I will send somebody to help you in watching hia 
hotel or lodging ; and if he communicates with the lady, or the lady with 
him, you may consider her address discovered from that moment. Once 
let me identify her, and know where she is, — and you shall see all her 
charming little secrets as plainly as you see the paper on which your 
affectionate son is now writing to you 

** A word more about the terms. I am as willing a# you are to be 
friends again ; but, though I own you were out of pocket me once, 
I can*t aflford to be out of pocket by you. It must be understood that 
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you are answerable for all the expenses of the inquiry. We may have to 
employ some of the women attached to this office, if your lady is too wide- 
awake, or too nice-looking, to be dealt with by a man. There will be 
cab-hu!e, and postage-stamps — admissions to public amusements, if she is 
inclined that way — shillings for pew-openers, if she is serious, and takes 
our people into churches to hear popular preachers, and so on. My own 
profesdonal services you shall have gratis ; but I can’t lose by you as well . 
Only remember that — and you shall have your way. Bygones shall be 
bygones, and we will forget the past. 

“ Your affectionate Son, 

“James Bashwood.” 

In the ecstasy of seeing help placed at last within his reach, the iather 
put the son’s atrocious letter to his lips. “ My good boy 1 ” he murmured 
tenderly. “ My dear, good boy I ” 

He put the letter down, and fell into a new train of thought. The 
next question to face was the serious question of time. Mr. Pedgift had 
told him Miss Gwilt might be married in a fortnight. One day of the 
fourteen had passed already, and another was passing. He beat his hand 
impatiently on the table at his side, wondering how soon the want of 
money would force Allan to write to him from London. “ To-morrow ? ” 
he asked himself. “ Or next day ? ” 

The morrow passed ; and nothing happened. The next day came— 
and the letter arrived ! It was on business, as he had anticipated ; it asked 
for money, as he had anticipated — ^and there, at the end of it, in a post- 
script, was the address added, concluding with the words, “ You may count 
on my staying here till further notice.” 

He gave one deep gasp of relief ; and instantly busied himself — though 
there were nearly two hours to spare before the train started for London 
— in packing his bag. The last thing he put in was his blue satin cravat. 
“ She likes bright colours,” he said, “ and she may see me in it yet I ” 



110 


J^n laiimsUtts ojf (Snjiand. 


It is always inierestifig and oflien very useful to English reidets to hear 
the opinions of intelligent foreigners with regard to their cotmlry knd 
their society ; and perhaps the first impressions of an Australian colonist, 
alter twenty-five years’ absence from Britain, may be worth a little atten- 
tion. Those who, like myself, have left a provincial part of the mother- 
country when very young, and have grown up at the antipodes, must 
have as few preconceived ideas about England as any foreigner. Our 
knowledge has been hitherto derived from books and newspapers, or from 
conversations with new-comers or friends who have been on a visit to 
England, and is necessarily very incomplete; but at tlic same time we 
are of the old stock, born in Britain, and with a love and reverence for it 
greater than any American can possibly have. No spirit of rivalry or 
antagonism has ever arisen in any of the Australian colonies to prevent 
uS from taking the kindliest view of the mother-country. Although our 
political institutions are different, and our social distinctions^ess marked, 
we are still emphatically English ; and it will take several gi^erations 
before we can have a distinct national character of our own. 

It may be asked what there can be to strike us as new or strange if 
we are so English in character ? The character may be the same, but the 
circumstances are so different under which we have grown up, that we 
cannot help being surprised at much that we see and hear. In our case, 
we have an enormous territory sparsely peopled by an agricultural, 
pastoral, abd mining population, with here and there a town or city built 
on the sea-coast for the sake of imports and exports, and here and there a 
township close to a gold field or a copper mine ; and in the other case 
you have a small country dotted over with large and populous towns, 
connected together by a network of railways, and crowded with industrious 
workmen. With us we only produce the raw material, and all our efforts 
are directed towards producing it with the smallest amount of labour. 
With you all invention is on the stretch to make as much out of the raw 
material as possible, by labour and by machinery. In England all hmd 
is private property, and is in few hands. In Australia a great proportion 
of the land is unappropriated, and held by Government in trust for the 
people ; and those portions of it which are sold are in many bands, and 
often transferred. In England you have enormous wealth side by side with 
great want. In Australia labour and the rewards of labour are more 
equally divided. With you the suffrage is limited, with us it is all but 
imiversal. Here you have a State church and many Dissenters ; in Australia, 
or at least in that pert of Australia in which I have grown up, there is 
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no endowment whatever given bj the State to any reli^oue denoQunation. 
Our climate is hot and dry, with no winter anowa and no summer rains ; 
our vegetation is different, our landscape scenery is different So that, 

I think, it must be acknowledged that however English in character and 
feeling a colonist may be, he is likely to see much that will strike him as 
new when he visits England virtually for the first time in his life. 

And the first thing that strikes him forcibly is the magnitude of the 
towns and cities, especially the enormous extent and population of London 
— not the first day or the second, but afler living in it for a week or two, 
and seeing the miles of streets closely built and crowded with people in 
every direction. He, accustomed to think a great deal aboift the carrisge 
of goods and about road difficulties, can scarcely conceive bow such masses 
of people can possibly obtain their daily supplies of food and fuel, even by 
the bewildering number of railways that radiate from the great metropolis. 
Ho sees little signs of manufactures, and he wonders how these millions 
can get a living. Do they live off each other, or off the country in 
general ? Do foreigners, colonists, and provincials all fiook to London to 
be fleeced, that the city population may be supported? He feels as if 
England must be small indeed, to necessitate men to leave the healthful, 
breezy country, to crowd into the streets and courts and alleys of London, 
Manchester, Birmingham, and Glasgow. The contrast between the wealth 
and the poverty of England strikes him with a strange feeling of awe 
when he compares the hideous slums of London with the miles of streets 
in which no one con live on an income of less than a thousand, two 
thousand, fire thousand pounds a year; or when, “in th^ season,” he 
contrasts the splendid equipages, the beautiful horses, the liveried ser- 
vants, the peifectly appointed equostriane, the idle gentlemen, and the 
handsome and elegantly-dressed ladies in Hyde Park, with the ragged 
beggars whom he meets at every street-comer. And yet, painful as this 
is, how pleasant to an Australian homo on a visit is London and London 
society. For the first time in his life he is at leisure to see everything and 
to enjoy everything ; and for the first time in his life he finds other people 
who are as idle as himself, and with whom he can visit or travel, or merely 
saunter about London. It is only in London that one can find company 
in idleness or pleasure-seeking. In all the great manufacturing towns life 
is as busy and rather more anxious than it is in Australia or the United 
States ; and in small provincial towns there is too much exclusiveness for 
Australians to penetrate into society when on a short visit. 

The great beauty of the English landscape, its undulations, its soft- 
ness, its wonderful variety of mountain, wood, and shore, impresses most 
favourably a visitor from our far south land. Its perpetual verdure 
contrasts- with our pastures scorched up for many summer months. The 
exquisite changes in the tints of the foliage of youi- forest-treos — from those 
of spring, when the young leaves are “ some very red, and some a glad 
light green,” as your oldest descriptive poet expresses it, to the luxuriant 
greenery of summer, and then to the mellow and russet tints of autumn — 
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are always full of interest to eyes long accustomed to evei'green trees, 
almost all of one genus, with long narrow pointed leaves. We have, 
nevertheless, many very handsome trees, and I think the first im- 
pression we have of your English trees is, that they are very small 
compared with ours ; and if we land, as I did, in the end of winter, the 
leaflessness is painfully cheerless. They also strike us as different from 
ours in having been planted and cared for by the hand of man, for our 
forest-trees do not shoot up straight to the light, or throw out their 
branches symmetrically, as yours do; but as we watch the development of 
the first bud into the tender leaf and the full foliage and the autumn 
decay, these Varieties seem to compensate for the months in which there is 
not a leaf on the trees. The variety of foliage, too, in the beech, the 
oak, the elm, the ash, the pine, the birch, the chestnut, the lime, and the 
various firs and pines, makes ns desire that we could add os many 
varieties to our gum-trees and wattles, and our stringy-bark forests. 
Although no country of equal extent has such a variety of natural 
scenery as Great Britain, had she trusted merely to her indigenous trees, 
the landscape of to-day would have much less beauty, and the gardens 
would have shown a very different list of fruit-trees. We Australians have 
imported and cultivated, with even greater success than in Europe, the 
vine, the orange, the peach, nectarine, plum, apricot, apple and pear, the 
fig, the almond, the olive, the loquat, the mulberry, and the okerry-tree, 
and under certain favouring conditions, we can grow the strawberry, the 
raspberry, and the English currant; so that though nature gives us scarcely 
one edible fruit in all the vast island of Australia, it is the very paradise 
of fruit through the cultivation of what we can import. And I hope that 
we shall add your forest-trccs to ours with as much success. 

To our eyes, accustomed to great stretches of plain and great ranges of 
hills, the undulations, the valleys, the small mountain ranges, the narrow 
belts of trees planted for shelter, or by way of ornament, the green liedge- 
rows interspersed with occasional trees, the beauty of the numerous 
rivers and of their banks, the great extent of sea-shore, with all the 
various aspects of the coast — sandy, shingly, or rocky, and often green to 
the water’s edge, give us constant and great enjoyment. Above all 
things, we admire your rivers, your lakes, and your mountain streams. 
Even the recent exceptionally hot and diy summer is moist compared 
to what I have been accustomed to; and it is a curious coincidence 
that the last Australian summer has been the longest and the driest 
known for rery many years. Engaged in a perpetual warfiire with 
the dryness of our climate, with a long summer, frequently rainless for 
many months together even in our most favoured districts, and in the 
interior sopaetimes rainless for eighteen months at a time, and with our 
water-courses often quite dried up in summer, and our rivers frequently 
lost in sandy plains before reaching the sea, we turn to your perenni^ 
streams with an admiration you can scarcely understand. In all land- 
scapes, whether on canvas or in nature, we prefer those where there is 
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freah water to be seen. The sense of utility intensifies the sense of 
beauty. 

But, on the other hand, the careful cultivation of Britain, the utiliza- 
tion of every little bit of land (even the narrow ridges on the sides of the 
railways), the rarity of commons or waste land, gives us a painful impres- 
sion, We feel cribbed and cabined and confined. Colonial children rarely 
like England ; they do not like every place to be private property not to be 
trespassed over. There is no doubt that the concentration of all the 
landed property in the kingdom into few hands, appears a much greater 
evil to those who have grown up in such a country as Australia than to 
those who have all their lives seen nothing else. Although I am not so 
much of a Hadioal as to suggest a division of property, I must say that I 
think every facility should be g^ven to the transfer of land, and that 
some step should be taken to prevent the inheritance of colossal fortunes. 
In no country should there be any limit placed to what a man may 
acquire by industry and abstinence, but as to what he may inherit, I think 
a line may be drawn. Is it really for the benefit of a country, or for the 
good of the individual, that a fortune of two or three millions should be 
left to one man, or even to two or three ? 

In your England an agricultural labourer, working from the earliest 
days, when he is worth sixpence a week to frighten the crows, till he is 
worn out at sixty, earns in all his life about 600/., or at the utmost, 1,000/. 
This is the money-worth of his life’s work. There are proprietors and 
inillionnaires who have as much as that for every day of their lives without 
doing anything in the world for it, or, at least, without needing to do any- 
thing. No doubt, under such a system, England has grown up a very 
great country ; science and art and invention and literature have all been 
encouraged, but the question arises, would it not have been a greater 
country and a happier country if there had not been such an enormous 
disparity of conditions ? 

This state of things cannot but strike a colonist more forcibly than it 
strikes a foreigner, for most Europeans have grown up under a similar 
system, and in many old countries the contrast between the two ends of 
society is as marked as in England. The wealth of England is certainly 
a surprising thing to any stranger ; but 1 believe that continental visitors 
are most impressed with the great numbers and great importance of the 
middle class, — those with incomes of between five hundred and fifteen hun- 
dred a year, while we are most surprised at the large landed proprietors and 
the commercial millionnaires. The middle class, and especially the upper 
middle” class, is a moat valuable element in the population; all the more so 
because it is a fluctuating element, a class which it is comparatively easy 
to rise to or to fall firom. There are very few landed estates of that value 
in England, and that sxxUQl number is on the decrease, so that the income I 
speak of is derived generally from business or from stock or funded properly, 
which is easily transferred. When such an income comes to be divided 
amongst a man’s family, they must either work to supplement it, or fiiU 
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in iooial poaition and let others rise. If it is deriyed from a salary^ of 
oourse it stops a man’s life, and unless the family have a business or 
a salary of their own they must fidl. This is and will be the position of 
aU our upper classes in Australia, for though there is no hindrance to 
making wills in any way, neither law nor custom favours the rights of 
primogeniture either for land or for personal property, and land is as 
easily transferred as Bank stock. We are likely to have few large 
fortunes and many moderate oues, and it is to be hoped tliat the labouring 
classes will, in the earlier days of the colonies, become habituated to 
a standard of comfort that they will not willingly fall fh>m. 1 should 
be sorry to see the working man and his family worse fbd, worse clothed, 
or worse lodged than he is at preseot in Australia, and I should hope that 
the opportunities of rising from his class will continue to be as fi*equent 
as now, and be a permanent spur to legitimate ambition — not one chance 
in ten thousand, but something a great deal more attainable than that. 
It ia the high rate of profits rather than the high rate of wages that has 
been such a boon to working classes in our country, for .all savings 
could be easily invested in land or in building societies, so as to produce 
from ten to twenty per cent. ; so that the inducement to save was much 
greater than here, where savings-banks’ interest is very small, and where 
co-operation is still bat imperfectly understood. The thing that astonishes 
us is how working people in Britain can bring up a family and save 
anything for old age, and there is no doubt that to do it they must 
practise a minute economy that is most creditable to them. 

With us, all our ingenuity is directed to the economy of labour ; with 
you, though you certainly do multiply your hands marvellously by the 
employment of machinery in manufactories, in all your rural pursuits the 
efibrts of the farmer are directed towards the economy of land. To this end 
he ia lavish of labour and of capital. Perhaps in no country in the world 
is there so great an extent of land cultivated with so few hands employed 
in it as in the colony of South Australia, which is the granary of the 
south land. There are four acres under tillage for every man, woman, and 
^ild in the colony — and not a sixth part of the male population engngi^d 
in it; making about one adult male for eighty acres of land. The crops 
are what would be called very short, but it is better for us to have half 
crops than to bestow double labour on them ; and with the reaping 
nuu^ine to taka our wheat off the ground, with cheap land, and with 
B market for our surplus grain in the adjoining colonies, the farmer finds 
that an average crop of fourteen bushels per acre pays him very well. 

By-aod-by as the world advances, and our population increases, we 
must change our tactios, and bestow more careful cultivation on our land, 
paitidilarly as, though we have great extent of territory, we have 
limitations as to arable land. lu the vast interior of Australm there are 
tnmta which may feed flodka end herds, with, on the whole, tolerable 
suocem, but which can never be available for agriculture, fbr there is no 
certainty of rains. In some seasons the trof^iral rains from the north 
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eztenA 90 &r souths mod in some seasotti the ^winter mins from the 
Southern Ooean extend so ftir north, but in many years Central Australia 
has no rain at all. 

Ihe quantity of enclosed land under pasture in England strikes an 
Australian as enormous, and prores to him, without any reference to 
statistics, that a very large proportion of the grain supplied- for feeding 
the people must come from abroad. It is right and natural that it 
should be so. If England is the workshop of the world, if there are 
manufactured for other nations those articles of utility, comfort, and 
luxury which they cannot as well fabricate for themselves, it is a natural 
consequence that these work-people riiould draw their food from foreign 
countries. Britain has a population far beyond what she can feed, let 
her strain all the resources of scientific agriculture to the utmost. To 
me there appears something perilous in the position. I do not say that 
my alarm is well groimded, but it is natnral for an inhabitant of a great 
food -exporting country to feel so. Observing the intense anxiety felt by 
the inhabitants of the Midland counties about the supplies of coal, and 
hearing the calculations that arc often made as to how long it will hold 
out at the present enormous rate of consumption, I could not help con- 
cluding that upon this hinged, in an enormous degree, the present pre- 
eminence of Britain, and that a very large number of the superabundant 
population are in fact living upon this coal, and on what can be made of 
it. Science may probably discover a new heat-generator before the coal 
is worked out, but it is not likely that the new parent of force will be 
80 exclusively English as its coal-mines. It may be one in which our 
Australian inferiority is not so marked, and consequently make us more 
favourably situated for manufactures than we are now. This may not 
come till Jong after our day, but I am so much accustomed to look forward 
a few generations for the future of our own colony, that the old habit clings 
to me ; and wherever I turn I see so many instances of the economy of 
land, so many proofs of its enormous money-value, so much care taken of 
it, and of all that can be supposed to increase its productive powers, that 
it is impossible for me to overlook that greatest of all distinctions between 
the new country and the old. 

Perhaps nothing on the surface of society strikes a colonist more than 
the number of old people whom he meets. In travelling about in various 
ways, in public gatherings for any purpose, and in general visiting society, 
the number of gi*ey heads is remarkable. It is not because England, as 
compai’ed with Australia, is more conducive to longevity (though I believe 
that will be found to be the case, in a great measure, when our colonies are 
old enough to draw the comparison fairly), but because our colonies as a 
rule were settled and reinforced by young people, and thirty years is 
too short a period for our old pe<q)le to appear numerous. 

And the next thing that strikes a stranger like myself, who goes a good 
deal about, and visits both his own friends and relatives and colonial 
friends* friends, is the extraordinary varieties of society he meets with in 
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£ng1«nd. 1 think on the 'whole that this is the most remarkable feature 
in England. I do not speak of business life, I believe that is the same all 
over the -world ; a merchant in London may do more business, but he 
conducts it on the same principle as one in Sydney, or Paris, or New 
York. Shopkeeping is the same thing here as at the antipodes, and the 
learned professions are conducted after the same fashion ; but I speak of 
the fiimily life, the social life, the life which men and women lead together 
and which women lead by themselves, and where we see the characters, 
the tastes, and the hobbies that do not come out in the shop, the office, 
or the factory. 

The extent of this variety is rarely seen by foreigners, or by American 
travellers. As a rule, those who are able to write books on England, 
have already attained some celebrity, and in virtue of this, they go from 
one circle where people of literary or scientific eminence associate to another 
of the same sort, and very rarely meet with the average commonplace 
Englishman or Englishwoman, who nevertheless is a most important element 
in the country. They perhaps neglect to describe such of them as they 
do see ; they naturally wish to note only what is distinguished and 
uncommon, and their book gains in piquancy while it loses a little in 
absolute fidelity. Then, again, a clever writer is apt to be lionized, and 
treated with apparently frank hospitality, but yet with real reserve. 

But tliough a colonist of long standing, 1 have not been lang enough 
away to have no home in England, and my relations have not forgotten 
me, so that I have them to visit ; and we make a practice of visiting our 
friends’ friends, and will go a good deal out of our way to take a parcel, 
or a message, or a full, true, and particular account of friends long settled 
in Australia, with children growing up about them, to the loving relatives 
whom they left in the old country. All the reserve which is said to be 
a national characteristic (though 1 must say 1 have seen none of it,) melts 
away like snow in sunshine before such an introduction. We get to the 
heart of the family at once. They wish us to see as much as tliey can 
show us of their daily life, that we may carry back as faithful a picture as 
we bring; and even their fixed conviction that everything is, and must be, 
better in England than in Australia, makes them more frank. 

You enter one circle, and you are in the heart of that large world 
known as the religious world. You see it in the books on the table, you 
hear it in the conversation ; and the visitors and the engagements of the 
family are all of one class. 

You enter another, and you are in the scientific world. Papa’s spare 
hours are devoted to the prosecution of some branch of science, or some 
invention which is dearer to him than his daily work. Some part, often 
a vezy large part, of his fiunily sympathizes with him and works with him ; 
and he surrounds hiinsclf with those books and men who are oongenial 
to his researches. 

You go to another, and find a number of people living for society — in 
town going out four or five nights a week, bicides doing a good deal iu 
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ibe way of lunoheon-parties and flower-show illtes, and, as a general j:ule, 
going everywhere to see and to be seen ; and in the country, unable to 
exist without the aid of picnics, water parties, croquet parties, and 
volunteer reviews. 

, You may next, through a letter of introduction, drop into the very 
heart of all sorts of philanthropic movements, and there you meet with a 
variety of people each with hia or her panacea for the existing evils of 
society. One says, Educate the people ; another. Wadi them and give them 
decent homes ; another says. Give votes to the people, and raise them so 
that they will educate and provide for themselves. One w'orks for chil- 
dren, another labours in prisons, a third visits workhouses. Here we see 
a man spending his life, or all of it that he con spare from the earning of 
his own living, in the education of poor children on a principle of his 
own ; there a woman giving all her life to the reformation of juvenile 
criminals, and another to the relief and assistance of distressed governesses. 
The more this class of workers do, the more they appear to disclose that 
needs to be done ; and one feels doubtful whether such great evils can be 
combated altogether by the noble efforts of so active a body of volunteers, 
and whether a little Government legislation would not enable them to 
work with more benefit to the world. But if anything could tempt me to 
remain in England, it is that I, too, might aid a little in such work. 

The class I speak of now is most antagonistic to that passed last imder 
review; they entertain a great mutual contempt of each other. The 
society girls and the society gentlemen despise the active philanthropists 
as being ill -dressed, strong-minded, and most fatiguing ; they are sure 
that they have dreadful quarrels amongst themselves, and that the women 
are, or are to be, all old maids. The philanthropists, on the other hand, 
despise the objectless, frivolous existence, pity the restlessness, and cannot 
even see the prettiness of the fluttering butterflies. And yet they are very 
pretty : their dress costs them more thought than anything else in the 
w'orld, and certainly costs their parents a great deal of money; but it is 
pretty after all. If they quarrel among themselves, which I have no doubt 
they do as much as the strong-minded ladies do, it is a matter of less 
concern to the world in general, and so it is not heard of. 

Your next visit may be to quiet people, who are a world to themselves. 
You see there simple domestic life, and hear nothing about gay parties, or 
science, or politics, or progress, or woman^s rights, or religious movements 
in whatever direction. You would scarcely think that any public events 
took place at all ; for though Paterfamilias reads the newspaper, he never 
talks of it. Mamma looks after her servants, who give her a good deal of 
trouble ; the girls do fancy-work, have each a friend — the sweetest girl in 
the world— and are very glad to play a game of croquet with any one; 
and the young men are far more tiresome than the girls, inasmuch as a 
lack of ideas in them is more intolerable in the sex which has had the 
^greater advantages. 

Again, you may meet with a circle of people who are devoted to art, 
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wliaare great admirers of some kinds of poetry, and who hate tratelied a 
great deal. In euch a circle an Australian f^ls his deBoiencies very much. 
He has no picture-galleries at home ; he does not know what to admire or 
how to express his admiration, and oRen makes distressing blunders in the 
opinion he gives. Though he may have taken long bush rides, and made 
narrow escapes from death by thirst or starvation, he has not travelled in 
their sense of the word, for he has not seen any antiquities, or stood on any 
world-renowned height to view a claauoal land. 

Again, your next acquaintance may be among that intelligent 
public for whom authors write their books, and to whom discoverers 
and inventors address themselves ; not the average Englishman, but one 
far above him ; the man whom superficial thinkers call commonplace, 
but in reality the man who keeps commonplace people fh>m stifling 
everything that is new and original. He does not himself write or invent, 
but his apprehension is quick, his judgment calm and clear, and the 
opinions which Smith, Brown, and Jones would never adopt from books, 
partly because they do not read tiiem and partly because they cannot 
understand them, they are often forced to accept, because a sensible man 
like Robinson offers them in a palatable form, and in quantities which 
they can swallow and digest at once. Such men as Robinson (good men 
of business, who provide for their families, and do n little diaritable work 
unostentatiously) never come before the public in any wa^,‘ao that we 
cannot ascertain how numerous they are in Britain. We can only guess 
that they are on the increase, by observing that a new idea makes more rapid 
way now than formerly. The author of a book or an essay, who tries to 
popularize ideas, either of his own or of some greater mind, by writing as 
clearly and as brilliantly as possible, and introducing familiar illustrations, 
in hopes of reaching Smith, Brown, Jones, and Robinson by it, fancies 
when his opinion is received, his discovery accepted, or his suggestions 
adopted, that be has reached them all ; whereas he has only convinced 
Robinson, and through him he influences the others. Those who write 
are apt to magnify their office, and have great facilities for doing so; but, 
for my part, I feel we cannot be grateftil enough, and England cannot be 
grateful enough, to the intelligent reader. We need him everywhere ; 
in town he is valuable, but in provincial society he is invaluable. It 
is supposed that the essence of provincialism is the exaggerated idea 
people have of their own importance, and the intense interest they take 
in their neighbours^ affairs, and that you can escape these things in a city ; 
but the provincial mind can be provincial even in London, and only 
exchanges its curiosity about the events of the village or the neighbour- 
hood for curiosity as to the afikirs of its own set, which to that class of 
minds is the worid. The domestic arrangements, the love affairs, and the 
mon^ matters of other people, can be as interesting in London as at 
Land’s End. An engagement entered into or broken off, or a last will 
and testament, perhaps, furnishes a topic of conversation for a longer time 
in the conntry, but it can be dwelt upon very sufficiently anywhere. I 
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used to hxicj that we^ in Auattalia) thought too tnueh about moneys and 
made it too much our object of existenoe, but I believe ootiTenation runs 
more on monej in England than with us. The manner in which young 
people speak of unearned money— -of what may be left by relations, or 
what may be gained by an advantageous marriage, and not of what can 
be earned by industry, or saved by economy, strikes me painfully. There 
ifl a sadly worldly tone in the manner in which the sacied subjects of 
death and marriage are discussed. In a new country, like ours, girls very 
rarely have any money, and young men are generally the architects of 
their own fortunes ; marriage takes place at an earlier age, and need not 
be so very carefhlly weighed beforehand as it must be in England. We 
have here and there an old maid, but the mass of our women are wives 
and mothers, and too full of domestio duties, either to have the high 
cultivation or the desire for a wider field, which we see so general among 
middle-class educated Englishwomen. 

But 1 have not space to enumerate all the various phases which 
English society offers. There is the political world, where one really hears 
about parties, and divisions, and patronage, and <jovemment influence. 
There is the literary world, where one would fanCy people were only bom 
for the purpose of reading books, and where there is as much interest felt 
in the affairs of the set, as in the provinces one sees taken in those of the 
parish. There is the sporting world, which comes out strong in conversa- 
tion at certain times of the year. There is the agricultural world, the 
manufiicturing world, with its one employer, and its thousands of opera- 
tives. There are Englishmen, whose business and associations are with 
foreign countries, and there arc foreigners whose business is all with 
English. 

In each of the circles which I mention, a colonist feels the limitation 
of his stock of general information. His own life is various, but its very 
variety prevents him from carrying out any branch to the perfection 
which he sees in England. Although he may observe, read, and reflect a 
good deal, he has not had either the leisure or the opportunities to enable 
him to cope with those who have made one thing the study of their lives. 
But if we can appreciate and admire the thoroughness of the leaders of 
English intellect in all its departments, we may get some credit with them 
for our quick though superficial intelligence, and our adaptability to 
circumstances. The definite daily work, for instance, which our eolonial 
women have to do, if it prevents them from being devoted to literature, to 
art, or to philanthropy, brings out an amount of common sense and 
consideration for others which is too apt to be wanting among the many 
thousands in England who have no taste strong enough to become a 
pursuit, and who on leaving school find that there is nothing for them to 
do. 1 certainly think that the position of the larger proportion of un- 
married women in the United Kingdom is a most unenviable one, and 
I would submit for many generations to the discomfort of having a short 
supply of domestio servants in Australin, rather than take from our 
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middle^olasa women their present multifarious ocoupationB, iintil some 
X)lher or better career is opened to them. 

One consequence of our high wages is, that we do not see anywhere 
the exquisite finish and completeness in our domestic arrangements that 
you have in England. We have some very handsome and well-furnished 
houses in Australia, but it is the little details, the little conveniences, the 
many arrangements made that the family should be saved any avoidable 
trouble or annoyance that must strongly impress a colonist. 1 think it is 
very likely that we in Australia will have a taste for sumptuous furniture 
and appointments and equipages, but 1 do not think we can ever come up 
to the old country in the Utile details which give completeness. From 
our wealthy class not being a permanent class, we are never likely to have 
the old-estabUshed magnificence, the coUections of pictures handed down 
from father to son, and added to by each generation, the ancestral woods, 
the beautifully 'kept pleasure-grounds; so that, to see these things, our 
young Australians must visit Europe, and, in tlie visit, let us hope that 
they will learn somewhat beyond pleasing the eye. 

I, gathering my ideas of England hitherto almost exclusively from 
books, have had to rectify and modify many of them on closer knowledge. 
I do not see, for instance, that England is filled by tuft-hunters and 
match-makers, by worldly parents and calculating children. There is 
a good deal more regard paid to appearances and to posititn, and, as 1 
think, a more concentrated love of money here than in the colonies ; but 
I beUeve these tilings are rather on tlie wane than on the increase. The 
real goodness of England is not to be seen in a superficial glance through 
what is called society, but in the homes of the people. 1 am satisfied that 
EngUsh society is sound at the core, and that it is neither heartless nor 
altogether conventional. 

From the Uberal manner iu which the opinions and customs of other 
nations are now considered, and from the great patience with which I 
have oAen been listened to when talking about the affairs of an obscure 
and distant colony, 1 am convinced that England is losmg her insular 
character, and that, to quote Chaucer again, ** gladly will she learn and 
gladly teach.*' This openness of character will, in time, root out old 
national jealousies, and it will still more endear the old country to the far 
outshoots who are already sufficiently disposed to be proud of their 
descent. 
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Hitherto there has been but little intexest taken in Celtic history. Late 
events, however, have excited a certain degi*ee of curiosity about a very 
remote period of the Celtic history of the sister island. Who are the 
Fenians ? has been in almost every mouth. Who the Fenians are it is 
not easy to define : who the Fenians were any Irish scholar can easily 
explain. They were a number of tribes or men kept as a standing army, 
or niilitaiy caste, solely for purposes of war in Celtic Ireland about a 
couple of centuries before the conversion of that country to Christianity. 

We must begin at the beginning. Respectable Irish history, com- 
mencing with the S'ann Tosach of Genesis, usually starts with the account 
of the coming of the daughters of Adam to Ireland, with an exactness of 
detail interesting, but hardly credible. We, however, cannot even go so 
far back as Noah ; time and space forbid. The ancient history of Ireland 
divides conveniently enough into four great periods. The first of these 
extends from no one knows what time to the Christian era, and includes 
the invasions and occupations of the country by the Firbolgs, Nemedians, 
Tuatha De Danann, whoever they were, devils or Druii,« and lastly 
Milesians ; all which are mythical, but standing on a basis of facts very 
hard to get at now. The second period is less mythical, and, embracing 
men and things of which we have historical knowledge in addition to 
legendary accounts and local mementoes, stretches from the beginning of the 
Chrialian era until the conversion of the country to Christianity — from the 
first to the fifth century. This might justly be termed the heroic or 
romantic period of Hiberno-Celtic history. In it Conn of the Hundred 
Battles, and Niall of the Nine Hostages, lived and fought ; in it flourished 
Finn Mac Cumhaill, Osgar, and Osaian, the heroes of Irish romance. 

The next, or the Christian period — from the fifth to the ninth century 

was that in which religion and learning flourished : then Ireland obtained 
her most noble name. Insula Sanctorum, From the ninth century the 
Danes made continual attacks on the country ; they pillaged the colleges 
and churches, burnt the houses, killed the inmates, and (as they said 
themselves) droumed the books (in the rivers). As in England, they gained, 
and for a short time held, undisputed sovereignty in the country : often van- 
quished, they were never completely extirpated. A colony of them remained 
in Dublin, governed by a prince of their own, somewhat in the same manner 
as their compatriots had held Northumberland. At the end of this period 
the Norman flood that had deluged England overflowed into Ireland, and 
submerged “ the leavings of the Danes,” — the last remnants of Celtic civi- 
lization and religion. Thus ends the ancient history of Ireland. 
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There are then four periods : the mythic, extending to'^the Christian 
era ; the heroic, from the beginning of Christianity until the conversion 
of the country to Christianity — four centuries ; the Christian, from the 
conversion of the country until the beginning of the Danish incursions — 
three centuries ; and the dark or Danish peiiod, which extended to the 
Norman or English invasion in the twelfth century — three centuries. We 
can now see whereabouts we are. We have only to do with the heroic, 
or, as it is sometimes called, the Fenian period of Irish history. 

' There have been many derivations given for the name Fiana^ from 
which the English form, Fenians, is easily deduced; but the only one 
which seems to us to be worthy of a moment’s consideration is that 
which derives the name Fiana from Fionn, or Finn, the name of their 
most celebrated chieftain. The word Fiana, and the English Fenian 
from its genitive, means neithei* more nor less than “ Finn’s men,” or “ the 
people of Finn.” This Finn is the same whom Macpherson has dubbed 
Fingal, and whom the modem Irish call Finn Mac Cool. In ancient 
writings he is styled Finn Mac CumhaiU, after his father, Cumhall 
(pr. Coole). The name Fiana, or Fenians, was given, as we have said 
before, by ancient writers to a number of the Celtic tribes of Ireland 
which were permanently kept on military service, and had in return a 
certain allowance of the public lands, and some peculiar privileges. They 
were the military caste, so to speak, at one time in Celtic %-ftland. The 
chieftainship of them seems to have been hereditary in certain families, 
and by the names of those families they wore usually denominated. 
Those of Connaught, for instance, were called the Clann of Moma. 
There seems to have been a tribe or body of them attached to cacli 
provincial kingdom. The chief of those at Tara had the command of all, 
and he himself was under the immediate orders of the monarch. This 
functionary, often called the King of the Fenians, hod great influence, 
and sometimes thwarted and even resisted the royal power ri c( armts. 
The Fenians of Tara and those of Connaught make the greatest figure in 
history ; of those of Ulster and Munster, there is comparatively little 
recorded. In the institution of the Fenians, we have the same pheno- 
menon which presents itself to us in almost every community in the tribe 
state. Some tribes, or members of tribes, devote themselves to war, and 
take or receive from the reet, support and honour, and have sometimes 
developed into a pure caste, aa in India. This did not take place 
in Ireland. Like other great military orders of history, the Pitetjorion 
Guards and Janissaries, they became too powerful for the n^l 
authority, and were in consequence crushed by it on the first favourable 
opportunity. A rivalry existing between two divisions of the Fenian 
body, and taken advantage of by the ruler, efiected its destructiOD, and 
Celtic Ireland was saved fit>m the curse of a military caste. The Book 
of BallymoU — a book compiled about 1891— >m^tions (Ossianio Soc. 
voL V. p. 210) Cumhall as bead of the Feniana denoa aJ). 190. This 
Cumhall, father of the great Finn, was slain by one of tho Claim of 



THE ANCIENT FENIANS AND FSNUN LITEBATUBS. 128 


Moma, or Connaught Feniana, whenoe arose an undying hatred and 
continual rivalry between them and the Glann of Balsgtte, to which 
Oumhall belonged. Finn was chief of the Fenians in the reign of Cormac 
the Ghreat. He seems to have brought the oiganization to its greatest 
perfection, and he was able by his commanding talents at least to smother 
up the elements of discord daring his life. The contention between the 
two great olanns broke out again after his death, and ultimately caused 
the destruction of the force. Of Finn, Pinkerton says, in hia Inquiry 
into tho HiAory of Scotland (Oisianic Soc. vol. y. p. 210), that he 
seems to have been a man of great talents for the age, and of celebrity in 
arms. His formation of a regular standing army, in which all Irish 
accounts agree, seems to have been a rude imitation of the Roman legions 
in Britain. The idea, though simple enough, shows prudence, for such a 
force alone could have coped with the Romans had they invaded Ireland.” 
Keating, the historian, gets very solemn over Finn and hia Fenians. He 
says : — From this Fionn, the established militia of the kingdom were 
called Fiana Eirionn; and if it should be asserted, either through 
ignorance or prejudice, that there were no such standing body of troops 
in the island as those trained bands, to evince the contrary, let it be 
oonaidered that this part of history is supported by evidence not to be 
opposed. In some records, which treat of the old militia of Ireland, it is 
asserted that they were a body of men so strong, and so tall of stature, 
as is really incredible; for it is certain, though they were a brave and 
undaunted number of troops, yet the size of their persons did not exceed 
the common proportion of those times. Their business was to guard the 
country against foreign or domestic enemies, to support the right and 
succession of their kings, and to be ready at the shortest notice, upon any 
surprise or emergency of the State. They were to watch the sea-coasts, 
and to have a strict eye upon the creeks and havens of the island, lest 
any pirates should be lurking there, to plunder the country, and infest 
the inhabitants ; and they were established for the same purpose as a 
standing body of forces are kept up in any nation — ^to defend it from inva- 
sion, to support the right and prerogatives of the crown, and to secure the 
liberty and property of the people.” What more could Keating have 
given them to do 7 

We must, however, return to Finn. He married one daughter of 
King Cormao after he had failed to get another, Grained, who elop^ when 
ahe benrd of his intentions towards her. One of the best of the Celtic 
romanoee is the Elopement of Grainn^ vrith Dermuid. This Dermuid was 
a young and good-looking young officer of the Fenians, for whom the 
princess took a sudden fonoy when she found out that Finn was coming 
to ask her in marriage in his old age, of which, however, more hereafter. 
Finn is the great hero of this period. At the present day he gets the 
credit of making or using almoet every great natural curiosity in the 
whole land. It is said that he made the Giant’s Causeway as a highway 
to SooUand. His profile is to be seen on many monutsin outlines. He 
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has increased in size and physical in^portance every century since his 
death, whilst his intellectual greatness has been forgotten. From being 
an ordinary mortal with an extraordinoiy brain, he has developed, in the 
imaginations of the people, into a giant — a mere physical monstrosity, and 
(how are the mighty fallen !) — into a bugbear for naughly children. There 
is hardly a hill-side in Ireland that does not preserve a legend of him. 
Of all Irishmen he is the best known to tourists — they meet him every- 
where. Finn, however, perished at last — as even the heroic must do. 
He was treacherously slain on the bank of the river Boyne, when 
unarmed and unattended. The following is the notice of his death in the 
great AnnaU of Ireland by the Four Masters : — 

“ Age of Christ, 283, the sixteenth year of Cairbre : — Finn, grandson of 
Baisgne, fell by Aichleach, son of Duibdreann, and the sons of Uirgreann 
of the Luaighui Teamhrach (Tara) at Ath-Brea, upon the Boinn, of which 
it was said, — 

Finn was killed — it was with darts, Were it not that Caoiltd took revenge, 

With a lamentable wound : It would ha\'c been a victory over all his 

Aichleach, son of Duibhdreann, citt off true battles : 

The head of the son of Mochtamun (i.e. The three were cut off by him, 

Finn). Exulting over the royal champion.” 

This King Giirbre, aurnamed ‘^of the Liffey,” was a son and a successor of 
Cormac above mentioned. He, afler Finn’s death, disbanded* and outlawed 
the Clann of Baisgne, hitherto the most powerful division of the Fenians, 
and that to which the commanders had belonged, retaining in his service 
the Clann of Morna, the Fenians of Connaught. Thus exiled, they repaired 
to the dominions of the King of Munster, Mogha-Corb, who was a 
grandson of Finn. He espoused their cause and retained them in his 
service, contrary to the orders of his supreme king, the monarch. This 
brought on a war, and a bloody battle was fought at Gaura between the 
monarch and the King of Munster, in which the monarch lost his life by 
the hand of a man whom he had driven into exile, and the two great 
clanns of the Fenians slaughtered each other almost to extermination. 
Whence the verj^ next entry in the Annals is 

“ Age of Christ, 284 : — After Cairbre Liffcaebair (‘of the Liffey’) had 
been seventeen years in the sovereignty of Ireland, he fell in the battle of 
Gabhra-Aichle (‘ Gaura*) by the hand of Semeon, son of Cearb, (one) of 
the Fotharta: Fearcorb (‘Mogha<Corb*), the son of Cormac Cas (‘King 
of Munster who married Finn’s daughter’), having brought the Fiona with 
him, against the king, to defend Leath-Mhogha (‘the soathem half of 
Ireland ’) against him.” 

Thus ends the history of the Fiana or Fenians, and thus the monarch 
died, not, however, until he had slain in single combat Osgar their com- 
mander. The l^ends still existing about the Fenians and their great 
chief are numberless. It ia said that there were in times of peace three 
battalions of thaoii wHioh could be increased to seven when the necea- 
iities of war required, mek battalion numbering three thousand men. 
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Keating Bays, that before a man was enrolledi he had to eubsoribo to 
several artioles, curious enougli ui all conscience : — “ The first, that when 
he was disposed to marry, he should not follow the mercenary custom of 
insisting upon a portion with a wife ; but, without regard to her fortune, 
he should choose a woman for her virtue, her courte^, and good manners; 
the second, that he should never offer violence to a woman, or attempt to 
ravish her ; the third, that he would be charitable and relieve the poor who 
desired meat and drink, as far as his abilities would permit ; and the fourth, 
that he would not turn his back or refuse to fight with nine men of any 
other nation that set upon him, and offered to fight with him.” It is surely 
no wonder that the modern Irish are so pugnacious and so fond of a row, 
when their ancestors were willing to fight against such odds rather than 
miss a good shindy. We must, however, go back to the Fiona. Keating 
says that there were several rules to be observed in the admission of 
recruits to the Fenian ranks. The parents must give up all right to 
revenge or compensation for the candidate’s death, a very necessary regu- 
lation in a state of society when the punishment for a death was either 
revenge or eric* He must be able to compose verses. He must be expert 
with his weapons, and he was exposed to a veiy good test — he had to 
defend himself from the javelins of nine soldiers thrown at him at once. 
He was obliged to run through a wood pursued by some of the Fenians, 
in order to test his fleetness and agility. He must be able to hold his 
weapon without shaking ; if his hand shook he was rejected. He must 
be so swift and so light of foot as not to break a rotten stick by treading 
upon it; and, hardest of all to do, he must be able, without stopping 
or lessening his speed, to draw a thorn out of his foot. We would 
very much like to see the crowd who call themselves by the ancient name 
of Fenians trying these tests ; very few of them, indeed, would pass muster. 
Many people now hear for the first time of the emblem called “ the sun- 
burst of Erin.” The innocent original for this now treasonable device, 
was Finn Mac Cumhaiirs standard. 

In addition to the legends still existing amongst the people there is 
a great mass of MS. in the great libraries of Ireland taken up with 
the exploits of Finn and the Fenians. O’Curry, in his analysis of 
existing Celtic MSS. (Lectures on the MS. Materials of Irish History), 
makes a division of them into five principal classes, viz. : the Annals ; 
the Books of Genealogies and Pedigrees ; the Historic Tales ; the Imagi- 
native Tales and Poems, and the Ecclesiastical Writings. The fourth of 
these divisions, the Imaginative Tales and Poems, are mainly about the 
Fenian period, and have for their subject Finn and the Fenian heroes. 
Whence they are often call^ Fenian Tales and Poems, and still oftener 
Fenian Tales and Ossianic Poems, O’Curry says, The purely imagi- 
native literature of the ancient Gaedhils still existing in MSS. which have 
been handed down to us in safety, may be divided into distinct classes, 
some of whioh are compositions yet more ancient than the others.. The 
earliest of all — if we regard merely the authors to whom they are attributed 
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— are tbe poems or metrioal tales called the Feaian Poems, many of 
whkli are attributed to Oisin (Ossism) and Fergus, the sons of Finn Mao 
Cnmbaill, some of them to Finn himself, and some to his oousin Gaoilt^. 
After these may be placed the prose recitals, probably founded on similar 
poems now lost, but probably also themselves compositions of as early a 
date ; I mean those stories commonly called Fenian Tales. Finally, after 
the Fenian poems and tales, in point of date, we find a great number of 
romantic legends and tales, both in prose and verse, many of which were 
certainly composed at a very remote period, but of which the various dates 
of composition extend down almost to our own times. And it is within 
my own, memory that in Clare, and throughout Munster, the invention 
and redial of such romantic tales continue to afford a favourite delight to 
the still Gaedhi lie -speaking people.” He considers the MS. tales of later 
than the twelfth century, of comparatively little value. He divides the 
more andent into four classes ; the first, comprising those ascribed 
directly to the Fenian chiefs, Finn, Oisin, Fergus and Caoilt^; the second, 
consisting of tracts made up of articles in prose and verse, ascribed to 
some one of the same personages, but related by a second person ; the 
third, containing miscellaneous poems, descriptive of passages in the life 
of Finn and his warriors, 6ut not ascribed to any author ; and the fourth, 
consisting of certain tales in a romantic style relating to tbo same. To 
Finn are ascribed five existing poems, to Oisin but two, ^lich can be 
traced so far back as the twelfth century, to Fergus “ the eloquent,” one, 
and to Caoilt^ one. To the second class belongs the Dialogue of the 
Andent Men,” viz. Oisin and Gaoilte, who, the legend states, outlived the 
rest of the Fenian chiefs, and even conversed with St. Patrick, and related 
to him the exploits of the Fenians. The third class are often called 
” Ossianic,” since the legend gives them as conversations between Ossian 
and 8t. Patrick about the Fenians. As a specimen of these poems, we 
give a few stanzas from the opening of the well- known ” Lamentation of 
Oisin after the Fenians.” (Ossianic Soc. vol. iii, p. 280.) 


Alas ! 0 Fionn of the Fenians and of the 
hosts 1 

0 Oscar of the fight, my son I 
Ais ye living, or in what land, 

Whilit Oiam is withoat action or 

strength 7 

Alas ! I am a withered old man, 

Tjiidcing food, drink, and sleep 
Snileiing the oppreesion of Patrick and 
hia claries, 

In pitilhl want and gloon. 

AlasI HisapSteoostak, 

That I am now hidden from the Fenians: 
Listening to the diww^ boIm of a bell, 

1 grieve new, and lejoiro not. 

Oisin then goM on to 


Alas I O tribe of the mighty battles, 
Great was yonr love of valonr onec : 
Whither is yonr rightful nature gone, 
That ye care not whether it he well with 
Oisin? 

Alas ! sorrowful is my end. 

Since I baye lost my strength and rigour i 
Witbont the chase, withont music by me. 
Whilst I mnse on the beauty of the men. 

Alas ! whither go the men that west 
mighty. 

That they come not to snccoor roe ? 

O Oscar, of the sharp Uadea of vlctoiy, 
Ctnoa and r sl ea se ^ father tan this 
bondage. 


bowail his h ml frie, living on the idtiful dole ef 
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Patrick and kis clergy, and compares his preseat woefhl plight his 
former condition as a Fenian chief. The last class of Fenian literature 
recognized by Professor O’Ourry is the Fenian tales. One of the most 
celebrated of these is the one before mentioned, the Elopement of Dermuid 
and Grainn^. Finn, in his old age, wants a wife, and is recommended 
the king’s daughter, the princess Grainn^, but not being on good terms 
with King Cormac, is afraid that he would get a refusal if he made a per- 
sonal application, so he sends two of his friends to ask Cormac. Cormac 
has no objection ; but as Grainn^i had upset all previous arrangements of 
the same kind, and Cormao had got the blame, he would have nothing to 
do in the matter, but told them to apply to the princess herself. She told 
the king her father, “ If he be a fitting son-in-law (or thee, why should 
he not be a fitting husband and mate for me ? ** Finn and his retinue 
come to Tara, and are right royally received. A splendid banquet is laid 
out, at which the princess herself is present : gettipg a, certain Druid 
beside her, she finds out from him the purpose of the visit and the names 
of the principal Fenians at the banquet (Ossianic Soc. vol. iii. p. 49). 

There sat there a Druid and a skilful man of knowledge of the people of 
Fionn before Grainne, the daughter of Cormac, that is, Daire ^ of the 
poems,’ son of Morna ; and it was not long before there arose gentle 
talking and mutual discourse between himself and Grainn4. Then Dairo 
arose and stood before Grainne, and sang her the songs and the verses 
aud the sweet poems of her fathers and of her ancestors ; and then Grainne 
spoke and asked the Druid, — *What is tlie thing or matter, wherefore 
Fionn is come to this place to-night ? ’ 

^ If thou knowest not that,’ said the Druid, ^ it is no wonder that 1 
know it not.’ 

<< < I desire to learn it of thee,’ said Grainne. 

^ Well then,’ quoth the Druid, * it is to ask thee as wife and mate 
that Fionn is come to this place to-night.’ 

‘‘ ‘ It is a great marvel to me,’ said Grainn^, ^ that it is not for Oisin 
that Fionn asks me ; for it were fitter to give me such as he than a man 
that is older than my &ther.’ 

** < Say not that,’ said the Druid, ^ for if Fionn were to hear thee, he 
himself would not have thee, neither would Oisin dare to take thee.’ 

“ ‘ Tell me now,* said Grainn^, * who is that warrior at the right 
shoulder of Oisin the son of Fionn 7 ’ 

^ * Yonder/ said the Druid, * is GoU Mao Moma, the active, the 
wai'like.’ 

“ * Who is that warrior at the Moulder of GoU ? ’ said Grainn^. 

« < Oscar the ion of Oisin,* said the Druid. 

* Who is that graoefid-l^Eged man at the shoulder of Oscar 7 ’ said 
GrainnA 

* Caoilt4 Mao Ronain,’ said the Druid. 

** * What haughty, impetuous warrior is that yonder at the shoulder of 
Caoilt^ 7 * said Grainn4. 



Z^i^ofthe mig)ii^ttoiid,imdtl»itiii«tt 
lo FifWitiie Ckimhiiill/ sfdd tiie Dndd. 

** * Wlio is diat ewset- worded laan with ttte dimple, upon ^liom is tibe 
(krk-black bair, and [who haaj ilte iwo rtiddj-, beny-red cheeks, 
upon ihe left hand of Obin the soQ of Fionn? ’ 

** * that man is Dlarnruid, the grasdaou of Daibhue, the white-toothed, 
of the lightsome coantenaiioe : that is, the best lorer of women and 
maidens that is in iht whole world*' 

The princess then sent ft>r her own jewelled, goHen-chased goblft," 
and as was the cnatom, sent it round with her handmaiden to whomsoever 
of the guests she chose specially to honour. She did not send it to 
Dermuid and some others of the younger warriors, but sent it to Finn, 
to her ikiher, and to the rest. Gradually these sank into a profound 
slumber, for the cup had been of course drugged. She then made her 
case known to the young warriors, but fVom fear of Finn's revenge they 
refttsed to assist her. She then went to the extremity of laying geasoy or 
bonds of honour, upon Dermuid, that he should relieve her ; and from this, 
according to the Celtic laws of honour, there was no escape. All the rest 
adviaed him to go with her. She left the palace by a wicket*gate, to 
meet him outside the town. He went over the palisade. 

After that Diarmuid arose and stood, and stretched his active 
warrior hand over his broad weapons, and took leave and farewell of 
Qisin and of the chieb of the Fenians; and not bigger is a smooth 
crimson whortleberry than was each tear that Diarmuid shed from his 
eyes aS parting with his people. Diarmuid went to the top of the fort, 
and put tha shafts ’Of his two javelins under him, and rose with an airy, 
very light, exceeding high bird-like leap, until he attained the breadth 
of his two soles of the^ beautiful grass-green earth on the plain without, 
and there Grainn^ met him. Then Diarmuid spoke, and what he said was : 

trow, O GrainnA that thia is an evil course upon which thou art come : 
for it were better for thee to have Fionn Mao Oumhaill for lover than 
myself^ seeing that I know not what nook, or comer, or remote part of 
Erin I can take thee to now. Return again to the town, and Fionn will 
never learn what thou bast done.* * It is certain that I will not go back,' 
laid GninnA that I will not part from Aes until death part me from 
then.* * Thtt go forward} O Oiuinn^,* said ZHarmiud.** 

Dermnid, font carried off nofoni ootsns, foils in desperate love with 
the brpre woman, und the two set outy punned by Finn and her folhnr; 
and thefr ndvea(tar«s ihfoufl^ Irekad, buntod by the two old gentkmeii, 
and aariitid by the yoaeng offioeraef the fenfo^ forma the pkslaf this 
<dd Odtio foOMUioe. Tim reader muit exenna oni^trandoring hiatoiy 
into l o ma ttee, e?ett thoU|^ it Is conoemed with foe Oilts la foe foixd 
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CHAPTER L 
Julia- Brabazon. 

HE gardens of Clavering Park 
were removed some three hun- 
dred yards from the large, 
square, sombre- looking stone 
mansion which was the cotin- 
try house of Sir Hugh Cla- 
vering, the eWenth baronet 
of that name ; and in these 
gardens, Mhioh had but little 
of beauty to recommend them, 
/(/’ I will introduce my readers to 
t\NO of the personages with 
whom I wish to make them 
acquainted in the following 
jl stojy. It was now the end 
of August, and the parterres, 
beds, and bits of lawn were 
dry, dishgured, and almost 
ugly, from the effects of a 
long drought. In gardens to 
which care and labour are 
given abundantly, flow er-beds 
will be pretty, and grass will 
be green, let the weather be what it may; but care and labour w'ere 
but scantily bestowed on the Clavering Gardens, and everything was 
follow, adust, harsh, and dry. Over t)ie burnt tt^rf fowoids a gate 
XIII. — KO. 74, 7* 
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that lod to the bouse, a Indy was walking, and by her sids^ere walked 
a geutleman. 

“ You are going in, tlten, Miss Brabazon,** said the gentleman, and it 
was very manifest from his tone that he intended to convey some deep 
reproach in his words. 

“ Of course I am going in,” said the lady. “ You asked me to walk 
with you, and I refused. You have now waylaid me, and therefore I 
shall escape, — unless I am prevented by violence.*' As she spoke she stood 
still for a moment, and looked into his face with a smile which seemed to 
indicate that if such violence were used, within rational bounds, she would 
not feel herself driven to great anger. 

But though she might be inclined to bp playful, he was by no means 
in that mood. “And why did you refuse me when I asked you? *’ said he. 

** For two reasons, partly because I thought it better to avoid any 
conversation with you.” 

“ TTiat is civil to an old friend.” 

** But chiefly,” and now as she spoke she drew herself up, and 
dismissed the smile from her face, and allowed her eyes to fall upon the 
ground ; “ but chiefly because I thought that Lord Ongar would prefer 
that I should not roam alone about Clavering Park with any young 
gentleman while I am down here ; and that he might specially object to 
my roaming with you, were he to know that you and I were^'old acquaint* 
ances. Now I have been very frank, Mr. Clavering, and f think that 
that ought to be enough.” 

“ You are afraid of him already, then ? ” 

** I am afraid of oflfending any one wlioin I love, and especially any 
one to whom I owe any duty.” 

“ Enough ! indeed it is not. From what you know of me do you 
think it likely that that will be enough 7 *' He was now standing in front 
of her, between her and the gate, and she made no effort to leave him. 

“ And what is it you want ? 1 suppose yon do not moan to fight 
Lord Ongar, and that if you did you would not come to me.” 

“ Fight him 1 No; I have no quarrel with him. Fighting him would 
do no good.” 

“ None in the least ; and he would not fight if you were to ask him ; 
and you could not ask him without being false to me.” 

“ 1 should have bad an example ikf that, at any rate.” 

“ That's nonsense, Mr. Clavering* My ftlseho^, if you should choose 
to oall me ^se, is of a very diflforent nature, and is pardonable by all 
laws known in the world.” 

“ Ton are a jilt, — that ia all.” 

** Gome, Harry, don't use hard words,” and she put her hand kindly 
upon his ann. Isok at me, such as I am, and at yourself, and thra say 
whether anything but misery oonld come of a matdi between you and 
me. Our ages the register are the samt^ but 1 am ten years older than 
yon by the world. I have two hundred a year, and X owe at this moment 
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»ix iiundtetT' poupcla. You have, perhaps, 9otibU 4i$ mtioh, and would 
lose half of that if you married. You are an usher at a sqhool.” 

“ No, madam, I am not au usher at a achool** 

** Well, well, you know I don’t mean to make you angry.” 

“ At the present moment, I am a schoolmaster, and if 1 remained so, I 
might fairly look forward to a liberal income. But I am going to give 
that up.” 

** You will not be more fit for matrimony because you are going to 
give up your profession. Now Lord Ongar has — ^heavm knows what ; — 
perhaps sixty thousand a year.” 

^ “In all my life I never heard such effrontery, -••Buch barefaced shame- 
less worldliness.” 

“ Why should I not love a man with a large income ? ” 

“ He is old enough to be yotir fetber.” 

“ He is thirty -six, and I am twenty-four.” 

“ Thirty-six ! ” 

“ There is the Peerage for you to look at. But, my dear Hany, do 
you not know that you are perplexing me and yourself too, for nothing 7 
I was fool enough when I came here from Nice, after papa’s death, to let 
you talk nonsense to me for a month or two.” 

“ Did you or did you not swear that you loved me 7 ’* 

“Oh, Mr. Clavering, I did not imagine that your strength would hava. 
condescended to take such advantage over the weakness of a woman. I 
remember no oaths of any kind, and what foolish assertions F may have 
made, I am not going to repeat. It must have become manifest to you 
during these two years that all that was a romance. If it be a pleasure to 
you to look back to it, of that pleasure I cannot deprive you. Perhaps I 
also may sometimes look back. But I shall never speak of that time 
again ; and you, if you are ps noble as 1 take you to be, will not speak of 
it either. I know you would not wish to injure me.” 

“ I would wish to save you from the misery you are bringing on 
yourself.” 

“ In that you must allow me to look after myself. Lord Ongar cer- 
tainly wants a wife, and I intend to be true to him, — and usefiil.” 

“ How about love 7 ” 

“ And to love him, sir. Do you think that no man can win a woman’s 
love, unless he is filled to the brim with poetry, and has a neck like Lord 
B 3 rroD, and is handsome like your wonhip 7 You are very hmidsome, 
Harry, and you, too, should go into the market and make the best of 
yourself. 'V^y should you not learn to love some nice girl that has 
money to assist you 7 ” 

« JnUa I ” 

“ No, sir ; I will not be called Julia. If you do, 1 will be insulted, 
and leave yon instantly. 1 may call you Hany, aS being so mucdi 
younger, — though we were bom in the same month, and as a sort of coubUl 
B ut I diall never do that after to-dajr.” 
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** You have courage enough, then, to tell me that you^iavo not ill- 
uBcd me ? 

“ Certainly I have. Why, what a fool you would have me bo ! Look 
at me, and tell me whether I am fit to bo the wife of such a one ae you. 
By the time you are entering the world, I shall bo an old woman, and 
tdinll have Jived my life. Even if I were 6t to be your mate when we 
A\eie living here together, am I fit, after what I have done and seen 
during the last two years ? Do you think it would really do any good to 
any one if 1 were to jilt, as you call it. Lord Ongar, and tell them all, — 
your cousin, Sft Hugh, and my sister, and your father, — tliat I was going 
to keep myself up, and niarry‘you when you were ready for mo? ’’ 

“ You mean to say that the evil is done.*’ 

“No, indeed. At the present moment I owe six hundi’ed pounds, 
and 1 don't know where to turn for it, so that my husband may not be 
dunned for my debts as soon ns ho has married me. What a wife I 
should have been for you ; — should I not ? ” 

“ I could pay the six hundred pounds for you with money that I have 
earned myself, though you do call me an usher ; and perhaps would ask 
fewer questions about it than Lord Ongar will do with all his thousands.” 

“Dear Harry, I beg your pai'don about the usher. Of course, I 
know that you are a fellow of your college, and that St. Cuthbert’s, where 
you teach the boys, is one of the grandest schools in Englal^ ^ and I hope 
you’ll be a bishop ; nay, — I think you will, if you make up your mind 
to try for it.” 

“ I have given up all idea of going into the church.” 

“ Then you’ll be a judge. I know you’ll be great aud distinguished, 
and that you’ll do it all yourself. You are distinguished already. If you 
could only know how infinitely I should prefer ) our lot to mine ! Oli, 
Harry, I envy } ou 1 I do envy you 1 You have got the ball at your feet, 
and the world before you, and can win evei-y tiling for yourself.” 

“ But nothing is anything without your love.” 

“ Pslia ! Love, indeed. What could I do for you but ruin you 7 
You know it as well as I do ; but you are selfish enough to wish to con- 
tinue a romance whicli would be absolutely destiuctiie to me, though for 
a while it might afibrd a pleasant relaxation to your graver studies. 
Harry, you can choose in the world. You have divinity, and law, and 
literature, and art. And if debarred from love now by the exigencies of 
labour, you will be as fit for love in ten years’ time as you are at present.” 

“ But I do love now.” 

“ Be a roan, then, and keep it to youiwelf. Love is not to be our 
maiter. Ton can choose, as I say ; but I liave had no choice, — ^no choice 
but to be married well, or to go out like a snuff of a candle. 1 don’t like 
the anuff of a candle, and, therefore, 1 am going to be married well” 

“ And that sufficee I 

“ It must suffice. And why should it not suffice ? You are vei7 
uncivil, cousin, and ve^ unlike the rest of ttie world. Everybody com* 
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pliments me €n my marriage. Lord Ongar is not only rich, but be is ir 
man of fashioDi and n man of talent.'* 

“ Are you fond of race-horses yourself? ” 

“ Very fond of them.’* 

And of that kind of life ?'* 

“ Very fond of it. I mean to be fond of eveiy thing that Lord Ongar 
likes. I know that I can’t change him, and, therefore, I shall not try.” 

“ You are right there, Misa Brabazon.” 

“ You mean to be impertinent, sir; but I will not take it so. This is 
to be our last meeting in private, and I won’t acknowledge that 1 am 
insulted. But it must be over now. Hairy ; and here I have been pacing 
round and lound the garden wdth you, in spite of my refusal just now. It 
must not be repeated, or things will be said which I do not mean to hare 
ever said of me. Good-by, Harry.” 

Good-by, Julia.” 

“ Well, for that once let it pass. And remember this ; I have told 
you all my hopes, and my one trouble. I have been thus open with you 
because I thought it might serve to make you look at things in a right 
light. I trust to your honour as a gentleman to repeat nothing that I have 
said to you.” 

“ I am not given to repeat such things ns those.” 

“ I’m sure 3 ou are not. And I hope you will not misunderstand the 
spirit in which they have been spoken. I shall never regret what I have 
told you now, if it tends to make you perceive that we must both regard 
our past acquaintance as a romance, which must, from the a]tem necessity 
of things, be treated as a dream which we have dreamt, or a poem which 
we have read.” 

Y’ou can treat it as you please.” 

“ God bless you, Harry; and I will always hope for your welfare, and 
hear of your success with joy. Will you come up and shoot with them on 
Thursday ? ” 

“ What, with Hugh ? No; Hugh and I do not hit it off together. If I 
shot at Clavering I should have to do it as a sort of head-keeper. It’s a 
higher position, I know, than that of an usher, but it doesn’t suit me.” 

Oh, Harry I that is so cruel ! But you will come up to the house. 
Lord Ongar will be there on the thiity-first ; the day after to-morrow, 
you know.” 

I must decline even that temptation. I never go into the house 
when Hugh is there, except about twice a year on solemn invitation — just 
to prevent there being a family qiianel.” 

“ Good-by, then,” and she offered him her hand. 

“ Good-by, if it must be so.” 

“ I don’t kno\v whether you mean to grace my mamage ? ” 

** Certainly not. I shall be away from Clavering, so that the marriage 
bells mey^not wound my ears. For the matter of thaf, I shfdl be at the 
school.” 
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** I Bujipose we sliall meet some day in town/* 

“ Most probably not. My ways and Lord Ongar’s will be altogetber 
different, even if 1 should succeed in getting up to London. If you ever 
come to see Hermionc here, I may chance to meet you in the bouse. But 
you will not do that often, the place is so dull and unattractive.” 

** It is the dearest old park.” 

You won’t care much for old parks as Lady Ongar.” 

You don’t know what I may care about as Lady Ongar; but as 
Julia Brubazon I will now say good-by for the last time.” Then they 
parted, and the lady returned to the great house, while Harry Clavering 
made his way across the park towards tlie rectory. 

Three years before this scene in the gardens at Clavering Park, Lord- 
Brabaaon had died at Nice, leaving one unmarried daughter, the lady to 
whom the reader has just been introduced. One other daughter ho had, 
who was then already married to Sir Hugh Clavering, and Lady Clavering 
was the Hermione of whom mention has already been made. Lord Bra- 
bazon, whose peerage had descended to him in a direct line from the 
times of the Plantageneta, was one of those unfortunate nobles of whom 
England is burdened with but few, who have no means equal to their 
rank. He had married late in life, and hod died without a male heir. 
The title which had come from the Plantagcnets was now Lapsed ; and 
when the lost lord died, about four hundred a year was divided between 
his two daughters. The elder had already made an ezcelUnt mutch, as 
regarded fortune, in marrying Sir Hugh Clavering ; and the younger waa 
now about to make a much more splendid match in her alliance with Lord 
Ongar. Of them I do not know that it is necessary to say much more 
at present. 

And of Harry Clavering it perhaps may not be nccebsary to say much 
•in the way of description. The attentive reader will have already gathered 
nearly all that should be known of him before he makes himself known 
by his own deeds. He was the only son of the Reverend Henry Clavering, 
rector of davering, uncle of the present Sir Hugh Clavering, and brother 
of the last Sir Hugh. The Reverend Henry Clavering, and Mrs. Clavering 
his wife, and his two daughters, Mary and Fanny Clavering, lived always 
at Clavering Rectory, on the outskirts of Clavering Park, at a full mile’s 
distance from the house. The church stood in the pork, about midway 
between the two residences. When I have named one more Clavering, 
Captain Clavering, Captain Archibald Clavering, Sir Hugh’s brother, and 
when I sboU have said also that both l^lr Hugh and Captain Clavering 
were men fond of pleasure and fond of money, I shall have said all that 1 
need now say about the Clavering iamily at large. 

Julia Brabazon hod indulged in some reminiscence of the romance of 
her past poetic liie when she talked of cousinship between her and Hany 
Clavering. Her sister was the wife of Harry Clavering’s fiiot cousin, but 
between her and Harry there was no relationship whatever. When old 
Lord Brabazon had died at Nice she hod come, to Clavering Purl^ and h$i 
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created some astonisbmeut among those who knew Sir Hxigh by making 
good her footing in his establishment. He was not the man to take up a 
wife's sister, and make his house her home, out of charity or from domestic 
love. Lady Clavering, who had been a handsome woman and fashionable 
withal, no doubt may have had some influence ; but Sir Hugh was a man 
much prone to follow his own courses. It must be presumed that Julia 
Brabazon bad made herself agieeable in the house, and probably also 
u^ful. She had been taken to London through two seasons, and had 
there held up her head among the bravest. And she had been taken 
abroad, — for Sir Hugh did not love Clavering Park, except during six 
weeks of partridge shooting ; and she had been at Newmarket with them, 
and at the house of a certain fast hunting duke with whom Sir Hugh was 
intimate ; and at Brighton with her sister, when it suited Sir Hugh to 
remain alone at the duke's ; and then again up in London, where she 
Anally arianged matters with Lord Ongar. It was acknowledged by all 
the friends of the two families, and indeed I may say of the three families 
now — among the Brabazon people, and the Claveriog people, and the 
Courton people, — Lord Ougar's family name was Courton, — that Julia 
Brabazon had been very clever. Of her and Harry Clavering together 
no 0^^ had ever said a Word. If spy words had been spoken between her 
and Hermione on the subject, the two sisters had been discreet enough to 
manage that they should go no further. In those short months of Julia's 
romance Sir Hugh had been away from Clavering, and Hermione had 
been much occupied in giving birth to on heir. Julia had now lived 
past her one shoi t spell of poetry, had written her one sonnet, and was 
prepared lor the business of the woild. 


CHAPTER n. 

Harry Olaveeing Chooses fiis Profersiok. 

Harkt Claverinq might not be an usher, but, nevertheless, he was home 
for the holidays. And who can say where the usher ends and the school- 
master begins? He, peihaps, may properly be called ah usher) who is 
hired by a private schoolmaster to assist himself in his private ecSupation, 
whereas Harry Clavering had been selected by a public body out of a 
hundred candidates, with much real or pretended reference to certifleatea 
of qualification. He was certainly not an usher,^ as he was paid three 
hundred a year for his work, — which is quite beyond the mark^of ushers. 
So much was certain ; but yot^he word stuck in his throat and made him 
uncomfortable. He did not like to reflect that he was homefrfr the holidaya. 

But he had determined that he would novor come honw for the holi- 
days again. At Christmas he would leave the school at which he had 
won his appointment with so much trouble, and go into an open pro- 
fession. Indeed he had chosen his profession, and his mode of entering it. 
He would becomo a civil engineer, and perhaps a land surveyor, and with 
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this ytew he would enter himself as a pupil in the great house of Beilby 
and Burton. The terms even had been settled. He was to pnjr a premium 
of five hundred pounds and join Mr. Burton, who was settled in the town 
of Stratton, for twelve months before he placed himself in Mr. Beilby’s 
office in London. Stratton was less than twenty miles from Clavering. 
It was a comfort to him to think that he could pay this five hundred 
pounds out of his own earnings, without troubling his father. It was 
a comfort, even though he had earned that money by ushering for the 
last two years. 

When he left Julia Brabazon in the garden, Harry Clavering did not 
go at once home to the rectory, but sauntered out all alone into the park, 
intending to indulge in reminiscences of his past romance. It was all 
over, that idea of having Julia Brabazon for his love ; and now he had to 
ask himself whether he intended to be made permanently miserable by 
her worldly falseness, or whether he would borrow something of her 
worldly wisdom, and agree with himself to look back on what was past as 
a pleasurable excitement in his boyhood. Of course we nil know that 
really permanent misery was in truth out of the question. Nature had not 
made him physically or mentally so poor a creature ns to be incapable of 
a cure. But on this occasion he decided on permanent misery. There 
waa abont his heart, — about his actual anatomical heart, with its internal 
arrangement of valves and blood-vessels, — a heavy dragging fvcl that 
almost amounted to corporeal pain, and which he described himself as 
agony. Why should this rich, debauched, disreputable lord have the power 
of taking the cup from his lip, the one morsel of bread which he coveted 
from his mouth, his one ingot of treasure out of his coffer ? Fight him I 
No, he knew he could not fight Lord Ongar. The woilJ was against such 
an arrangement. And in truth Harry Clavering had so much contempt for 
Lord Ongar, tliat he had no wish to fight so poor a creature. Tlie man 
had had delirium tremens, and was a worn-out miserable object. So at 
least Harry Clavering was only too ready to believe, lie did not care 
much for Lord Ongar in the matter. His anger was against her ; — that 
she should have deserted him for a miserable creature, who had nothing 
to back him but wealth and rank 1 

There was wretchTsdness in every view of the matter. He loved her 
so well, and yet he could do nothing 1 He could take no step towards 
saving her or assisting himself. The marriage bells would ring within a 
month from the present time, and his own father would go to the church 
and marry ^them. Unless Lord Ongar were to die before then by God’s 
hand, there could be no escape, — and of such escape Harry Clavering had no 
thought. He felt a weary, dragging soreness at his heart, and told himself 
that he must be miserable for ever, — ^not so miserable but what be would 
work, but BO wretched that the world could have for him no satisfaction. 

What could he do ? What thbg could he achieve ao that she should 
know that he did not let her go from him without more thought»thair his 
poor w ords hod expressed 7 He was perfectly aware that in their oon« 
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versation die had had the beet of the argument, — that 1 m had talked 
almost like a boy, while she had talked quite like a woman. • She had 
treated him de haut en bas with all that superiority which youth and 
beauty give to a young woman over a very young man. What could he 
do 7 Before he returned to the rectory, he had made up his mind uhut 
he would do, and on the following morning Julia Brabazon' received by 
the hands of her maid the following note : — 

“ I think I understood all that you said to me yesterday. At any rate, 
I understand that you have one trouble left, and that I have the means of 
curing it.” In the first draft of his letter ho said something about ushering, 
but that he omitted afterwards. “ You may be assured that the enclosed 
is all my own, and that it is entirely at my own disposal. You may also 
be quite sure of good faith on the part of the lender. — H. C.” And in this 
letter he enclosed a cheque for six hundred pounds. It was the money 
which he had saved since he took his decree, and had been intended for 
Messrs. Beilby and Burton. But he would wait another two years, — con- 
tinuing to do his ushering for her sake. What did it matter to a man who 
must, under any circumstances, be permanently miserable 7 

Sir Hugh was not yet at Clavering. He w'^as to come with Lord Ongar 
on the eve of the parti idge-shooting. The two sisters, therefore, had the house 
all to themselves. At about twelve they sat down to breakfast together 
in a little upstairs chamber adjoining Lady Clavering’s own room, Julia 
Brabazon at that time having her lover’s generous letter in her pocket. 
She knew that it was as improper as it was generous, and that, moreover, it 
was very dangerous. There was no knofring what might be the result of 
such a letter should Lord Ongar even know that she had received it. She 
was not absolutely angry with Harry, but had, to herself, twenty times called 
him a foolish, indiscreet, dear generous boy. But what was she to do with 
the cheque ? As to that, she had hardly as yet made up her mind when 
she joined her sister on the morning in question. Even to HermiOne she 
did not dare to tell the fact that such a letter hud been received by her. 

But in truth her debts were a great torment to her; and yet how 
trifling they w-ere when compared witli the wealth of the man who was to 
become her husband in six weeks I Let her marry him, and not pay 
them, and he probably would never be the wiser. They would get them- 
selves paid almost without his knowledge, perhaps altogether without his 
hearing of them. But yet she feared him, knowing him to be greedy 
about money ; and, to give her such merit os was due to her, she felt the 
meanness of going to her husband with debts on her shoulder. She had 
five thousand pounds of her owm ; but the very settlement which gave her 
a noble dower, and which mode the marriage so brilliant, made over this 
small sum in its entirety to her lord. She had been wTong not to tell the 
lawyer of her trouble when he had brought the paper for her to sign ; 
but ibe had not told him. If Sir Hugh Clavering had been her own 
brother there would have been no difficulty, but he waa only her 
brother-in-law, hod she feared to speak to him. Her sister^ howeveri 

7-5 
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knew that there were debta, and on that subject she was not olVaid to 
spii$k to Hermione. 

“Hermy," said she, ** what am I to do about this money that I owe? 

I got a bill from Colclugh's this morniug.” 

Just because he knows you’re going to be married ; that’s all.” 

“ But how am I to pay him ? ” 

“ Take no notice of it till next spring. I don’t know what else you 
can do. You’ll be sure to have money when you come back from the 
Continent.” 

“ You couldn’t lend it me ; could you ? ” 

** Who ? I ? Did you ever know me have any money in hand since 
I was married ? I have the name of an allowance, but it is always spent 
before it comes to me, and I am always in debt.” 

“ Would Hugh — let me have it ? ” 

“ What, give it you ? 

“Well, it wouldn’t be so very much for him. I never asked him for 
a pound yet.” 

“ I think he would say something you wouldn’t like if you were to ask 
him ; but, of 0001*86, yon can try it if you please.” 

“ Then what am I to do?” 

“ Lord Ongar should have let you keep your own fortij^no. It would 
have been nothing to him.” 

“ Hugh didn’t let you keep your own fortune.” 

“ But tlie money which will be nothing to Lord Ongar was a good 
deal to Hugh. You’re going have sixty thousand a year, while we 
have to do with seven or eight. Besides, I hadn’t been out in London, 
and it wasn’t likely I should owe much in Nice. He did ask roe, and 
there was something.” 

*• What am 1 to do, Hermy ?” 

“ Write and ask Lord Ongar to let you have what you want out of 
your own money. Write to-day, so that he may get your letter before 
he comes.” 

“ Ob, dear 1 oh, dear! I oever wrote a word to him yet, and to begin 
with aaking him for money 1 ” 

^ I don’t think he can be angry with yon for that.” 

“ 1 shouldn’t know what to say. Would you write it for me, and let 
me fee how it looks ? ” 

This Lady Clavering did ; and had she refused to do it, I think that 
poor Hany Clawing’s cheque would hare been used. As it wss, Lady 
ClaTering wrote the letter to “ My dear Lord Ongar,” and it was copied 
and eigned by “ Tours most affeodonately, Julia Brabason.” The effect 
of thia waa the recent of a cheque for a thousand pounds in a very pretty 
note from Lord Ongar, whidi the lord brought with him to Clarering, 
and sent up to Julia os he was dressing for dinner. It waa an extremely 
oomfortable arrangement, and JnUa was veiy^glad of the money, — feeling 
it to bo a portion of that whidi waa her own. And Harry’a cheque had 
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been returned to him on the day of its receipt. “ Of course I cannot 
take it, and of course you sliotlld not have sent it.'* These words were 
written on the morsel of paper in which the^money was returned. But 
Miss Brabazon had torn the signature off the cheque, so that it might be 
safe, whereas H^urry Clavering had taken no precaution with it whatever. 
But then Harry Clavering had not lived two years in London. 

During the hours that the cheque was away from him, Harry had 
fold his father that perhaps, even yet, he might change his purpose as to 
going to Messrs. Beilby and Burton. He did not know, he said, but he 
was still in doubt. This had sprung from some chance question which 
his father had asked, and which had seemed to demand an answer. 
Mr. Clavering greatly disliked the scheme of life which his son had made. 
Harry’s life hitherto had been prosperous and very creditable. He had 
gone early to Cambridge, and at twenty-two had become a fellow of his 
college. This fellowship he could hold for five or six years without going 
into orders. It would then lead to a living, and would in the meantime 
afford a livelihood. But, beyond this, Harry, with an energy which he 
certainly had not inherited from his father, had become a schoolmaster, 
and was already a rich man. He had done more than well, and there 
was a great pi obability that between them they might be able to buy the 
next presentation to Clavering, when the time should come in which Sir 
Hugh should determine on selling it. That Sir Hugh should give the 
family living to his cousin was never thought probable by any of the 
family at the rectory ; but he might perhaps part with it under such 
circumstances on favourable terms. For all these reasons the father was 
very anxious that his son should follow out the course for which he had 
been intended ; but that he, being unenergetic and having hitherto done 
little for his son, should dictate to a young man who had been energetic, 
and who had done much for himself, was out of the question. Harry, 
therefore, was to be the arbiter of his own fate. But when Harry 
received back the cheque from Julia Brabazon, then he again returned to 
his resolution respecting Messrs. Beilby and Burton, and took the first 
opportunity of telling his father that such was the case. 

After breakfast he followed his father into his study, and there, sitting 
in two easy-chairs opposite to each other, they lit each a cigar. Such 
was the reverend gentleman’s custom in the afternoon, and such also in 
the morning. I do not know whether the smoking of four or five cjgars 
daily by the parson of a parish may now-a-day be considered as a vice in 
him, but if so, it was the only vice with which Mr. ^levering could be 
charged. He was a kind, soft-hearted, gracious man, tender to his wife, 
whom ho ever regarded as the angel of his house, indulgent to his 
daughters, whom be idolized, ever patient with his parishioners, and 
awake,^ — though not widely awake, — to the responsibilities of his calling. 
The world had been too comfortable for him, and also too narrow ; so that 
he had sunk into idleness* The world had given him much to eat and 
dfinki but it hqd given him little to do, and thus he had gradually fallea 
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nway from his early purpoees, till hie energy bardly sufficed for the doing 
of thflt little. HU living gave him eight hundred a year; hU wife’s 
fortune nearly doubled that. He had married early, and had got his 
living early, and had been very prosperous. But he was not a happy 
man. He knew that he had put off the day of action till the power of 
action had passed away from him. His library was well furnished, but he 
rarely read much else than novels and poetry ; and of late years the 
reading even of poetry had given way to the reading of novels. Till 
within ten years of the hour of which I speak, he had been a hunting 
parsoQ, — not hunting loudly, but following his sport as it is followed by 
modflsate sportsmen. Then there had come a new bishop, and the new 
bishop had sent for him, — nay, finally had come to him, and had lectured 
him with blatant authority. ** My lord,” said the parson of Clavering, 
plucking up something of his past energy, as the colour rose to his face, 
“ I think you arc wrong in this. I think you arc specially wrong to inter- 
fere with me in this way on your first coming among us. You feel it to be 
your duty, no doubt ; but to me it seems that you mistake your duty. 
But, as the matter is one simply of my own pleasure, I shall give it up.” 
After that Mr. Clavering hunted no more, and never spoke a good word to 
any one of the bishop of bis diocese. For myself, I think it as well that 
clergymen should not hunt ; but had I been the parson of Ciavering, I 
should, under those circumstances, have hunted double. 

Mr. Clavering hunted no more, and probably smoked a greater number 
of cigars in consequence. He had an increased amount of time at his 
disposal, but did not, therefore, give more time to his duties. Alas I what 
time did he give to his duties f He kept a most energetic curate, whom 
he allowed to do almost what he w’ould with the parish. Every-dny 
semices he did prohibit, dedaring that he would not have the parish 
church made ridiculous ; but in other respects his curate was the pastor. 
Once every Sunday he read the service, and once every Suniy he 
preached, and he resided in his parsonage ten months every year. His 
wife and daughters went among the poor, — and be smoked cigars in his 
library. Though not yet fifty, he was becoming fat and idle, — unwilling 
to walk, and not caring much even for such ridftog as the bishop bad left 
to him. And, to make matters worse, — far worse, he knew’ all this of 
himself, and understood it thoroughly. ** I see a better path, and know 
how ^ood it is, but I follow ever the worse.” He was saying that to 
himself daily, and was saying it always without hope. 

And bis wife had given him up. She had given him up, not with 
disdainful rejection, nor with contempt in her eye, or censure in her voice, 
not with diminution of love or of outward respect. She had given him 
up as a man abandons his attempts to make bis favourite dog take the 
water. He would fain that the dog he loves should dash into the stream 
as other dogs will do. It is, to his thinking, a noble instinct in a dog. 
But his dog dreads the water. As, however^ he has learned to love the 
beast, he jmts up with this misohance, and never dreams of banishing 
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poor Ponto from his hearth because of this failure. And so it was with 
Mrs. Clayeriug and her husband at the rectory. He understood it all. 
He knew that he was so far rejected ; and he acknowledged to himself the 
neoeasity for such rejection. 

“It is •a very serious thing to decide upon,” he said, when his son 
had spoken to him. 

“ Yes ; it is serious, — about as serious a thing ns a man can think of; 
but a man cannot put it off on that account. If I mean to make such a 
change in my plans, the sooner I do it the better.” 

“ But yesterday you were in another mind.” 

“ No, father, not in another mind. I did not tell you then, not can I 
tell you all now. I hud thought that I should want my money for another 
purpose for a year or two ; but that I have abandoned.” 

“ Is the purpose a secret, Harry ? ” 

“ It is a secret, because it concerns another person.” 

“ You were going to lend your money to some one ? ” 

“ I must keep it a secret, though you know I seldom have any secrets 
from you. That idea, however, is abandoned, 4iikl I mean to go over to 
Stratton to-morrow, and tell Mr. Burton that I shall be there after 
Christmas. I must be at St. Cuthbert’s on Tuesday.” 

Then they both sat silent for a while, silently blowing out their clouds 
of smoke. The son had said all that he cared to say, and would have 
wished that there might then be an end of k; but he knew that his father 
had much on bis mind, and would fain express, it he could express it with- 
out too much trouble, or without too evident a need of self-reproach, his own 
thoughts on the suliject. “ You hive made Up your mind, then, altogether 
that you do not like the church as a profession,” he said at last. 

“ I think I have, father.” 

“ And on what grounds ? The grourids which recommend it to you are 
very strong. Your education has adapted you for it. Your success in 
it 18 already ensured by your fellowship. In a great degi'ee you have 
entered it as a profession already, by faking a fellowship. What you are 
doing is not choosing a line in life, but changing one already chosen. You 
are making of yourself a rolling stone.” 

“ A stone should roll til! it has come to the spot that suits it.” 

“ Why not give up the school if it irks you ? ” 

* And become a Cambridge Don, and practise deportment among the 
undergraduates.” * 

“ I don’t see that you need do that. You need nbt even live at Cam- 
bridge. Take a church in London. You would be sure to get one by 
holding up your hand. If that, with your fellowship, is i^ot sufficient, I 
will give you what more you want.” 

“ No, father — no. By God’s blessing I will never ask you for a pound. 
I cau hold my fellowship for four years longer without orders, and in four 
years’ time 1 think 1 can earn my bread.” 

“ 1 don’t doubt that, Hany.” 
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“ Then why aliould I not follow my wiahes in this matter ? The trutli 
iS) I do not feel myself qualified to be a good clergyman.” 

** It is not that you hare doubts, is it 7 ” 

I might have tlieni if I came to think much about it, ^*>08 I must do 
if I took orders. And I do not wish to be crippled in doing what I think 
lawful by conventional rules. A rebellious clergyman is, I think, a sorry 
object. It seems to me that he is a bird fouling his own nest Now, I 
know I should be a rebellious clergyman.” 

In our church the life of a clergyman is as the life of any other 
gentleman, — within very broad limits.” 

“ Then why did Bishop Proudie interfere with your hunjiing ? ” 

“ Limits may be very broad, Harry, and yet exclude hunting. Bishop 
Proudie was vulgar and intrusive, such being the nature of his wife, who 
instructs him ; but if you were in orders I should be very sorry to see you 
take to liunting.” 

It seems to me that a clergyman has nothing to do in life unless he is 
always preaching and teaching. Look at Saul,” — Mr. Saul was the curate of 
Clavering — “ he is always preaching and teaching. He is doing the best he 
con ; and what a life of it he has. He has literally thrown ofiT all worldly 
cai'cs, — and consequently everybody laughs at him, and nobody loves him. 
I don't believe a better man breathes, but I shouldn’t like his life.” 

At this point there was another pause, which lasted till tlld cigars had 
come to an end. Then, as he threw tlie stump into the fire, Mr. Clavering 
spoke again. The truth is, Harry, that you have bad, all your life, a 
bad example before you.” 

“ No, fiither.” 

“ Yes, my son ; — let me speak on to the end, and then you can say 
whal you please. In me you have had a bod example on one side, and 
now, in poor Saul, you have a bad example on the other side. Can you 
fancy no life between the two, which would fit your physical nature which 
is larger than his, and your mental wants which are higher than mine 7 
Tea, they are, Harry. It is my du^ to say Uiis, but it would be unseemly 
that there ahould be ai^ controversy between us on the subject” 

“ If you choose to stop me in that way ” 

I do diooso to stop you in that way. As for Saul, it is impossible 
that yon should become such a man as he. It is not that he mortifies bis 
fiesh, but that he has no flesh to mortify. He is unconscious of the flavour 
of venison, or the scent of roses, or the beauty of women. He is an ex- 
ceptional specimen of a man, and you need no more fear, than you diould 
ventore'to hope, that you could become such as he is.” 

At this point they were interrupted by the entrance of Fanny Clarering, 
who came to say that Mr. Saul was in the drawing-room. ** What doM 
be want, Fanny 7 ” This question Mr. Claveriog asked half in a whisper, 
but with eometbing of oomie humour in his face, as though partly afraid 
that Mr. Saul should hear it, and partly intending to oouTi^ a wish that 
he might escape Mr. Saul, if it were ponsible. 
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“ It*« about the iron church, papa. He it is come,— ^or part of it 
Jias come, — and he wants you to go out to Cumberly Green about 
the site.” 

1 thought that was all settled.** 

“ He says not’* 

** What does it matter where it is ? He can put it anywhere he likes 
on the Green. However, I had better. go to him.” So Mr. Clavering 
went. Cumberly Green was a hamlet in the parish of Clavering, three 
miles distant from the church, the people of which had got into a wicked 
habit of going to a dissenting chapel near to them. By Mr. Saul’s energy, 
but chiefly out of Mr. Clavering’s purse, an iron chapel had been pur- 
chased for a hundred and filly pounds, and Mr. Saul proposed to add to 
his own duties the pleasing occupation of walking to Cumberly Green 
every Sunday morning before breakfest, and every Wednesday evening 
after dinner, to perform a service and bring back to the true flock as many 
of the eriing rfieep of Cumberly Green as he might be able to catch. 
Towards the purchase of this iron church Mr. Clavering had at first given 
a hundred pounds. Sir Hugh, in answer to the fifth application, hod 
very ungraciously, througli his steward, bestowed ten pounds. Among the 
farmers one pound nine and eightpence had been collected. Mr. Saul 
had given two pounds ; Mis. Clavering gave five pounds; the girls 
gave ten shillings each; Henry Clavering gave five pounds; — and then the 
parson made up the remainder. But Mr. Saul had journeyed thrice 
painfully to Biistol, making the bargain for the chmcb, going and coming 
each time by third-class, and he had wiitten all the letters ; but Mrs. 
Clavering had paid the postage, and she and the girls between them were 
making the covering for the little altar. 

“ Is It all settled, Harry ? ” said Fanny, stopping with her brother, and 
hanging over his chair. She was a pretty, gay-spirited girl, with bright 
eyes and daik brown hair, which fell in two curls behind her ears. 

** He has said nothing to unsettle it.” 

I know it makes him very unhappy.” 

** No, Fanny, not veiy unhappy. He would ..rather that I should go 
into the church, but that is about all.” 

“ 1 think you are quite right.” 

“ And Maiy thinks I am quite wrong.” 

“ Mary thinks so, of course. So should 1 too, perhaps, if I were 
engaged to a clergyman. That’s the old story of the fox who had lost 
his tail.” 

“ And your tail isn’t gone yet? ” 

** No, my tail isn’t gone yet Mary thinks that no life is like a 
clerg}'man’8 life. But, Harry, though mamma hasn’t said so, Fm sure she 
thinks you are right. She won’t say so as long as it may seem to interfere 
with anything papa may olioose to say ; but sure she’s glad in her 
heart” 

** And I am glad in my heart, Fanny. And as I’m the persoh most 
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concerned, I suppose that's the most material thing.” Tlicn they fol- 
low<M their father into the drawing-room. 

“ Couldn’t you drive Mrs. Clavering over in the pony chair, and settle 
it between you,” said Mr. Clavering to hi'^i curate. Mr. Saul looked dis- 
appointed. In the firet place, he hated driving the pony, which was a 
rapid-footed little beast, that had a will of his own ; and in the next place, 
he thought the rector ought to visit the spot on such an occasion. Or 
Mrs. Clavering will drive you,” said the rector, remembering Mr. Saul’s 
objection to the pony. Still Mr. Saul looked unhappy. Mr. Saul was 
veiy tall and very thin, with a tall thin head, and weak eyes, and a 
sharp, well-cut nose, and, so to say, no lips, and very white teeth, with no 
beard, and a well-cut chin. Ilis face was so thin that his cheekbones 
obtruded themselves unpleasantly. He wore a long rusty black coat, and 
a high rusty black waistcoat, and trousers that were brown with dirty 
roads and general ill-usage. Nevertheless, it never occurred to any one 
that Mr. Saul did not look like a gentleman, not even to himself, to whom 
no ideas whatever on that subject ever presented themselves. But that he 
was a gentleman I think he knew well enough, and was able to carry him- 
self before Sir Hugh and his wife with quite ns much ease as he could do 
in the rectory. Once or twice he had dined at the great liousc ; but I>ady 
Clavering had declared him to be n bore, and Sir Hugh h^d called him 
“ that most offensive of all animals, a clcric^al png.” It Jiad therefore 
been decided that he was not to be asked to tlic great house any more. 
It may be as well to state here, as elsewhere, that Mr. Clavering very 
rarely went to his nephew’s table. On certain occasions he did do so, so 
that there might be no recognized quarrel between him and Sir Hugh ; 
but such visits were few and far between. 

After a few more words fiom Mr. Saul, and a glance from his wife’s 
eye, Mr. Cl.ivcring consented to go to Cumberly Green, though there 
was nothing he liked so little as a morning spent with his curate. When 
he had started, Ilariy told his mother also of his final decision. I shall 
go to Stratton to-morrow and settle it all.” 

“ And w hat does papa say ? ” asked the mother. 

Just what he has said before. It is not so much tliat he wishes me 
to be a clergyman, ns tliat he does not wish me to have lo^t all my time up 
tQ this.” 

** It is more than that, I think, Harry,” said liis elder sister, a tall girl, 
less pretty than her sister, apparently less careful of her prettiness, very 
quiet, or, as some said, demure, but known to be good ns gold by all who 
knew her well. 

“ I doubt it,” said Harry, stoutly. But, however that may be, a man 
must choose for himself.” 

We all thought yon had cliosen,” said Mary. 

** If it is settled,” said the mother, ** I suppose we sliall do no good by 
opposing it.” * 

^ Would you wish to oppose it, tnatnoia ? ” said H«ny« 
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“ No, fny dear. I think you should judge for yourself.” 

“ You see I could have no scope in the church for that sort of ambition 
which would satisfy me. Look at such men as Locke, and Stephenson, 
and Brassey. They are the men who seem to me to do most in the world. 
They were all self-educated, but surely a man can’t have a worse chance 
because he has learned something. Look at old Beilby with a seat in 
Parliament, and a property worth two or three hundred thousand 
■^unds I When he was my age he hacT nothing but his weekly wages.” 

“ I don’t know whether Mr. Beilby is a very happy man or a very 
good man,” said Mary. 

I don’t know, either,” said Harry ; but I do know that he has 
thrown a single arch over a wider span of water than ever was done 
before, and that ought to make him happy.” After saying this in a tone 
of high authority, befitting his dignity as a fellow of his college, Harry 
CInvering went out, leaving his mother and sisters to discuss the subject 
which to two of them was all-important As to Mary, she had hopes of 
her own, vested in the clerical concerns of a neighbouring parish. 


CHAPTER III. 

Lord Ong ar. 

On the next morning Harry Clavering rode over to Stratton, thinking 
much of his misery as he went. It was all very well for him, in the 
presence of his own family to talk of his profession as the one subject 
which was to him of any importance ; but he knew very well himself that 
he was only beguiling them in doing so. This question of a profession 
was, after all, but dead leaves to him, — to him who had a canker at 
his heart, a perpetual thorn in his bosom, a misery within him which 
no profession could mitigate 1 Those dear ones at home guessed nothing of 
this, and he would take care that they should guess nothing. Why should 
they have the pain of knowing that he had been made wretched for ever 
by blighted hopes? His mother, indeed, had suspected something in 
those sweet days of his roaming with Julia through the park. She had 
once or twice said a word to warn him. But of the very truth of his deep 
love, — so he told himself, — she had been happily ignorant. Let her be 
ignorant. Why should he make his mother unhappy ? As these thoughts 
passed through his mind, I think that he revelled in his wretchedness, and 
made much to hin^self of his misery. He sucked in his sorrow greedily, 
and was somewhat proud to have had occasion to break his heart. But 
not the less, because he was thus early blighted, would he struggle for 
success in the world. He would show' her that, as his wife, she mi^ht have 
had a worthier position than Lord^ngar could give her. He, too, might 
^probably rise the quicker in the world,- as now he would have no impedi- 
ment of wife 01^ family. Then, ns hj rode along, ho composed a sonnet, 
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fitting to his case, tho strength and rh3^thm of which seemed to him, at he 
eat on horseback, to be almost perfect. Unfortunately, 'when be was 
back at Glavering, and sat in his loom with tho pen in his hand, the turn 
of the words had escaped him. 

He found Mr. Burton at home, and was not long iu concluding hit 
business, Messrs. Beilby and Burton were not only civil engineers, but 
were land surveyors also, and land valuers on a great scale. They were 
employed much by Government upon public buildings, and if not architects 
themselvi^B, were supposed to know all that aorchitects should do and should 
not do. In the purchase of great properties Mr. Burton's opinion was 
supposed to be, or to have been, os good as any in the kingdom, and 
therefore there was \ery much to be learned in the office at Stratton. 
But Mr. Barton was not a rich man like his partner, Mr. Beilby, nor an 
ambitious man. He had never soared Parliamentwards, had never specu- 
lated, had never invented, and never been great. He had been the father 
of a very laige family, all of whom were doing as well in tlie world, and 
some of them perhaps better, than their father. Indeed, there were many 
who said that Mr. Burton would have been a richer man if he had not 
joined himaelf in partnership with Mr. Beilby. Mr. Beilby had tlic 
reputation ol’ swallowing more than his share wherever he went. 

When the business part of the arrangement was finished Mr. Burton 
talked to his futuie pupil about lodgings, and went out with him into the 
town to look for rooms, 'fhe old man found that llaiTy fWavering was 
ratlier nice in this respect, and in his own mind formed an idea that this 
new beginner might have been a more auspicious pupil, had he not already 
become a fellow of a college. Indeed, Harry talked to him quite as though 
they two were on an equality together; and, before they had parted, 
Mr. Burton was not sure that Harry did not patronize him. He asked 
the young man, however, to join them at their early dinner, and then 
introduced him to Mrs. Burton, and to their youngest daughter, tlic only 
child who was^till living Avith them. All my other girls ore married, 
Mr. Clavering ; and all of them married to men connected with my own 
profession.’' The colour came slightly to Florence Burton's cheeks as she 
heard her father’s words, and Horry asked himself whether tho old man 
expected that he should go through the same ordeal ; but Mr. Burton 
himself was quite unaware that he had said anything WTong, and then 
went on to speak of the successes of his sgns. But tney began early, 
Mr. Clavering ; and worked hiurd, — very haid indeed.” Ho was a good, 
kindly, garrulous old man ; but Harry began to doubt whether he would 
learn mubh at Stratton. It was, hoAvever, too late to think of that now, 
and everything was fixed. 

Harry, when he looked at Florence Burton, at once declared to himself 
that she was plain. Anything more unlike Julia Brabazon never appeared 
in the guise of a young lady. Julia was tall, with a high brow, agloriotu 
complexicm, a nose as finely modelled as though a Grecian sculptor hadi 
cut it, a email nmutb, but lovc^ in its curyoi, hnd a chin that finished 
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and mode peiHfCt the symmetry of her face. Her neck was long, but 
graceful as a swan’s, her bust was full, and her whole figure like that of a 
goddess. Added to this, when he had first known her, had been all the 
charm of youtli. When she had returned to Clavering the other day, the 
affianced bride of Lord Ongar, he had hardly known whether to admire or 
to deplore the settled air of established womanhood which she had assumed. 
Her large eyes had always lacked something of rapid glancing sparkling 
brightness. They had been glorious eye§ to him, and in those early days 
he had not known that they lacked aught ; but he had perceived, or 
perhaps fancied, that now, in her present condition they were often cold, 
and sometimes almost cruel. Nevertheless he was ready to swear that she 
was perfect in her beauty. 

Poor Florence Burton W'as short of stature, was brown, meagre, and 
poor-looking. So said Han*y Clavering to himself. Her small hand, 
though soft, lacked that wondrous charm of touch which Julia’s possessed. 
Her face was sliort, and her forehead, though it was broad and open, had 
none of that feminine command which Julia’s look conveyed. That 
Florence’s eyes were very bright, — bright and soft as well, ho allowed ; 
iind her dark brown hair was very glossy ; but she was, on the whole, a 
mean-looking little thing. He could not, as he said to himself on hia 
loturn home, avoid the comparison, as she was the first gill he hod seen 
since he had paited from Julia Brabazon. 

“ 1 hope you’ll find ^ouiself comfortable at Stratton, sir,” said old 
Mis. Bui ton. 

“ 'I'hank you,” said Hairy, “ but I want very little myself ^n that way. 
Anytliiiig does for me.” 

“ One )oung gentleman we had took a bedroom at Mrs. Pott’s, and did 
very nicely without any second room at all. “ Don’t you remember, 
^Ir. B. ; It was young Granger.” 

“ Young Granger had a very shoit allowance,” said Mr. Burton. He 
lived upon fifty pounds a )ear all the tune he was here.” 

“ And I don’t thmk Scarness hud more when he began,” said 
Mrs. Burton. Mr. Scarness married one of my girls, Mr. Clavering, 
when he started himself at Liverpool. He has pretty nigh all the 
Liverpool docks under him now. I have heard him say that butcher’s 
meat did not coat him four shillings a week all the time he was here. I’ve 
always thought Stratton one of the reasonablest places anywhere for a 
young man to do for himself in.” 

I don’t know, my dear,” said the husband, “ that Mr. Clavering will 
care very much for that.” 

Pei haps not, Mr. B. ; but I do lik^ Xo see young men careful about 
their spendings. What’s the use of spending a shilling when sixpence 
will do as ivell ; and sixpence saved when a man has nothing but him- 
self, bSoomes pounds and pounds by the time he has a /axnily about 
him.” 

During all this time Miss Burton said little or nothingi and Harry 
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Glaverifig liimBelf did not say much. He could not expre«s any intention 
of riralling Mr. Scamess’s economy in the article of butcher’s meat, nor 
could he promise to content himself with Granger’s solitary bedroom. But 
as he rode home he almost began to fear that he had made a mistake. 
He \\as not wedded to the joys of his college hall, or the college common 
room. He did not like the narrowness of college life. But he doubted 
whether the change from that to the oft -repeated hospitalities of 
Mrs. Burton might not be too much for him. Scarness’s four shillings’- 
worth of butcher’s meat had already made him half sick of his new pro- 
fession, and though Stratton might be the “ reasonublcst place anywhere 
for a young man,” he could not look forward to living there for a year 
with much delight. As for ^liss Burton, it might be quite as well that 
she was plain, as he wished for none of the delights which beauty affords 
to young men. 

On his return home, however, he made no complaint of Stratton. He 
was too strong-willed to own that he had been in any way ^vrong, and 
when early in the folloAving week he started for St. Cuthbert's, he was 
able to speak with cheerful hope of his new prospects. If ultimately he 
should find life in Stratton to be unendurable, he would cut that part of 
his career short, and contrive to get up to London at an earlier time than 
he had intended. 

On the Sift of August Lord Ongar and Sir Hugh Clnvering reached 
Clavering Park, and, as has been already told, a pretty little note was at 
once sent up to Mi.ss Brabnzon in her bedroom. When she met Lord 
Ongar in the drawing-room, about an hour afterwards, she had instructed 
herself that it would be l>est to 8.ny nothing of the note ; but she could 
not refrain from a word. I am much obliged, my lord, by your kindness 
and generosity,” she said, as she gave him her hand. lie merely bowed 
and smiled, and muttered something as to hi.s hoping that he might always 
find it ns easy to gratify her. He w.a.s a little man, on whose behalf it 
certainly appeared that the Peerage must have told a falsehood ; it seemed 
so at least to those who judged of his years from his appearance. The 
Peerage said that he w'as thirty-six, and that, no doubt, uns in truth his 
age, but any one would have declared him to be ten years older. This 
look was produced chiefly by the effect of an elaborately dressed jet 
black wig which he wpre. What misfortune had made him bald so early, 
— if to be bald early in life be a misfortune, — I cannot say ; but he 
had lost th^hair from the crown of his head, and h.ad preferred wiggery 
to baldness. No doubt on effort was made to hide the wiggishnoss of his 
wigs, but what effect in that direction was ever made successfully ? He 
was, moreover, weak, thin, and physically poor, and had, no doubt, 
increased this weakness and poorness by hard living. Though others 
thought him old, time had gone swiftly with him, and he still thought 
himself a young man. He hunted, tho\igh he could not ride. He shot, 
though he could not walk. And, unfortunately, he drank, though he 
bad no capacity Ibr drinking I His friends at lost had taught him to 
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btilicve that his only chance of saving himself lay in marriage, and there- 
fore he had engaged himself to Julia Brabazon, puichasing her at the 
price of a brilliant settlement. If Lord Ongar should die before her, 
Ongar Park was to be hers for life, with thousands a year to maintain it. 
Courton Castle, the great family seat, would of course go to the heir ; but 
Ongar Park was supposed to bo the most delightful small country-scat 
anywhere within thirty miles of London. It lay among the Surrey hills, 
and all the world had heard of tlie char^is of Ongar Park. If Julia were 
to survive her lord, Ongar Park was to be hers ; and they who sim them 
both together had but little doubt that she would come to the enjoyment 
of tins clause in her settlement. Lady Clavoring had been clever in 
arranging the match ; and Sir Hugh, though he might have been 
unwilling to give his sister-in-law money out of his own pocket, had per- 
ibrmed his duty as a brother-in-law in looking to her future welfare. 
Julia Brabazon had no doubt that she was doing well. Poor Harry 
Clavering 1 She had loved him in the days of her romance. She, too, 
had written her sonnets. But she had grown old earlier in life than he 
bad done, and had taught herself that romance could not be allowed to a 
w^oman in her position. She was highly born, the daughter of a peer, 
without money, and even without a home to which she had any claim. 
Of couise she had accepted Lord Ongar, but she had not put out her 
hand to take all these good things without resolving that she would do her 
duty to her futuie lord. The duty would be doubtless disagreeable, but 
she would do it with all the more diligence on that account. 

September passed by, hecatombs of partridges were slaughtered, and 
the day of the wedding drew nigh. It was pretty to see Lord Ongar and 
the self-satisfaction w'hich he enjoyed at this time. The world was 
becoming young with him again, and he thought that he rather liked 
the respectability of his present mode of life. He gave himself but scanty 
allowances of wine, and no allowance of anything strongei than wine, and 
did not dislike his temperance. There was about him at all hours tin 
air which seemed to say, “ There ; I told you all that I could do it 
08 soon as there was any necessity.” And in these halcyon days ho 
could shoot for an hour without his pony, and lie liked the gentle cour- 
teous badinage 'iihich was bestowed upon his courtship, and he liked 
also Julia’s beauty. Her conduct to him was perfect. She was never 
pert, never exigeant, never romantic, and neve^ humble. She never 
bored him, and yet was always ready to be with him when he wished it. 
She was never exalted ; and yet she bore her high place ^ became a 
woman nobly born and acknowledged to be beautiful. 

1 declare you have quite made a lover of him,” said Lady Clavering 
to her sister. When a thought of the match had first arisen in Sir Hugh’s 
London house, Lady Clavering had been eager in praise of Lord Ongar, 
or eager in praise rattier of the position which the future Lady Ongar 
might hold; but since the prize had been seemed, sinoe it had become 
plain thet Julkt was to be the greater woman of the two, jshe had harped 
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sometimes on the other string. As a sister she had striven for a sister's 
wolflire,'bnt as a woman she could not keep herself from comparisons 
which might tend to show that after all, well as Julia was doing, she was 
not doing better than her elder sister had done. Hermione had married 
aimpl j a baronet, and not the richest or the most amiable among baronets ; 
but she had married a man suitable in age and wealth, with whom any 
girl might have been in love. She had not sold herself to be the nurse, 
or not to be the nurBe, ns it might turn out, of a worn-oul debauch^. She 
would have hinted nothing of this, perhaps have thought nothing of this, 
had not Julia and Lord Ongar walked together through the Clavoring 
groves as though they were two young people. She owed it as a duty to 
her sister to point out that Lord Ongar could not be a romantic young 
person, and ought not to be encouraged to play that part. 

“ I don’t know that I have made anything of him,” answered Julia. 

“ I suppose he’s much like other men when they’re going to be mar- 
ried.” Julia quite understood the ideas that were passing through her 
sister’s mind, and did not feel them to be unnatural. 

“ What I mean is, that he has come out so strong in the Romeo line, 
which we hardly expected, you know. We shall have him under your 
bedroom window with a guitar like Don Giovanni.^’ 

“ I hope not, because it’^ so cold. I don’t think it likely, as he soenjs 
fond of going to bed early.” ^ 

** And it’s the best thing for him,” said Lady Clalrering, becoming 
serious and carefully benevolent. ** It’s quite a wonder what good hours 
and quiet living have done for him in so short a time. 1 was observing 
him as he walked yesterday, and he put his feet to the ground as firmly 
almost as Hugh does.” 

“ Did he indeed 7 I hope he won’t have the habit of putting bis 
hand down firmly as Hugh does sf^metimes.” 

“ As for that,” said Lady Clavering, with a little tremor, “ I don’t 
think there’s much difference between them. The)' all say that Avhen 
Lord Ongar means a thing he does moan ii.” 

“ I think a man ought to have a way of his own.” 

And a woman also, don’t you, my^dear 7 But, as I was saying, if 
Lord Ongar will continue to take care of himself he may become quite 
a different man. Hugh says that he drinks next to nothing now, and 
though he sometimes lights a cigar in the smoking-room at night, he 
hardly ever^ smokes You must do what you can to keep him from 
tobacco. I happen to know that 8ir Charles Poddy said that so many 
cigars were worse for him even than brandy.” 

All this Julia bore with an even temper. She was determined to bear . 
everything, till her time should come. Indeed she had made herself 
understand that the hearing of such things as these was a part of the 
price which she was to be called upon to pay. k was not pleassnt for 
her to hear what Sir Charles Poddy had said about the .tobacco and 
brandy of the man she was just going to msiry. She would eeoner hare 
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heard of hi« riding sixty miles a day, or dancing all night, as she might 
have heard had she been contented to take Harry Clavering. But she 
had made her^ selection with her eyes open, and was not disposed to 
qnarrel with her bargain, because that which she had bought was no 
better than the article which she had known it to be when she was making 
her purchase. Nor was she even angry with her sister. “ I will do the 
best I can, Hermy *, you may be sure of that. But there are some things 
which it is useless to talk about.** 

“ But it was as well you should know what Sir Charles said.” 

** I know quite enough of what he says, Hermy, — quite as much, I 
daresay, as you do. But, never mind. If Lord Ongar has given up 
smoking, I quite agree with you that it*B a good thing. I wish they’d all 
give it up, for I hate the smell of it. Hugh has got worse and worse. 
He never cares about changing his clothes now.” 

“ I’ll tell you what it is,** said Sir Hugh to his wife that night ; 
** sixty thousand a year is a very fine income, but Julia will find she has 
caught a Tartar.” 

I suppose he’ll hardly live long ; will he ? ” 

I don’t know or care when he lives or when he dies ; but, by 
heaven, ho is the most overbearing fellow I ever had in the house with 
me. I wouldn't stand him here for another '(brtnight, — not even to make 
her all safe.” 

It will soon be over. TJiey’ll be gone on Thursday.** 

What do you think of his having the impudence to tell Cunliffe,*’ — 
Cunliffe was the head keeper; — “before my face, that he didn’t know 
anything about pheasants I * Well, my lord, 1 think we’ve got a few 
about the place,’ said Cunliffe. ‘Very few,’ said Ongar, with a sneer. 
Now, if I haven’t a better head of game here than he has at Courton, I’ll 
eat him. But the impudence of his saying that before me ! ” 

“ Did you make him any answer ? ” ^ 

“ ‘ There’s about enough to suit me,’ I said. Then he skulked away, 
knocked off his pins. I shouldn’t like to be his wife; I can tell 
Julia that.” 

“ Julia is very clever,” said the sister. 

The day of the marriage came, and everything at Clavering was done 
with much splendour. Four bridesmaids came dewn from London on the 
preceding day; two were already staying ia^ the house, and the two 
cousins came as two more from the rectory. Julia Brabazou had never 
been really intimate with Mary and Fanny Clavering, but she had known 
them well enough to make it odd if she did not ask them to come to her 
wedding and to take a part in the ceremony. And, moreover, she had 
thought of Harry and her little romance of other days., Harry, perhaps, 
might be glad to know that she had shown this courtesy to his sisters. 
Harry, ahe knew, would be away at his school. Though she had asked 
him whether he meant to oume to her Vedding, she had been better 
pleased that he should be absent. She had not many regrets herself, but 
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it pleased ber to tbink tJint be should have them. So Mary and Fanny 
Clavering were asked to attend ber at the altar. Mary and Fanny would 
both have preferred to decline, but their mother had told them that they 
could not do so. ** It would make iU-fecling,” said Mrs. Clavering ; “ and 
that is what your papa particularly wishes to avoid.” 

When you say papa particularly wishes anything, mamma, you 
always mean that you wish it particularly yourself,” said Fanny. But 
if it must be done, it must ; and then 1 shall know how to behave when 
Mary's time comes.” 

The bells were rung lustily all the morning, and all the parish ^vas 
there, round about the church, to see. There was no record of a lord 
ever having been married in Clavering church before ; and now this loi'd 
was going to marry my lady's sister. It was all one as though she were 
a Clavcring herself. But there was no ecstatic joy in the parish. There 
were to be no bonfires, and no eating and drinking at Sir Hugh's expense, 
— no comforts provided for any of the poor by Lady Claveriug on that 
special occasion. Indeed, there was never much of such kindnesses 
between the lord of the soil and his dependants. A certain stipulated 
dole was given at Christmas for coals and blankets ; but even for that 
there was generally some wrangle between the rector and the steward. 
“ If there’s to be all this rd^r about it,” the rector had said to the steward. 
I’ll never ask for it again.” I wish my uncle w'ould only be us good 
ns bis word,” Sir Hugh had said, when the rector’s speech was repealed 
to him. Therefore, there was not much of real rejoicing in the parish on 
this occasion, though the bells w'ere rung loudly, and tliough the people, 
young and old, did duster round the churchyard to see the lord lend his 
bride out of the church. A puir feckless thing, tottering along like, — 
not half the makings of a man. A stout lass like she could a'most blow 
him away wi’ a puff of her mouth.” That was the verdict which an old 
farmer’s wife passed upon him, and tliat verdict was made good by tlic 
general opinion of the parisli. 

But though the lord might be only half a man, Julia Brabazon walked 
out from the church evefj incli a countess. Whatever price she might 
have paid, she bad at any rate got the thing which she had intended to 
buy. And as she stepped into the chariot which carried her away to 
the railway station on her way to^Dover, she told herself that she bad 
done right. She bad chosen licr profession, as Harry Clavering bod 
chosen bis ; and having so far succeeded, she would do her best to make 
ber success perfect. Mercenary ! Of course she had been mercenary. 
Were not ail men and women , mercenary upon whom devolved the 
necessity of earning their bread ? ^ 

Then there was a great breakfast at the park, — for the quality, — and 
the rector on this occasion submitted himself to become the guest of the 
nephew whom he thoroughly disliked. 



108 


Pi| 


About a year ago, the Saturday Review published an article which gave me, 
as its arti< 5 les often do give me, much food for reflection. The article was 
about the unjust estimate which, says the Saturday Review ^ I form of my 
countrymen, and about the indecency of talking of British Philistines.” It 
appears that I assume the truth of the transcendental lystem of philosophy, 
and then lecture my wiser countrymen because they will not join me in 
recognizing as eternal truths a set of platitudes which may be proved to be 
false. “ Now there is in England a school of philosophy which thoroughly 
understands, and, on theoretical grounds, deliberately rejects, the philo- 
sophical theory which Mr. Arnold accuses the English nation of neglecting; 
and the practical efforts of the English people, especially their practical 
efforts in the way of criticism, are for the most part strictly in accordance 
with the principles of that philosophy.” 

I do not quite know what to say about the transcendental system of 
philosophy, for I am a mere dabbler in these great matters, and to grasp 
and hold a system of philosophy is a feat much beyond my strength ; but 
I certainly did talk about British Philistines, and to call people^ Philistines 
when they are doing just what the wisest men in the fcountry have settled 
to be quite right, dotjs seem unreasonable, not to say indecent. Being 
really the most teachable man alive, 1 could not help making, after I had 
rend the article in the Satur day Review ^ a serious return, as the French say, 
upon myself ; and I resolved never to call my countrymen Philistines again 
till I had thought more about it, and could be quite sure I was not com- 
mitting an indecency. 

I was very much fortified in this good resolution by something else 
which happened about the same time. Every one knows that the heart of 
the English nation is its middle class ; there had been a good deal of talk, 
a year ago, about the education of this class, and I, among others, had 
imagined it was not good, and that the middle class suffered by its not 
being better. But Mr. Bazley, the Member for Manchester, who is a 
kind of representative of this class, made a speech last year at Manchester, 
tlie middle-class metropolis, which shook me a good deal. ** During the 
last few months,” said Mr. Bazley, ** there bad been a ciy that middle- 
class education ought to receive more attention. He confessed himself 
very much surprised by the clamour that was raised. He did not 
think that class need excite the ^mpathy either of the legislature or the 
public.” Much to the same effect spoke Mr. Miall, another middle-olasa 
leader, in the Noncenformieie ^Middle-class education seems to be tbe 
fiivourite topic of the hour, and we must confess to a feeling of shame 
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fel tib« nonseni^e ivhich is boing uttered on the subject. It might be 
thought from WbaV is said, that this section of the community, which has 
done everything else so well, — ^which has astonished the world by its 
energy, enterprise, and self-reliance, uhich is continually striking out 
new paths of industry and subduiDg the forces of nature, — cannot, from 
some mysterious reason, get their children properly educated.” Still more 
strong were the words of the Daily News (I love to range all the evidence 
in blaok and white before me, though it tends to my own discomfiture) 
about the blunder some of us were making : All the world knows that 
the great middle class of tliis country supplies the mind, the will, and the 
power for all the great and good things that have to be done, and it is not 
likely that that claa§ should surrender its powers and privileges in the one 
case of the training of its own children. How the idea of such a scheme 
can have occurred to anybody, how it can have been imagined that parents 
and schoolmasters in the most independent, and active, and enlightened 
class of English society, how it can have been supposed that the class 
which has done all the great things that have been done in all depart- 
ments, will beg the Government to send inspectors through its schools, 
when it can itself command whatever advantages exist, miglgl; socin unin- 
telligible but for two or three considerations.” These considerations do 
not much matter just now ; but it is clear how peifectly Mr. Bazley's 
stxmd was a stand such as it becomes a representative man like Mr. 
Bozley to make, and how well the Daily Telegraph might gay of the 
speech : It was at once grand, genial, national, and distinct 5 ” and the 
Morning Star of the speaker : ^ He talked to his constituents as 
Manchester people like to be talked to, in the language of clear, manly 
intelligence,' which penetrates through sophisms, ignores commonplaces, 
and gives to conventional illusions their true value. His speech was 
thoroughly instinct with that earnest good sense which characterizes 
Manchester, and which, indeed, may be fairly set down as the general 
characteristic of England and Englishmen everywhere.” 

Of ooune if Philistinism is characteristic of the British nation just 
now, it must in a sperial way be characteristic of the representative part 
of the British luOion, the part by which the British nation is what it is, 
and does all its best things, the middle class. And the newspapers, who 
have so many more means than 1 of knowing the truth, and who have 
Ihat trenchant onthoritative style for communicating it which makes so 
great an impressioD, say that the British middle class is characterized, not 
by Philistinism, but by enlightenment; by a passion for penetrating 
tbroqgh sophisms, ignoring oommonplaoes, and giving to cmirenlioiuti 
illntioiis their true value. Evidently it is nonsense, as the Daily Menu 
says, to think that this great mid^ class which snppUes the mind, 
the will, and the power |br all the great and good things that have 
to be done, should want hi whod^ the nurseries of its admirable Shtalli- 
genoe, meddled with* It may earily be imagined tiiat oU thi% coming on 
t|ia of the Saturday rebuke of me for indecent^, was epoegll 
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to set me meditating ; and after a long and painfUi Bou'-examinaticin, £ «aw 
tiiat I had been making a great mistake. I had been breakiilg one of my 
own cardinal rules : the rule to keep aloof &om praetibe, and to eonfine 
myself to the slow and obscure work of trying to underitHid things, to see 
them as they are. So 1 was su^Ssring d^nredly in being taunted with 
hawking about my nostrums of State schools for a class miioh too wise to 
want them, and of an Academy for people who have an inimitaUe style 
already. To be sure I had said that schools ought to be things cf local, 
not State, institution and management, and that we ought not to have an 
Academy; but that makes no difference. 1 had been meddling with 
practice, proposing jthis and that, saying how it might be if we had esta* 
blished this or that. 1 saw what danger 1 had be^p running iu &ua 
intruding into a sphere where 1 have no business, and 1 resolved to 
offend in this way Uo more. Henceforward let Mr. Kinglake belabour the 
French as he will, let. him describe as many tight mereiless lips as he 
likes ; henceforward let Educational Homes stretch themselves out in The 
Times to the crack of doom, let Lord Fortesoue bewitch the middle class 
With ever new blandishments, let any number of Mansion House meetings 
propound any number of patchwork schemes to avoid &ciDg the real 
difficulty ; 1 am dumb. 1 let reforming and instituting alone ; 'I meddle 
with my neighbour’s practice no more. He that is unjust^ let him be uf^uet 
stiUy dud he which is jUthyy let him he filthy stilly and he that is righteous^ 
let him he righteous stilly and he that is holy, let him he holy stilL 

This 1 say as a sincere penitent ; but 1 do not see that there is any 
harm in my still trying to know and understand things, if 1 keep humbly 
to that, and do not meddle with greater matters, which are out of my reach. 
So having once got into my head this notion of British PhiJiiiioism and 
of the want of clear and large intelligence in our middle class, I do not 
consider myself bound at once to put away and crush such a notion, as 
people are told to do with their religions doubts ; nor, when the Saturday 
Heview tells me that no nation in the world is so logical as the English 
nation, and the Morning Star, that our grand national charaoteristic is a 
clear intelligence which penetrates Uirough sophisms, ignores oommonplaoeSi 
and gives to oonyentional illusions their true value, do I feel myself com- 
pelled to receive these propositionB with absolute submisstcai as articles of 
fikith, transcending reason ; indeed, this would be transoendentalism, which 
the Saturday JReview oondemns. Canvass them, l£en, as mere matters of 
speculation, I may ; and having lately had oooaaioB to travel on the Conti- 
nent for many monthsi during which I was thrown in oompany with a 
great variety of piojde, 1 remembered what Bums says of the profitable- 
ness of trying to see oursehret as others see us, and I kept on the watch 
for anything to ectifina or eentradiet my old notion, in which, without 
ahoointeliy giving 4t upv I had begun certainly to be much shUcen and 
iteggarad* 

1 must say that the forrigu epialon about us is not at ell like tiiat of 
the Jlsmafo end the Mtmdny Star. 1 know how skadly the 
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ibreignen envy us, and that this must wnrp tbeir judgment ; 1 know, ioo, 
that this test of foreign opinion can never be decisive ; I only take it for 
what it is worth, and as a contribution to our study of the matter in 
question. But I do really think that the admirers of our great middle 
doss, which has, as its friends and enemies both agree, risen into such pre- 
ponderating importance of late years, and now returns the House of 
Commons, dictates the policy of Ministers, makes the newspapers speak 
with its voice, and in short governs the country, — I do think, I say, the 
admirers of this great class would be astounded if they could hear how 
cavalierly a foreigner treats this country of their making and managing. 

It is not so much that we dislike England,*' a Prussian official, with the 
graceful tact of his nation, said to me the other day, as that wc think 
little of her.” The Cologne Gazette^ perhaps the chief newspaper of Ger- 
many, publidied in the summer a series of letters, much esteemed, I believe, 
by military men, on the armies of the leading Continental powers. The 
writer was a German officer, but not a Prussian. Speaking of the ^Ise 
military system followed by the Emperor Nicholas, whose great aim was to 
turn his soldiers into perfectly drilled machines, and contrasting this with 
the free play left to the individual soldier in the French %5'stem : “In 
consequence of their purely mechanical training,” says this writer, “ the 
Kussians, in spite of their splendid courage, were in the Crimean war con- 
stantly beaten by the French, nay, decidedly beaten even hy the English 
and the Turkey* Hardly a German newspaper can discuss territorial 
changes in Europe but it will add, after its remarks on the probable policy 
of France in this or that event ; “ England will probably make a fuss, 
but what England thinks is of no importance.” I believe the German 
newspapers must keep a phrase of that kind stereotyped, they use it so 
often. France is our very good friend just now, but at bottom our “ clear 
intelligence penetrating through sophisms,” and so on, is not held in much 
more esteem there than in Germany. One of the gravest and most 
moderate of French newspapers — a newspaper, too, our very good friend, 
like France herself^ into the bai^in — ^broke out lately, when some jealousy 
of the proposed Cholera Commission in the East was shown on this side the 
water, in terms which, though less rough than the “ great fool ” of the 
Saturday Eeview, were stall far from flattering. “ Let us speak to these 
English the only language &ey can comprehend. England lives for her 
trade; Cholera interrupts trade; therefore it is for England’s interest to 
join in precautions against Cholera.” 

Compliments of this sort are displeasing to remember, displeasing to 
repeat ; bat their abundance strikes the attention ; and then the happy 
nnoonsoioiisaesa of those at whom they are aimed, their atate of impertur- 
bable self-satiafimtion, strikes the attention too, and makes an inquisitive 
mind quite eager to aee its way clearly in Ihis apparent game of cross 
purposes. For^^ever, surely, was there suiffi a game of cross purposes 
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plnyei}. It OAme to its height when Lord Palmerston died the other day. 
Lord Palmerston was England ; “ the best type of our age and country,” 
The Times well called him ; he was a great reprcsentatiye man, empha* 
tically the English Minister ; ” the interpreter of the wishes of that great 
middle class of this country which supplies the mind, the will, and the 
power requisite for all the great and good things that have to be done, and 
therefore ^‘acknowledged by a whole people as their best impersonation.” 
Monsieur Thiers says of Pitt, that though he used and abused the strength 
of England, she was the second country in the world at the time of hia 
death, and the first eight years afterwards. That was after Waterloo and 
the triumphs of Wellmgton. And that era of primacy and triumphs Lord 
Palmerston, say the English newspapers, has carried on to this hour. 

What Wellington was as a soldier, that was Palmerston as a statesman.” 
When I read these words in some foreign city or other, I could not help 
rubbing my eyes and asking myself if I was dreaming. Why, taking 
Lord Palmerston’s career from 1830 (when he first became Foreign Secre- 
tary) to his death, there cannot be a sliadow of doubt, for any one with 
eyes and ears in his head, that he foimd England the first Power in the 
world’s estimation, and that he leaves her the third, aflcr France and the 
United States. 1 am no politician ; I mean no disparagement at all Co Lord 
Palmerston, to whose talents and qualities I hope I can do jiuticc ; and 
indeed it is not Lord Palmerston’s policy, or any Minister’s policy, that 
i^ in question here, it i^ the policy of all of us, it is the policy of 
England ; for in a government such as ours is at present, it is only, 
as ^^e are so often reminded, by interpreting public opinion, by being 
“the best tyjie of his nge and country,” that a Minister governs; and 
Loid Palmerston’s greatness lay precisely in our all “acknowledging 
him as our best impersonation.” Well, then, to this our logic, our 
praclicnl efforts in the way of criticism, our clear manly intelligence 
penetrating through sophisms and ignoring commonplaces, and above 
all, our redoubtable phalanx possessing these advantages in the highest 
degree, our great middle class, which makes Parliament, and which 
supplies the mind, the will, and the power requisite for all the great 
and good things that have to be done, have brought us ; to the 
third plaoe in the world’s estimation, instead of the first. He who dis- 
believes it, let him go round to every embassy in Europe and ask if it 
is not true. 

The foreigners, indeed, are in no doubt as to the real authors of the 
policy of modem England ; they know that ours is no longer a policy of 
Pitts and aristoeraoies, disposing of every movement of the hoodwinked 
nation to whom they dictate it ; they know that our policy is now dictated by 
the strong middle part of England^ — England happy, as Mr. Lowe, quoting 
Aristolle, says, in having hw middle port strong and her extremes weak ; 
and that, though we are administered by one of our weak extremes, the 
aaflstoot'ftoy, these managers administer U8,*as a weak extreme natural)^ 
mva^ with & nervous attention to the wishes of the Btrm^ middle 
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whose Agents they are. It was not the aristocracy which made the 
Grimiea& war^ it was the strong middle part^the constituencies. It was 
the strong middle part which showered abuse and threats on Germany for 
mishandling Denmark ; and when Germany gruffly answered, Com& and 
»top us, slapped its pockets, and vowed that it bad never had the slightest 
notion of pushing matters so far as this. It was the strong middle part 
which, by the voice of its favourite newspapers, kept threatening Germany, 
after she had snapped her fingers at us, with a future chastisement from 
France, just as a smarting school-boy threatens his bully with a drubbing 
to come from some big buy in the background. It was the strong middle 
part, speaking through the same newspapers, which was full of coldness, 
blights, and sermons for the American Federals during their lute struggle ; 
and as soon as they had succeeded, discovered that it had always wished 
them well, and that nothing was so much to be desired as that the United 
States, and wc, should be the fastest friends possible. Some people will 
say that the aristocracy was an equal offender in this respect : very likely ; 
but the behavioui* of the strong middle part makes more impi-ession than 
the behaviour of a weak extreme ; and the more so, because from the 
middle class, their fellows in numberless ways, the Amerionua expected 
sympatliy, while from the aristocracy they expected none. And, in 
general, the faults -with which foreigners reproach us in the matters 
named, — ^rash engagement, intemperate threatening, undignified retreat, 
ill-timed cordiality, — are not the faults of an aristocracy, by nature in 
such concerns prudent, reticent, dignified, sensitive on the point of 
honour j they are rather the faults of a rich middle class, — testy, absolute, 
ill-acquainted with foreign matters, a little ignoble, very dull to perceive 
when it is making itself ridiculous. 

I know the answer one gets at home when one says tliat England is 
not* very highly considered just now on the Continent. There is first of 
all the envy to account for it, — that of course ; and then our clear intel- 
ligence is making a radical change in our way of dealing with the 
Cemtinent ; the old, bad, oristocratical policy of incessantly intermeddling 
with the afflurs of the Continent, — this it is getting rid of ; it is leaving 
the miserable foreigners to themselves, to their wars, despotUiiis, bu^ 
reaucraoy, and hatred of free, prosperous England. A few incoovenienoes 
may arise before the transition from our old policy to our new is ikirly 
accomplished, and we quite leave olF the liabit of meddling where our 
own interests arc not at stake. We may be exposed to a little mortifica- 
tion in the passage, but our clear intelligence will discern any occasion 
where our interests are really at stake. Then we aliall come forward and 
prove ours^ves as stroog as ever | and the foreigners, in qnte of their 
envy, know it But what stiikes mo so much in all which those 
foreigners is, that it if just this clear iitlelligeuce of oitm that they 
appear at the pteseat moment to hold cheap. EngHi^mew ore often 
heard oomplainiog of the little gratitude foreign noiiona riiow them for 
their sympatliy, their good-will. The reason Uiut the feeeignem 
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think that an EngH»hman'a good*wUl to a foreign cause, or dislike to it, 
is never grounded in a perception of its real merits and bearings, but in 
some chance circumstance. They say the Englishman never, in these 
cases, really comprehends the situation, and so they can never feel him 
to be in living sympathy with them. 1 have got into much tronble for 
calling my countrymen Philistines, and all through these remarks I am 
determin^ never to use Uiat word ; but 1 wonder if there can be anything 
offensive in calling one's countryman a young man from the country. 1 
hope not ; and if not, 1 abould aay, for the benefit of thoae who have aeen 
Mr. John Parry’s amuaing entertainment, that England and Englishmen, 
liolding forth on some great cruis in a foreign country,— Poland, say, 
or Italy, — are apt to have on foreigners very much the effect of the 
young man ffom the country who talks to the nursemaid after she has 
upset the perambulator. There is a terrible crisis, and the discourse- of 
the young man from the country, excellent in itself, is ielt not to touch 
the crisis vitally. Nevertheless, on he goes; the perambulator lies a 
wreck, the child screams, the nursemaid wrings her hands, the old gentle- 
man storms, the policeman gesticulates, the crowd thickens ; still, that 
astonishing young man talks on, serenely unconscious that he is not at 
the ccntie of the situation. 

Happening to be much thrown with certain foreigners, who criticised 
England in this sort of way, I used often to think what a short and 
ready way one of our hard-hitting English newspapers would take with 
these Bcorncrs, if they fell into its hands. But being myself a mere 
seeker for truth, with nothing trenchant or authoritative about me, 1 
could do no more than look shocked and begin to aak qiiestious. ** What 1 ’* 
I said, ‘‘you hold the England of to-day cheap, and declare that we 
do not comprehend the *eituation ; yet you rate the England of 1815 
so high, and call our fatliers and grandfathers the foremost people 
in Europe. Did they comprehend the situation better than we ? ” “ Yea," 
replied my foreign friends, *^the aituation as they bad it, a great deal 
better. Their time was a time for eneigy, and they aucceeded in it 
perfectly. Our time is a time for intelligence, and you are not succeeding 
in it at all." 

Though I could not hear without a shudder this Insult to the earnest 
good sense which, as the Moi^ng Star says, may be fairly set down as 
the general charaoteziatic of England and Englishmen everywhere, yet 1 
pricked up my ears when my companions talked of energy, and England's 
success in a time ibr energy, because X have always had a notion myself 
that energy — energy with honesty — ia England'a great force ; a greater force 
to her, even, than her talent fi)r penetrating through sophisms and ignoring 
commonplaces; so 1 begged my acquaintanoes to explain a little more 
fully to me wbat they meant Nothing can be clearer," they ^swered. 
** Yonr TimeB ufas telling you the other day, with the enlightenment it so 
o^n shows at present, that instead of being proud of Waterloo and the 
greet war which was closed by it, it really seemed as if you intlMr 
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to fed eatbamssed at the recollection of them, since the policy for which 
tlwy wete foaglit is grown obsolete ; the world has taken a turn which 
was not Lord Castlcreagh’s, and to look back on the great Tory war is 
to look back upon an endless account of blood and treasure wasted. Now, 
that is not so at all. What France had in her head, from the Convention, 

* faithful to the principles of the sovereignty of the people, which will not 
permit them to acknowledge anywhere the institutions militating against 
it,’ to Napoleon, with his ‘ immense projects for assuring to France the 
empire of the world,’ — what she had in her head, along with many 
better and sounder notions destined to happier fortune, was supremacy. 
She had always a vision of a sort of federation of the States of Europe 
under the primacy of France. Now to this the world, whoso progress no 
doubt lies in the direction of more concert and common purpose among 
nations, but these nations free, self-impelled, and living each its own life, was 
not moving. Whoever knocks to pieces a scheme of this sort does the world a 
service. In antiquity, Roman empire had a scheme of this sort, and much 
more. The barbarians knocked it to pieces — ^honour to the barbarians. In the 
middle ages Frederick the Second had a scheme of this sort. The Papacy 
knocked it to pieces — honour to the Papacy. In our own cen^ry, France 
had a scheme of this sort. Your fathers knocked it to pieces — honour to 
your fathers. Tliey were just the people to do it. They hud a vigorous 
lower class, a vigorous middle class, and a vigorous aristocracy. The lower 
class worked and fought, the middle class found the money, and the aris- 
tocracy wielded the whole. This aristocracy was high-spirited, reticent, 
firm, despising frothy declamation. It had all the qualities useful for its 
task and. time; Lord Grenville’s words, as early ns 1798 : ‘ England will 
never consent that France shall arrogate the power of annulling at her 
pleasure, and under the pretence of a pretended natural right, the political 
system of Europe; ’ these few words, with their lofty strength, contain, ns 
one may say, the prophecy of future success : you liear the. very voice of 
an anstocracy standing on sure ground, and with -the stars in its favour. 
Well, you succeeded, and in 1815, after Waterloo, you were the first 
power in Europe. * These people have a secret,’ wo all said ; * they 
have discerned the way the world was going, and therefore they have 
prevailed ; while, on the other hand, the stars in their courses fought 
against Sisera.” ’ We held you in the greatest respect ; wc tried to copy 
your constitutional government ; w'e read your writers. ‘ After the 
peace,’ says George Sand, ^ the literature of Great Biitain crossed the 
■traits, and came to reign amongst us.^ It reigned in Byron and Scott, 
voices of the great aristocratical spirit which had just won the victory: 
Scott cxpreasiitg its robust, gem'al conservatism, holding by a thousand 
roots to the past ; Byron iti defiant force and indomitable pride. 

** We believed hi you for a good while ; bu%radually it began to dawn 
upon us that the em fbr #h!oh you had had the secret was over, and that 
a new era, for which yod had not the secret, was beginning. The work 
ai the old en iras to prevent the fiirmation of a second Homan empire, 
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and to nmmtdbi a store of free, rich, Tarious national liyes for the foturo 
to work with and bring to harmanjr. This was a woric of ibrce, of energy ; 
it was a work for an aristocratical power) since, as yon yourself are always 
saying) aiistocracieS) poor in ideas, are rich in energy. You were a great 
itristocratical power, and did it. But then came an era with another work, 
a work of which it is the great glory of the French Hevolution (pardon us 
for saying so, we know it makes some of your countrymen angry to hear 
it,) passionately to have embraced the idea: the work of making human 
hie, hampered by a past which it has outgrown, natural and rationaL This 
is a work of intelligence, and in intelligence an aristocratic powei*, to you 
know, does not so much shine. Accordingly, since the world has been 
steadily moving this way, you seem to have lost your seciet, and we arc 
gradually ceasing to believe in you. You will say, perhaps, that England 
is no longer an aristocratical power, but a middle-class power, wielded by 
an industrial middle class, as the England of your fathers was wielded by 
a territorial aristocracy. This may be so ; and indeed, os the style, car- 
riage, and policy of England have of late years been by no means those of 
an aristocratical power, it probably is so. But whatever class dictates it, 
your course, allow us to say, has not of late years been intelligent ; has 
not, at any rate, been successful. And depend upon it, a nation who has 
the secret of her era, who discerns which way the world is going, is suc- 
cessful, keeps rising. Can you yourselves, with all your powers of self- 
satisfaction, suppose that the Crimean war raised you, or that your Indian 
mutiny raised you, or that your attitude in the Italian war raised you, 
as your performances at the beginning of the century raised you ? Surely 
you cannot. You hold your own, if you will; you showed tenacity; 
you saved yourselves from disaster; but you did not raise yourselves, 
did not advance one jot. Can you, on the other hand, suppose that 
your attitude in the Danish business, in the American business, has 
not lowered you 7 You are losing the instinct which tells people how 
the woild is going;, you are beginning to make mistakes; you are 
fulling out of the front rank. The era of aristocracies is over ; nations 
must DOW stand or fall by the intelligcnoe of their middle class and 
their people. The people with you is still an embryo ; no one can yet 
qtiite say what it will come to. You lean, therefore, with your Whole 
weight upon the intelligence of your middle class. And intelligence, in 
the true sense of the word, your middle class has absolutely none.’* 

1 was aghast. 1 thought of this great class, every morning and evening 
extolled for its clear, manly int^genoe by a hundred vigorous and 
influential writers ; and though the fine enthusiasm of these writers had 
always seemed to ihe to be carrying them a little too far, and I had even 
been guilty of the indeoem^ of now and then calling my countxymea 
PhilistineB, these foreign eritios struck me as passing all bounds, and 
quite out^Heroding Herod. Foitniiately 1 bad just received from England 
a copy of Mr. Lowe's poWerfol and mu^-admired speech against Befonm 
I it out of my pocket* “How," said I to my enviousi oaryiAg 

S-5 
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fbr«igQei% ^ jmt Hsten to me. You say that the oarly years of this ceutury 
were a time fisr energy, and we did well in them ; you say that the last 
thirty or forty years have been a time for intelligence, and we have done 
iU in them. Mr. Lowe shall answer you. Here is his reading of our last 
thirfy or forty years’ history, os made by our middle-class Parliament, as 
he oails it ; by a Parliament, therefore, filled by the mind and will of this 
great class whose rule you disparage. Mr. Lowe says : ‘ The seven Houses 
of Commons that have sate since the Rofonn Dill have performed exploits 
tmiivalled, not merely in the six centuries during which Parliament has 
existed, but in the whole history of representative aasombliea.’ He says : 
*Look at the noble work, the heroic work which the House of Commons 
has performed within these thirt 3 ^-five years. It has gone through and 
revised every institution of the country ; it has scanned our trade, our 
ooloniea, our laws, and our municipal institutions ; everything that was 
complained of, everything that liad grown distasteful, has been touched 
with suocesa and moderation by the amending hand. And to such a point 
have these amendments been carried, that when gentlemen come to argue 
this question, and do all in their power to get up a j^ractical grievance, 
they fail in suggesting even one.’ There is what Mr. Lowe says. You see 
we have nothing left to desire, absolute]}' nothing. As Mr. Lowe himself 
says : ^ With all this continued peace, contentment, happiness, and pro- 
sperity, — England in its present state of development, and civilization, — 
the mighty fabric of English prosperity, — what can we want more ? ’ 
Evidently nothing : therefore to propose * for England to make a step in 
like direction of democi-acy is the strangest and wildest proposition ever 
broached by man.' People talk of America. ‘ In Amerhia the working 
classes are the masters ; docs anybody doubt tluit ? ’ And compare, 
Mr. Lowe means, England, as tlie middle class is making hor, with 
America, as the working classes are making her. How entirely must 
the comparison turn to the advantage of the English middle class 1 Then, 
finally, as to the figure we out in the eyes of the world, our grandeur and 
onV future, hero is a crowning oentenoe, worthy of Lord Macaulay him- 
•elf, whose style Mr. Lowe enthuBiastically admires : * The destiny of 
England is in the great heart of England / ’ ” 

Mr. Bright had not then made his famous ^eoh about the misdeeds 
of the Tories, but, if he had, I should certainly have added that our 
middle dlaos, by these unrivalled exploits of theirs, had not only raised 
their oountry to an unprecedented height of greatness, but had also 
etvtsd our foolish and obstructive arisloenicy firom being emptied into the 
Thames. 

As it was, what I bed urged, or rather what I had bonmwsd 

from Mr. Lowe, sasMd to uis aseeedingly foroible, and 1 loohed amdoiialy 
for its dfoet on my^earert . They did not apt^ear to nnseh diseooeertod 
as 1 had ho|>ed. ^‘^TJadoiibtidly,** they said, the oondag of your Jiiid& 
dkm to power wiis w natuntlf fahHary event, to be blessed, noi snathena* 
Heed. Aristooradss eaiHlol AsH yrith a time for intelligent their' ssM 





m 

is for ittetft, not idass. Tb« world of tdeu is the possible, the future ; the 
world of Aristooraeies k the establithed, the pest, which has made their 
fbHuue and which they hope to prolong. No doubt your middle oless 
found a great deal of oommerdid and aooial business waiting to be done, 
which your aristooratio goremments had left undone, and had no talents 
for doing. Their talente were for other times and tasks ; for curbing the 
power of the Crown when other classes were too inconsiderable to do it; 
for managing (if one compares them with Other aristocraoiet) their affiurs 
and their dependants with vigour, pmdenoe, and moderation, during the 
feudal and patriarchal stage of society ; for wielding the force of their 
country against foreign powers with eneigy, firmness, and dignity. But 
then came the modem spirit, the modem dme : the notionf as we say, of 
making human life more natural and rational ; or, as your philosophers 
say, of getting the greatest happiness for the greatest number. Have you 
succeeded, are you succeeding, in this hour of the many, as your aristo- 
cracy succeeded in tlie hour of the few? You say you ore; you point 
to * the noble work, the heroic work which the House of Commons has 
performed within these last thirty-five years; everything that was 'com- 
plained of, everything that had grown distasteful, has been touched with 
buccess and moderation by the amending band.’ Allow us to set clap- 
trap on one side ; we are not at one of your public meetings. What is 
the modem problem ? to make human lifo, the life of society, all through, 
more natural and rational ; to have the greatest possible number of one’s 
nation happy. Here is the standard by which we are to try ourselves and 
one another now, as national grandeur, in the old regal and ariftocratical 
conception of it, was the standard formerly. Every nation must have 
wished to be England in 1815, tried by the old standard : must we all 
wish to be England in 1865, tried by the new stai^ard 7 Your arialooracy, 
you say, is as splendid, as fortunate, as enviable as ever : veiyr likely ; 
but all the world cannot be aristocracy. What do you make 4»r the 
moss of your society, of its vast middle and lower poirion? Are we 
to envy you your oommon people ; is our oommon people to wish to 
change places with yours ; are we to say that you, more than we, have 
the modern secret here 7 Without insisting too much on the stories 
of misery snd degradation which are perpetually reaching us, we will 
say that no one can mix with a great crowd in your country, no one 
can walk with his eyes and ears open through the poor quarters of your 
large towns, and not &el that your oommon people, as it meets one’s eyes, 
is at present more rsw, to say the very least, less enviable-looking, further 
removed from eiviliaed and humane tifo, than the common people almost 
anywhere. Well, then, you are not a suooess, aeeording to the modem 
standiid, with your oommon pec^. Are you a suooess with your middle 
elsm? They We the power new; what have they made themselves ? 
wlmt aort of a lift » theifs? A life more natural, atore rarional, fuller of 
llappi^!aai^ more envieble, therribre, than the Ufo. of the middle clastei 
emlhr OoDliiiant 7 Tea, yon wtU mj, beoeiase the E ng li s h middle rime ih 
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the most industrious und the richest But it is just here that you go a 
great deal too fast, and so deceive yourselves. What brings about, or 
ra^er tends to bring about, n natural, rational life, satisiying the modem 
spirit ? This : the growth of a love of industry, trade, and wealth ; the 
growth of a love of the things of the mind ; and the growth of a love of 
beautiful things. There are body, intelligence, and soul all taken care of. 
Of these three factors of modern life, your middle class has no notion 
of any but one, the first. Their love of industry, trade, and wealth, 
is certainly prodigious ; and their example has done us a great deal 
of good : we, too, are beginning to get this love, and we wanted 
it. But what notion have they of anything else? Do but look at 
them, look alT their lives. Some of us know your middle class very 
well ; a great deal better than your own upper class in general knows 
them. Your middle class is educated, to begin with, in the worst schools 
of your country, and our middle class is educated in the best of ours. 
What becomes of them after that? The fineness and capacity of a man’s 
spirit is shown by his enjoyments ; your middle class has an enjoyment 
in its business, we admit, and gets on well in business and makes money; 
but beyond that? Drugged with business, 3'our middle ^^lass seems 
to have its sense blunted for any stimulus besides, except religion ; 
it has a religion, narrow, unintelligent, repulsive. All sincere religion 
does something for the spirit, raises a man out of the bondage of his 
merely bestial part, and saves him ; but the religion of your middle class 
is the very lowest form of intelligential life which one can imagine ns 
saving. What other enjoyments have they ? The newspapers, a sort of 
eating and drinking which are not to our taste, a literature of books 
almost entirely religious or semi-religions, books utterly unreadable by 
an educated class anywl^re, but which your middle class consumes, they 
say, by the hundred thousand ; and in their evenings, for a great treat, a 
lecture on teetotalism or nunneries. Can any life be imagined more 
hideous, more dismal, more unenviable ? Compare it with the life of our 
middle class as you have seen it on the Khine this summer, or at Lau- 
sanne, or Zurich. The world of enjoyment, so libcralir.ing and civilizing, 
belongs to the middle classes there, as well as the w'orld of business ; tho 
whole world is theirs, they possess life; in England the highest class 
seems to have tho monopoly of the world of enjoyment, the middle class 
enjoys itself, os your Shakspeare would say, in hugger-mugger, and 
ponesses lifij only by reading dn the newspapers, which it does devoutly, 
the doings of great people. Well then, we do not at all want to be as your 
middle claas; we want to learn from it to do buriness and to get rich, 
and this we are learning a great deal faster than you think ; but we do 
not, like your middte ulase, iSx our consummation here : we have a notion 
of a whole world beiidea not dreamed of in yout middle olasi*»idiilosophy ; 
so th^, too, Hke year oomnaoii people, seem to us no success. They may 
be ilie masters of the snodeiti time with you, but they are not eolving ale 
problem. They cannot are the way the world is going, and the fiitnin 
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does not belong to thorn. Talk of tlio present state of development and 
civilization of England, meaning England as the/ represent it to us 1 
Wh/, the capital, pressing danger of England, is the barbarism of her 
middle class ; the civilization of^her middle class is England’s capital, 
pressing want’!- 

“Well, but,” said I, still catching at Mr. Lowe’s powerful help, “the 
Parliament of tliia class lias performed exploits unrivalled not merely in 
ihe six centuries during which Parliament has existed, but in the whole 
history of representative assemblies. The exploits are there : all the 
reforms we have made in the last five-and-thirty years.” 

“ Let us distinguish,” replied the envious foreigners, “ let us distinguish. 
We named three powers — did we not? — which go to spread ^hat rational 
humane Lfe which is the aim of modem society : the love of wealth, tlie 
love of intelligence, the love of beauty. Your middle class, we agreed, 
has the first ; its commercial legislation, ncoordingly, has been very good, 
and in advance of that of foreign countries. Not that free-trade was really 
brought about by your middle class : it was brought about, as important 
reforms always are, by two or three great men. However, let your 
middle class, which had the sense to accept free trade, have the credit of 
it. But this only brings us n certain way. The legislation of your 
middle class in all that goes to give human life more intelligence and beauty, 
is no better than was to be expected from its own want of both. It is 
nothing to say that its legislation in these respects is an improvement 
upon what you had before ; that is not the question ; you are holding up 
its achievements as absolutely admirable, us unrivalled, as a model to us. 
You may have done — for you — much for religious toleration, social im- 
provement, public instruction, municipal reform, law reform ; but the 
French Revolution and its consequences have done^ upon the Continent, a 
great deal more. Such a spectacle as your Irish Gimrch Establishment 
you cannot find in France or Germany. Your Irish land-question you 
hai-dly dare to face, — Stein settled as threatening a land-question in 
Prussia. Of the schools for your middle class we have already spoken ; 
while these Echoola are what they are, while ihe schools for your poor 
are maintained in the expensive, unjust, irrational way they are, England 
is full of endowments and foundations, capable by themselves, if properly 
applied, of putting your public education on a much better footing. In 
France and Germany all similar funds are thus employed, having been 
brought under pubHc responsible management ; in England they are left 
to private irresponsible management, and arc, in nine cases out of ten, 
wasted. You talk of municipal reform ; and cities and the manner of life 
in them have, ^ the modem business of promoting a more rational and 
humane life in the great body of the community, Inoaloulable importance. 
Do you suppose we should tolerate in France, Oermany, Switzerland, 
Italy, your London corporation and Tendon vestries, and London as they 
make it? In your provincial towns you do better; but even there, do the 
munieipaUties idiow a tenth port either of the intelligence or the cate dbr 
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tho endif «s we have laid them down, of modern eooiety, that ottr 
muaioipalitieB ahow 7 Your middle-cUfU man thinhi it the highest pitch 
of development and dvilization when hU letters are carried twelve times 
a day from Islington to Camberwell, and from Camberwell to Islington, 
and if railway-ti-ains run to and fi-o between them every*quarter of an 
hour. He thinks it is nothing that the trains only carry him from an 
illiberal, dismal life at Islington to an illiberal, dismal life at Camberwell ; 
and the letters only tell him that such is tho life there. A Swisi burgher 
takes Heaven knows bow many hours to go from Berne to Geneva, and his 
trains are very few ; this is an extreme on the otlier side ; but compare 
the life the Swiss burgher finds or leaves at Bemc or Geneva with tlie life 
of the middle class in your English towns. Or else you think to cover 
everything by saying : ^We are free 1 we are free ! Our newspapers can 
say what they like 1’ Freedom, like Industry, is a very good horse to rid<* 

* — but to ride somewhere. You seem to think that you have only got to 
get on the back of your horse Freedom, or your horse Industry, and to ride 
away os hard as you can, to be sure of coming to the right destination. 
If your newspapers can say what they like, you think you are sure of 
being well advised. TJiat comes of your inaptitude for ideas, and aptitude 
for clap-trap; you can never see the two sides of a question; never perceive 
that every human state of things, even a good one, has its inconveniences. 
We can see the conveniences of your state well enough; and the incon- 
veniences of ours, of newspapers not free, and prefects over-busy ; and 

there are plenty of us who proclaim them. You eageily repeat after us 
all we say that redounds to your own honour and glory ; but you never 
follow our example yourselves. You are full of acuteness to perceive the 
ill influence of our prefects on us ; but if any one says to you, in your 
turn, * The English system of a great landed aristocracy keeps your lower 
class a lower class for ever, and materialises and vulgarises your whole 
middle class,* you stare vacantly at the speaker, you cannot even take 
in his ideas ; you can only blurt fortli, in J'eply, some clap-trap or other 
about a * i^stem of such ti-ied and tested efficiency as no other country 
was ever happy enough since the world was a world.* ” 

I have observed in my travels, that roost young gentlemen of our 
highest class go through Europe, from Calais to Constantinople, i^nth one 

esotence on their lips, and one idea in their minds, which auflioeS| 

e{ipareiitly, to explain all that they see to them : Foreigners don't wash. 
Ko doubt, thought 1 to myself, my friends have fallen in with aotme dia- 
tinguiihed young Britons of this sort, and had their feelinga wounded by 
thm ; hence their raneour against our aristocracy. And as to our raiddla 
dass, frroigners hare no notion how much this class, with no, obntaini ; 
how many shades and g r adat ion s in it there arc, and how Httle what h 
■aid of one part of it will apply to another. Sonaethiog of this sort I could 
not help urging aloud* **Yoa do not know,’* 1 said, “that ihexe is 
broken off, as one mpgr from the -top of our middle olsssy a large frag- 
menti whkh receive the belt education tho country can giva» the aa^ 
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eduoation a$ our arUtoorscy; wliich it perfi^ctly intelligent and which 
e&jojs life perfectly. These men do the main part of our inteUectuiil 
work, write all ottr best newspapers ; and cleverer people, I assure yen, 
are nowhere to bo found.” 

“ Clover enough,” was* the answer, “ but they show not much intelli- 
gence, in the true sense of the woid, — not much intelligence of the way 
the world is going. Whether it is that they 'must try to hit your current 
public opinion, which is not intellig^t ; whether it is that, having been, 
as you say, brought up with your aristocracy, they have been too much 
influenced by it, have taken, half insensibly, an aristocracy's materhil 
standard, and do not believe in ideas ; certain it is that their intelligence 
has no ardour, no plan, leads them nowhere; it is ineffectual. Your 
intellect is at this moment, to an almost unexampled degree, without 
influence on the intellect of Europe.” 

While this was being said, I noticed an Italian, who was one of our 
party, fumbling with his pocket-book, from whence he presently produced 
a number of grey newspaper slips, which I could see were English. “ Now 
just listen to me for a moment,” ha cried, and I will show you what 
makes us say, on the Continent, that you English have no sense for logic, 
for ideas, and that your praise and blame, having no substantial foundation, 
are worth very little. You remember the famous French pamphlet before 
our war began in 1859 : Napoleon the Third and Italy, The pamphlet 
appealed, iu the French way, to reason and fii’st principles; the updiot of 
it was this : < The treaties which bind governments would be invariable 
only if the world was immovable. A power which should intrench itself 
behind tieaties in order to resist modifleations demanded by general 
feeling would have doubtless on her side an acquired right, but she would 
have against her moral right and UDiversal conscience.’ You English, on 
the other hand, took your stand on things as they were : * If treaties arc 
made,’ said your TimeSy * they must be respected. Tear one, and all are 
waste paper.’ Very well ; this is a policy, at any rate, an aristocratioal 
policy ; much may be said for it. The Times was full of contempt for the 
French pamphlet, on essay, as it called it, ‘ conveying the dreams of an 
agitator expressed in the language of an academician.’ It said : * No one 
accustomed to tlie pithy comments with which liberty notices passing his- 
tory, can rOad such a production without complacency that he does not live 
hi the country which produces it. To see the heavy apparatus of an essay 
btought out to toke a question on which men have corresponded and 
talked and speculated in the frinds, and acted in the most practical manner 
pQodble fbr a month past, is as strange as if we beheld some spectral 
review,' and tto on. Still very well ; there is the strong practical man 
deipishig theories i^d reveries. ‘ I'he sentiment of race is just now 
threatening to be exoeedmgly troublesome. It k to a considerable extent 
ia our days a literary revival.* Tltat is all to the sidnerefibet. Then 
OBmO a hitoh id our afikirs, and flartune seemed aa if she was going to 
g|iir% at ahe often docs gtre, the mti-theorists a triumph* * TbO Hallin 
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ploV Clied The Timsj ^ has failed. The Emperor and his familiar^ 
know not the moral strength wluch is still left in the enlightened com-^ 
munities of Europe. To the unanimous and indignant i-eprohation of 
English opinion is due the failure of the imperial plots. While silence 
and fear reign everywhere abroad, the eyes and ears of the Continent are 
turned continually to these Islands. English opinion has been erected into 
a kind of Areopagus.’ Our business went forward again, and your 
English opinion grew very stern indeed. ‘ Sardinia,’ said I%e FimeSf 
* is told very plainly that she has deserted the course by which alone she 
could hope either to be happy or great, and abandoned herself to the 
guidance of fatal delusions, which are luring her on to destruction. By 
cultivating the arts of peace she would have been solving, in the only 
possible way, the difficult problem of Italian independence. She has been 
taught by France to look instead to the acquisition of fresh territory by 
war and conquest. She lias now been told with perfect truth by tho 
warning voice of the British Parliament that she has not a moment to lose 
in retracing her steps, if indeed her penitence be not too late.’ Well, 
to make a long story short, we did not retrace our steps ; we went on, as 
you know; we succeeded ; and now let us make a jump frqpi the spring 
to the autumn. Here is your unanimous English opinion, here is your 
Areopagus, here is your TtmeSy in October : ‘ It is very irregular (Sar- 
dinia’s course), it is contrary to all diplomatic forms. Francis the Second 
can show a lliousand texts of international law against it. Yes ; but 
there are extremities beyond all law, and there are laws which existed 
before even society was formed. There are laws which are implanted in 
our nature, and which form part of the human mind.’ and so on. Why, 
here you have entirely boxed the compass and come round from the aristo* 
cratical programme to the programme of the French pamphlet, ‘ the dreams 
of an agitator in the language of the rhetorician I ’ And you approved 
not only oiu- present but our past, and kindly took off your ban of 
reprobation issued in February. * llow great a change has been effeoted 
by the wisely courageous policy of Sardinia I The iii-mness and boldness 
which have raised Italy from degradation form the enduring character of 
a ten years’ policy. King Victor Emmanuel and his sagacious counsellor 
have achieved succesi by remembering that fortune favours the bold.’ 
There you may see why the mind of France influences tlie Continent so 
much and the mind of England so little. France has intelligence enough 
to perceive the ideas that ore moving, or are likely to move, the world ; 
she believes in them, sticks to them, and shapes her course to nut them. 
You neither perceive ^em nor believe in them, but you play with them 
like counters, taking them up and laying them down at random, and fol«» 
lowing really some turn of your imagination, some gust of liking or dis« 
liking. When 1 heard some of your oountrymtn complaioing of Italy and 
her ingratitude for EogUsh sympathy) I made, to explain it, the collection 
of those extracts and of a go^ many more. Th^ are «U at your lerviee f 
I hure some here irom the 8aiurd<^ BevieWf wMoh yon will find oaetly 
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foUovir suit with those from Thi Times,** “ No, tliank you,” I answered, 
T/te Times is enough. My relations with the Saturday Review are rather 
tight*8tretched, as you say here, already ; make me a party to none of 
your quarrels with them.” 

After this my original tormentor once more took up his parable. “ You 
see DOW what I meant,” he said, ^ by saying that you did better in the old 
time, in the day of aristocraoies. An aristocracy has no ideas, but it has a 
policy, — to resist change. In this policy it believes, it sticks to it ; when 
it is beaten in it, it holds its tongue. 'Hiis is respectable, at any rate. 
But your great middle class, as you call it, your present governing power, 
having no policy, except that of doing a roaring trade, does not know 
what to be at in great affairs, — blows hot and cold by turns, — makes itself 
ridiculous in short. It was a good nristocratical policy to have helped 
Austria in the Italian war ; it was a good aristocratical policy to have 
helped the South in the American war. The days of aristocratical policy 
are over for you ; with your new middle-class public opinion you cut, in 
Italy, tlic figure our friend here has just shown you ; in America you 
scold right and left, you get up a monster memorial to deprecate the 
further effusion of blood ; you lament over the abridgment of civil liberty 
by people engaged in a struggle for life and death, and meaning to win ; 
and when they turn a deaf ear to you nnd win, you say, ‘ Oh, now let ut 
be one great united Anglo-Saxon family and astonisli the world.’ This 
is just of a piece with your threatening Germany with the Emperor of the 
French. Do you not see that all these blunders dispose the Americana, 
who are very shrewd, and who have been succeeding as steadily os you 
have been failing, to answer : * We have got the lead, no thanks to you, 
and we mean to astonish the world without you.’ Unless you change, 
unless your middle class grows more intelligent, you will tell upon the 
world less and less, and end by being a second Holland. We do not hold 
you cheap for saying you will wash your hands of all concerns but your 
own, that you do not care a rush for influence in Europe ; though tills 
sentence of your Lord Bolingbroke is true: * The opinion of mankind, which 
is fame after death, is superior strength and power in life.’ We hold 
you cheap because you show so few signs, except in the one department 
of industry, of understanding your time and its tendencies, and of 
exhibiting a modem life which shall be a signal success. And the reaction 
is the stronger, because, after 1815, we believed in you as now-a-days we 
are coming to believe in America. You had won the last game, and we 
thought you had your hand full of trumps, and were going to win the 
next. Now the game has begun to be played, and we have an inkling of 
what your cards are ; we shrewdly suspect you have scarcely any trumps 
at all” 

1 am no arguer, as is well known^ and eveiy puny whipster gets my 
av;oi‘d.” So, instead of making bad worse by a lame answer, 1 held mf 
tongue, consoling myself with the thought that these foreigners get 
from us, at any rate, plenty of Bolands for any stray Oliver may 
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l»ve the luck to give Ui. I have lince meditated a good deal on what 
was then saidi but 1 cannot profess to be yet quite clear about it. How- 
ever, all due deductions made for envy, exaggeration, and injustice, enough 
stuck by me of these remarks on our logic, criticism, and love of intelli- 
gance, to determine me to go on trying (taking care, of course, to steer 
clear of indecency) to keep my mind fixed on these, instead of singing 
hosannahs to our actual state of development and civilization. The old 
recipe, to think a little more and bustle a little leftt, seemed to me still 
the best recipe to follow. So I take comfort Avhen I find the Guardian 
reproaching me with having no influence ; for I know wliat influence 
means,— a party, practical proposals, action; and I say to myself : “ Even 
suppose 1 could get some followers, and assemble them, brimming with 
affectionate enthusiasm, in a committee-room at some inn ; what on 
earth should I any to them 7 what resolutions could I propose V I could 
only propose the old Socratic commonplace, Knenv thyself; and how blank 
they would all look at that 1’* No ; to inquire, perhaps too curiously, 
what that present state of English development and civilization is, wdiich 
according to Mr. Lowe is so perfect that to give votes to the working class 
is stark madness; and, on the other hand, to be less sanguine about the 
divine and saving eifect of a vote on its possessor than my fri^da in the 
oommittee-room at the Spotted Bog,” — that is my inevitable portion. 
To bring things under the light of one’s intelligence, to see how they look 
there, to accustom oneself simply to regard the Mary lebone Vestry, or the 
Educational Home, or the Irish Church Establishment, or our railway 
management, or our Divorce Court, or our gin-palaces open on Sunday 
and the Crystal Palace shut, as absurdities — that is, I am sure, invaluable 
exercise for us just at present. Let all persist in it who can, and steadily 
set their desires on introducing, with time, a little moic soul and spirit 
into the too, too solid flesh of English society. 

I have a friend who is very sanguine, in spite of the dismal croak ings 
of these foreigners, about the turn things are even now taking amongst us. 
** Mean and ignoble as our middle class looks/’ he says, it has this capital 
virtue, it has seriousness. With frivolity, cultured or uncultured, you esn 
do nothing ; but with seriousness there is always hope. Then, too, the 
present bent of the woiid towards amusing itself, so perilous to the highest 
class, is curative and good for our middle class. A piano in a quaker’s 
drawing-focm is a stq) for him to more humane life; nay, perliaps, 
evum tbe penny gaff of the poor Eost-Londoncr is a step for him to more 
hnmaiie life ; it is — ^what example ahall we choose 7 — it is Strathmor^f let 
us ■ay,^t is the one-pound-elevcn-and-sixpenny gaff of the young 
gentlemen of the dnbe and the young ladies of Belgravia, that is for 
them but a step in the primrose path to the everlasting bonfire. Besides, 
way wbot you like of the idealessneii of ailsioorades, tlm vulgarity of 
our middle class, the immaturity of our bwer, and the poor chance 
which a happy typer of modem life has between them, eoneider this : 
Of all that midccs lifo liberal and humane, — of light, of ideas, of eultm^ 
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man in lifery class of society who has a dash of genius in him 
is the boon friend. By his bringing up^ by his habits, by his interest, 
he may be their enenty ; by the primitive, unalterable complexion of his 
nature, he is their friend. Therefore, the movement of the modem spirit 
will be more and more felt among us, it will spread, it will previul. 
Nay,” this enthusiast often oontinues, getting excited as he goes on, The 
Timea itself, which so stirs some people^s indignation — ^what is The Time but 
a gigantic Sancho Panza, to Irarrow a phrase of your friend Heine; — a 
gigantic Sancho Panza, following by attraction he cannot resist that 
poor, mad, scorned, suffering, sublime enthusiast, the modem spirit ; 
following it, indeed, with constant grumbling, expostulation, and oppo- 
sition, with airs of protection, of compassionate superiority, with au 
incessant byplay of nods, shrugs, and winks addressed to the spec- 
tators ; following it, in rfioit, with ^ the incurable recalcitrancy of a 
lower nature, but still following it?” When my friend talks thus, I 
always shake my head, and say that this sounds very like tlic transcen- 
dentalism which has already brought me into so many scrapes. 

I have another friend again (and I am grown so cowed by all the 
rebuke my original speculations have drawn upon me that I find myself 
more and more filling the part of a mere listener), who calls himself 
Anglo-Saxon rather than English, and tliis is what he says^: “ We are a 
small country,” he says, “and our middle class has, as you say, not much 
gift for anything but making money. Our freedom and wealth have given 
us a great start, our capital will give us for a long lime an advantage ; 
but as other countiies grow better-governed and richer, we must neces- 
sarily sink to the position to which our size and our want of any eminent 
gift for telling upon the world spiritually, doom us. But look at America ; 
it is the same race; whether we are first or they, Anglo-Saxonism 
triumphs. You used to say that they had all the Philistinism of the 
English middle class fiom which they spring, and a great many faults of 
their own besides. But you noticed, too, that, blindly as they seemed 
following in general the star of their god Buncombe, they showed, at 
the same time, a feeling for ideas, a vivacity and play of mind, 
which our middle class has not, and which comes to the Americans, 
probably, from their democratic life, with its ardent hope, its forward 
stride, its gaze fixed on the future. Well, since these great events 
have lately come to purge and form them, how is this intelligence of 
theirs developing itself? Now they are manifesting a quick sense to 
see how the world is really going, and a sure faith, indispensable to 
all nations that are to he great, that greatness is only to be reached by 
going that way and no other 7 And then, if you talk of culture, look at 
the oulture their middle, and even their yroi'king class is getting, as 
cofnpared with the culture ours are getting. The trash which circulates 
by the hundred tliousand among our middle class has no readers in 
America ; our rubbish is for home-consumption ; all our best bocks, 
h^Moks which are read here only by the small educated dasi, are in 
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America the books of the gi-cnt reading public. So over there they will 
advance epirituully as well na materially ; and if our race at last flowers 
to modem life there, and not here, does it so much matter? ” So says my 
friend, who is, ns I premised, a devotee of Anglo- Snxonism ; I, who share 
his pious frenzy but imperfectly, do not feel quite satisfied with these 
plans of vicarious greatness, and have a longing for this old and great 
country of ours to be always great in herself, not only in her progeny. 
So I keep looking at her, and thinking of her, and as often as I consider 
how history is a series of waves, coming gradually to a head and then 
breaking, and that, ns the succesaive waves come up, one nation is seen at 
the top of this wave, and then another of the next, I a'-k myself, counting 
all the waves which have come up with England on the top of them : 
When the great wave which is now mounting has come up, will she be at 
the top of it ? Ilia nxhil^ nec me quarentem vana moraiur. 

Yes, we armij^n her; but she, 

The weary Titan, \\ith deaf 
Ears, and labonr-dimm’d e>cp, 

Regarding neither to right 
Nor left, goes passnely by, 

Staggering on to her goal , 

Bearing, on slionlders irnmciise, 

Atlantean, the load, 

Wcllnigh not to be borne. 

Of the too Ta&t orb of her fate. 


MATTHEW ARNOLD. 
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Having occasion during the past summer to go from one of the Turkish 
islands of the Mcditen'anean over to European terra-firma, I was obliged 
to go to Sjra, the entrep6t of the Levant, to take passage in the Austrian 
Lloyd’s steamer ; but as the Cholera panic and the restnctions laid on the 
steamers from all Turkish ports had virtually stopped regular communica- 
tion with Greek porta, I was obliged to borrow the yacht of an English 
friend who happened to be visiting us at the time. Our island had bad 
no case of Cholera, and indeed had never been visited by it ; its general 
healthfulness was all that could be desired by the most exacting Board of 
Health, and as, moreover, we were fortified with English, Turkish, and 
Greek bills of health, I anticipated at the worst a detention of four or fiva 
days previous to being permitted to land. 

We had a charming run of thirty odd hours, with just wind enough 
to make a landsman love the sea, and sighting Syia in the morning, stood 
directly in for the port. Half a mile off the mole-head we met a man-of- 
war’s boat, the Greek blue and white stripes flying out from the stem, and 
received a most peremptory warning to go no nearer, fearfully shouted 
fiom n safe distance ; and on learning that we were from a Turkish port, 
the officer ordered us off to Delos for eleven days’ quarantine, declining 
e\ cn to look at our bill of health or hear any protest or explanations. 

Those -who have been at Syra may remember to the west of that port, 
and about ten miles away, a low, bare, and rocky island, which few people 
ever visit, and on which only two or three herdsmen live. On oloser 
inspection one finds that what seemed to be one is really two islands, the 
larger called sometimes Rben6e, and sometimes the greater Delos, the smaller 
the true Delos, site of the famous temple of Apollo. In a bay cm the 
Bouth-eastern side of the former, the Sylph (1 nm sufficiently inexact in 
details as I have occasionally to pass through Syra, and don’t care to have 
my identity disoovered,) cast anchor, and the so-called lazarettp being 
only an insignificant collection of huts, built of rough boards, I elected to 
perform quarantine on board, oven at the cost of detaining the Sylph 
longer than her owner had calculated. In fact the bare, diy, even burnt 
look of the island, without a shrub, a spring, or a living thing on it exo^Dt 
a few guardiani and some lucSless passengers of an English steamer whU 
had preceded ns by a few dojs, gave small hope of being able to pass 
eGsven days tof idleness endurably, in the heat of midsummer, where the 
sun is as fervent as on tlie south ^e of a Greek islands The steamw was 
firom Alexandria, with over two hundred passengers on board, niMly 
ByrioteB and other Greeks flying from the Cholera, then in the beginning 
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of its Airy at that city ; therefore they were most naturally put info qlia- 
rautine. Tlieir term was fourteen days, I believe, of which nearly a week 
had passed without any symptoms of sickness of any kind. We were near 
enough to ball across to her on still days and hear the complaints of the 
captain roared at sympathetic ears in good broad English, and witness by 
eye and ear the facts I am about to narrate, which I challenge the most 
patriotic and mendacious inhabitant of Syra to contradict. 

The captain of the steamer having, like myself, only calculated on a 
few days* observation, had provided himself with sufficient stores for the 
time for his few cabin passengers, the great bulk of those on board being 
deck passengers, who provide themselves with food for the voyage. These 
had been exhausted soon alter their arrival at quarantine ; and the captain, 
praying in vain for supplies from the authorities of Syra, began to Aimish 
his ship's supplies ; for it was impossible, as he said, to see the poor people 
starve. But these supplies, abundant for his proper ends, would go but a 
little way in feeding that hungiy multitude, and were threatened with 
exhaustion before the townspeople should awaken their Christianity from 
its sleep of, I imagine, about seventeen centuries. The captain iq)pealed 
in vain to them to save their countrymen from starvation.^ They were 
not bound, they said, to provide food for people because they found them 
in quarantine. So the captain gave out all his stores, little by little, 
and shouted across to me to know if I had any to spore. The Sylph 
carried a crew of twelve men, and we natiu'ally had two or three 
barrels of hard bread and salt beef stowed away for emergencies ; and 
though what we oould give them, with proper regard to our own needs, 
could be little more than a few hours’ respite from starvation, it was 
impossible to withhold it. 

The captain was an incarnate protest, a deck- walking imprecation on 
the miserly authorities of Syra. The people in his ship were not his own 
oouatiymcn, but Greeks ; he was under no obligation to provide a mouthful 
for one of them ; they had no money to buy, and bo had no authority to 
buy for them except from his own funds — to have done which ho miut have 
been a RmnAQ prince or an English banker. So he wrote, and begged, and 
proteeted. He wrote to the English consul, Mr. Lloyd, and Mr. Lloyd 
stormed at the nomaroh and demaroh by turns in vain. The Syriotes would 
no* sen^} and the consul oould not — save alittleibr the captain and crew ; and 
provirions were not only not supplied by the board of health, but permk« 
aioa to c ar r y them off was denied thoee who wonld have taken thm— so 
great was the panic at the idea of communication with the ship. Mr. Lloyd 
snooeeded now and then in sending a small supply by the guoftto-coflo, 
and they bought now and Gmh a kid of the herdsmen on the clean *' part 
of the island, at exorbitant ratas. But they, too, finally reAtaed to com* 
mnnicate $ and thn the eapiala wacto io the consul — saw tlie letter after* 
wirds-*^ For three daya my men We bad no bread, and two of them 
have gone imving med.’* Amocigat the oabin-pfiasengem was a freneh* 
woman, pregnant and near her eonfinement ; ^ her the captain begged 
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fcr u doctor or nilrge in vain — ttone would ▼cnliiro ; and whgi the time 
urat oome tfie poor mother had only tlie kindly care of the captain and 
her fellow-ptiSBengcrs, among whom waa no woman or person competent 
care for her. Fortunately, she passed through her trial safely. 

In the meanwhile, Mr. Lloyd kept up his protests and remonstrances 
to people and government — protested against the inhumanity and the 
illegality of the whole thing — ^begged for reflief to deaf ears : “ Bettei,” 
they said, “ that a few should suffer, than that forty thousand should incur 
the peril of Cholera. To allow people to carry provisions to the island 
was to run danger of oommunication with contagion.^* The only r^ly of 
any significance that Mr. Lloyd got was a threat of burning his house ovct 
his head if he persisted in attempting to bring Cholera into Syra. 

We, knowing nothing of this little turmoil, lay quietly under the 
intense sun waiting the lapse of time. The Greeks on the steamer might 
starve, but we were perhaps thankful that they were only Greeks; we 
should wear through well enough, and then be free. Mr. Lloyd finally 
wrote to Athens; the government at Athens ordeied an examination; 
and then the demos, under compulsion, voted meagre supplies to their 
famished countrymen. 

But our fates were merciless. A few days, very few, before the steamer’s 
time had expired, a ship arrived from Alexandria which actually had 
the Cholera on board ! Twenty or more had died and w’ere thrown over- 
board on the voyage, as we afterwards learned, and several more were sick. 
As she came into the quarantine anchoring-ground and cast anchor, she 
dragged some distance, and seemed in a fair way to drift against the armed 
cutter which was doing duty as gitarda-cosia and capo-guardtano. The 
brave fellow — (I hope he wasn’t a sailor) — ran out his guns, and prepared 
to sink the ship and all on board, lest she should come into contact Avith 
him. That scene is one I shall never forget and hardly ever forgive : 
thehuddhd passengers driven on deck by the pestilence and heat, and 
doubtless, already in a frenzy of fear from the perils within, found them- 
selves met on the threshold of deliverance from their awful fellow-voyager 
by the open mouths of Greek carronades. Women shrieked and men 
howled with fright; all prayed, supplicating the gods and the captain J 
the guarda^coeta people were in a worse panic, if possible, — shouted 
orders and counter-orders, ran out a gun and ran it in again, threatened, 
prayed and ouraed, as though doom was on them. This horror of the 
Cholera seemed to have become a madness in the Greek mind. Our saflors 
gave the wretches the benefit of much good and strong English, which I 
fear was sadly wiiMed, and Would have been equally so had it been equally 
good Greek ; but 1 noticed that our yuarefiano was stricken with fear at'the 
bare idea of the vicinity of the infected ship. What the extent of the oon- 
tigion %afs we kifew not of course; but the hurrying and trepidation of the 
people on boards and in the boat whidi oame alongside, made it evident 
that SQfnething unusual was going on. The boat lay far off, and the offioefs 
very loudly ; and we heard afterwards f^m the <puirttntine-1boat 
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that tha^ ware Ibur or Bve dead of Cholera Ph l>Qprd« 
to aefpd on shore to be buried, but this was refuaed as daagei^l 
be permitted to sink them in the sea^ — this was stiU less tp bp 
They begged for a doctor — no one would go : ffuardkmi etea'woyld vok fO 
on board, for any compensation, and they rowed away, learitig her to her 
fate. We ahortly after received an intimation that by reason of thipnew 
arrival, all ships in quarantine at that time must stay fourteen days more 1 
/ My own wrath at Greek inhumanity had been already so largely eacdted 
that 1 could get uo angrier at tliis new tyranny — intact, I thought more of 
the steamer and its already half-starved pnd^ even, in some cases, dying 
people, than of myself; and if 1 hud liadthepestilenoe in the hollow of my 
band, I should, 1 fear, have visited Syra as Egypt never was visited. But 
the most appalling tliought was of that luckless ship with Peath holding 
revel on her, and the living bound to thtf dead. 

Here was the ship of the ancient mariner, in sooth^anchored only, but 
with anchors almost useless on that tranquil sea, the her}' sun above, and 
tbe glassy water below, and nothing to break that awful monotony but the 
merciless quarantine-boat coming to ask and refuse. We cguld see the 
people on the ship gatlier on the forecastle and in the rigging, looking out 
to tbe land, which, brown and dry as it was, was to them a refuge. 
The second and the third day came, and tbe dead multiplied, until ten or 
a dozen corpses were on board. Still no physician, no landing, no burial 
even ; and tbe plague-sti icken ship and its dying cargo lay still under the 
August sun. The third day the crew received permission to put tlie 
bodies overboard, tied wdth ropes, tlmt they might not drift away and 
carry to some accursed Greek community the plague it merited. I may 
be unjust, but tliose days have made me detest and abhor tbe very name 
of Syra and its people. We saw the dead lowered overboard, one by one, 
and with glasses could see them floating alongside, horrible to sight and 
fancy. 

I am only dealing with f.icts, — facto which will be confirmed by the 
testimony of many who passed those broiling August days in that quaran- 
tine. No physician could be found in 3yra who had humanity enough 
to hear tbe cry of that suffering company, or venture on tbe pb^e- 
ftricken ship. They did finally get permission to bury the dead, all 
but one mother and child, who driAed loose, and was cast on some 
unknown shore, or fed the fishes ; and finally a Danish physioiiQ emnfi, « 
volunteer from — 1 regret to say 1 know not where, nor even do I knowhia 
name. I did not think then to enable myself to render him the honour 
be detervea ; and finally the »ck were landed. There had iMen n 
hundred and foiiy^ paasmigers on board when the ship left Alenendno, and 
there were over a hundred when she came to qnarantine-^the itotjtoiiehfid 
remaining on hoard until th^ were attested in &eir turoi mid wme 
carried ashore to die. Tlw provisioos, loo, were fidling, and at htoi 
atsrvaUon came to help the pestilence. 

I sought distpuetion end pastime amongst the sailonv ^ 
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iwt mj stteotion during the run over. One of Uiem I 

judgftd to be sn American at first sight, the incarnation of go-a-heud ” 
and nerrotis energy. 1 Vad seen him at the \7heel the first day out, as I 
eat afii tabing my fruit afler dinner, and tempted him to afiability by a 
huge* slice at melon, which he ate without ever taking his eye for moie 
than an instant from the course of the yacht. The next day they were 
apples that broke the silence p when, abruptly turning round to me, he 
asked if I was a freemason. He was, and evidently did not understand how 
one could treat a sailor with courtesy or kindness without some such motive 
as that mystic brotherhood' is supposed to furnish. He wore a black wide- 
awake crowded close down to bi» eyes, which looked sharp out from under 
black, clear-drawn eyebrows. His nose wOs prominent, pointed, and straight, 
and bis mouth full of decisien ; lips close-pressed, and chin small and 
slightly retreating. He carried his head habitually a little forward, as if 
on the look-out, and reminded me in his ensemble more of a clipper than 
anything 1 ever saw in fiesh. Hn was taciturn, however, and absolutely 
reftised to talk of himself. The other, who responded to the name of Bill, 
was certainly one of the best examples of the English sailor I have ever 
met, — robust, tliick-set, with large brain and full beard, a frank blue 
eye, and an ofi'-hand manner familiar to all who permitted it, but respect- 
ful to the highest degree, and speaking the English of a man who had 
had some education. In the hist days of our imprisonment he had 
surprised me not a little by offering to lend me some old numbers of 
reviews and magazines, written on the margins of which I found some 
shrewd comments, and with some bits of drawing. I am not going to 
write his story, and shall not lepeat what I learned of a life ruined by 
an uncontrollable spirit of adventure and imimproved opportunities; I 
have only to do with him now os he w'ove himself into the web of our 
quarantine life. 

It was from Bill that I learned what I first knew of Aleck ; that he 
was, ns 1 had supposed, an American, had been in the Confederate service, 
and had even served on the Alabama, After finding out so much, I tried 
hard to make him talk about himself, but in vain. He was respectful, 
but not communicative on any subject, and least so on himself. But the 
new excitement of the Cholera-ship and its horrors made a certain diffe- 
rence. I certainly felt more like getting near my fellow-men, and they, and 
especially Aleck, wore more oblivious of the difference between them and 
mo. The immediate cause of the breaking of the ice was the sight of a 
poor woman standing on the poop of the Cholera-sliip as she drifted 
towards us freon her anchorage, before a slight easterly air, that brought 
the woman’s voice down to us in supplications which we could from time 
to time partially distinguish, and which were for bread, bread, bread I We 
could see others on board climbing on the bulwarks, standing on the poop 
or forecastle, according to the end of the sliip which drifted nearest us ; 
but we could hear no other voice, though we doubted not that many were 
joihed wkh hers. Beside her we saw, later, another female figure, whom^ 
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hj the aid of the glass, 1 believed I could make out to be her daughter. The 
latter made no sound that vre could hear, but sat mutely or stood with her 
arm around the other, while ever and anon we heard that heartrending 
cry, “ Psome! psome! (bread 1 bread I )” At sunset that day we were all 
together on the forecastle, better friends through our common pity. We 
proposed to our taciturn guardiano to send some bread on board the ship, 
but he absolutely refused to lend himself to any such risk of contagion, 
and forbade any attempt to communicate either with the ship or the shore 
where the sick were ; and to tell the truth, it was not pleasant to contem- 
plate the chances of being put in quarantine for an additional indefinite 
term, for having, even in a kindly work, come in real or fencied contact 
with the disease. But as the authority of the guardiano was absolute, 
we could do nothing in the matter openly, though it was determined in 
council by us three to do something in some way, if relief was not 
brought soon. 

From the forecastle next morning wo saw in the early light the 
two hapless creatures *in the same position. Bill, looking over into the 
water thoughtfully, asked if there were many sharks in those waters. I 
replied that I had never seen but one, inquiring why he as^xl. “ Why,” 
said he, “ I think I could get some grub over to those women, if you 
could manage the guardiano.^' “ It isn’t much of a swim,” I replied, “ but 
as to carrying the prog, you will find that more difficult.” “ Well,” said 
he, “ I have carried a pretty good load in the water before now, and can 
float enough to keep those women from starving. I lived lu the Sandwich 
Islands once, and though I don’t stand out of the water like a Kanaka, 1 
have carried my clothes on ray head many a mile without wetting them, 
and a few pounds of bread won’t sink me.” Here his eye twinkled as if 
he had a story to tell, and I waited for it. “ 1 commanded a lorcha trans- 
port during the last war in China,” ho began, after a moment, “ and one 
day, while we were in Canton, I was walking through one of the streets 
with my mate, an Englishman, and we stopped to look in a joss-house. 
There was a joss there of pure silver, about fourteen inches high, and I 
made up my mind to have him. We two were the only Europeans on 
board, and the first dark stormy night we took the beat and went ashore 
well armed. The joss-house had no guard but the priests, and the night 
was so bad that we broke the door down and got in without the outsiders 
knowing it, and carried the joss oft easily enough ; but the next day we had 
row enough to pay for it. Every vessel in the river was searched, and if I 
had had him on board, he would have been found, and we should have 
caught it, for the oflicers were in earnest about it, and the Ghineae in a fury. 
I knew there would be the d — 1 to pay in the morning, ao I put a cord 
around hia neck, and went down and bung him to the lower pintle of the 
rudder, and left him there till the hue-and-ciy waa over, and ^en brought 
it up. It weighed forty-two pounds. 1 think 1 could do more in this 
case than then.” " Do it then,” aaid I ; I’U help you all I can : but we 
won't let the captain or any of the max know of it ! ” ** Oh, I’ll put that 
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all right,” aaid Aleck ; ” Jones has the first watch to-night, and I’ll cheuige 
with him, and as for the guarditmo^ he’s a sleepy cuss, and I reckon won’t 
give himself the trouble to look on deck after he turns in— he never has, 
any way ; and if you’d like to keep watch with me, sir, I think we can 
manage it.” “ But, Bill,” I added, look out for the guarda-coata : if they 
see anything in the water moving between the vessels, they’ll fire at it, cer- 
tainly.” “ That won’t trouble me,” replied the imperturbable tar. 1 have 
run the blockade in the American war thirteen times, and had bigger balls 
than that fellow can throw, whizzing about my head, and fired by better 
gunners than they have got aboard there. Why, sir, we ran almost into 
one of their Monitors one night, and had eight 15-inch shot fired at us 
without being hit, and in all the thirteen trips in and out, we never were 
hit but once — and then the ball only took off the head of the look-out 
forward.” 

And so we arranged it that Bill should swim off to the ship as soon 
as it was dark, and trusting to fortune to get the provisions aboard with- 
out discovery, we were to hang overboard a light for him to swim back ito. 

“ That ship reminds me,” said Bill, after a long pause, ‘‘of a trip I 
made once in an English ship to Senegal. We went up the river to load, 
and while we lay there waiting for cargo to come down, we had one of the 
worst yellow fevers break out on the ship I ever saw. The first man 
who was taken with it died in three hours, and that day two more were 
taken and died before dark, and in three days we lost aU but seven of the 
crew one after the other — not one was sick more than six hours — and then 
the mate was taken ack. The first thing I knew of it was that he said 
to me, ‘ Bill, give me a good glass of grog, and fill my pipe ; I want one 
good smoke and a drink before I die.’ ‘ Oh, nonsense,’ says I, ‘ you are 
no more likely to die than I am.’ ‘I know very well I have got it,’ said 
he ; ‘ and when I am dead bury me deep enough so that the land crabs 
can’t dig me up.’ Sure enough he died that afternoon, and we took him 
ashore before night and buried him in a good deep grave. In two days 
more there were only the captain and I alive on the ship. And there we 
lay ten days till we heard that an English man-of-war was off the mouth 
of the river, and the captain sent a native boat down to ask him to send 
up men to work the ship out of the river. The man-of-war sent word 
that tliey wouldn’t send men up the river, but if we could work her down 
with natives, they would give us men to get the ship home to England, and 
so we got out, but a deuce of a time we had of it gettmg down. I suppose 
they feel on that ship pretty much as I did those ten days.” 

All day long we heard at intervals that pitiful cry, “ Bread 1 Bread I ” 
fidntly coming over the water. It was more tolerable than the day 
before, because we knew that relief would go with nightfall. And so, as 
the dark came, we made up a packet of bard bread with a little cold meat 
and a bottle of wine, and binding it securely between Bill’s shoulders, 
and with a pointed stick on top of it, in cose, as he said, “ a shark should 
want to take the prog from him,” he slipped down into the water, atripped 
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lo his drawers, and struck out for the Cholera-ship so quietly that you might 
have thought it a little school of guard-fish. 

We sat on the forecastle watching and waiting. I said nothing, and 
where two are together and one will not talk, the other sometimes will. 
Aleck finally broke silence with — “Women are mighty curious things. I’ll 
bet that old one don’t touch a mouthful till t’other has eaten, and I don’t 
believe she would have made half the fuss she did if she had been alone. In 
the beginning of the American war I belonged to a regiment of mounted 
riflemen, and we were sent into Eastern Tennessee, where there was a good 
deal of bush-whacking about that time. We were picketed one day in a 
line about two miles long across country, and I was on the extreme left. 
I took my saddle ofl*, holsters and all, and hung it on a branch of a peach- 
tree, and my carbine on another. We knew there were no Yankees near, 
and so I was kind o’ off guard, eating peaches. Bj^-and-by I saw a young 
woman coming down to where I was, on horseback. She wanted to know if 
there were many of the boys near, and if they would buy some milk of her 
if she took it down to them. I said I thought they would, and took about 
a quart myself ; and as she hadn’t much more, I emptied the water out of 
my canteen and took the rest. Says she, * If you’ll com(f*up to the house 
yonder. I’ve got something better than that : you may have some good 
peach brandy — some of your fellows might like a little.’ I said I’d go, and 
she says, ^ You needn’t take your saddle or carbine, it's just a step, and 
they are safe enough here— ^there’s nobody about.’ So I mounted bare- 
back, and she led the way. When we passed the bars where she came 
in, she says, * You ride on a step, and I’ll get down* and put up the bars.’ 
I went on, and as she came up behind, she says pretty sharp, * Hide a 
little faster, if you please.’ I looked round and she hud a revolver pointed 
straight at my head, and I saw that she knew how to use it. I had left 
everything behind me like a fool, and had to give in and obey orders. 
‘ That’s the house, if you please,’ she says, and showed me a house in 
the edge of the woods a quarter of a mile away. We got there, and 
she told me to get down and eat something, for she was going to give 
me a long ride — into the Yankee lines, about twenty miles away. Her 
father came out and abused me like a thief, and told me lliat he was going 
it) have me sent into the Federal lines to be hung. It seems he had had 
a son hung the week before by some of the Confederates, and was going to 
have his revenge out of me. I ate pretty well, for I thought I might need 
it before 1 got any more, and then the old fellow began to curse me and 
abuse roe like anything. He said he would shoot me on the spot if it wasn’t 
that he’d rather have me hung ; and instead of giving me my own horse, 
he took the wont one he had in his stables, and they put me on that with 
my feet tied together under his belly. Luckily they didn’t tie my hands, 
for they thought I had no arms, and couldn’t help myself; but 1 always 
carried a small revolver in roy shirt bosom. The girl kept too sharp 
watch on me for me to use it. She never turned her revolver from me, and 
1 knew that the first sru^icioos move 1 made I was a dead man. We went 
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nbout ten miles in this way, when my old crow-bait gave out and wouldn’t 
go any further. She wouldn’t trust me afoot, and so had to give up her 
own horse, but d^e kept the bridle in her own hands, and walked ahead 
Ayith one eye turned back on me, and the revolver cocked with her finger 
on the trigger, so that 1 never had a chance to put my hand in my bosom. 
We finally came to a spring, and she asked me if 1 wanted to drink : 1 
didn’t feel much like drinking, but I said yes, and bo she let me down. I 
put my head down to the water, and at the same time put my hand down 
where the revolver was, and pulled it forward where I could put my hand 
on it easily ; but she was on the watch and I couldn’t pull it out. 1 
mounted again, and the first time she was off her guard a little, I fired and 
broke the arm she held the pistol in. * Now,’ says I, * it’s my turn : you’ll 
please get on that horse and we’ll go back. She didn’t flinch or say a 
word, but got on the horse, and I tied her legs as they had mine, and we 
went back to the house. The old man he heard us come up to the door 
and looked out of the window. He turned as pale as a sheet and ran for 
his rifle. 1 knew what he was after, and pushed the door in before he was 
loaded. Says I, ‘ You may put that shooting-iron down and come with me,’ 
He wasn’t as brave as the girl, but it was no use to resist, and he knew it ; 
BO he came along. About half-way back we met some of our fellows who 
had missed me, and come out to look me up. They took them both, and 

he paused a moment, and lowering his tone, added, “ I don’t know 

what they did with thorn, but I know d well what they would have 

done with me.” I replied after a pause, “ I suppose they hanged them 
both ? ” Aleck nodded his head without looking up, and seemed anxious 
to drop the subject. 

“ But,” said I, rather disposed to work the vein of communicativeness, 
but not anxious to hear any more such adventures, I thought you had 
been in the Confederate navy ? ” “I was,” said Aleck. “ I was with 
Serames everywhere he went ; I was in the naval brigade and blockade- 
running, and on the Alabama all the while he commanded her.” “ But 
not when she sank, I suppose ? ” I rejoined. ** Well^ I was, and was 
picked up with him by the Deerhound.'^ “ It was a pretty sharp fight, 
wosu’t it,” I suggestingly asked. ** It was that,” replied Aleck, but he 
didn’t care about enlarging. suppose it was the eleven-inch shells 
that did her business 7 ” Oh, no,” said he, coming to a kind of confes- 
sional, “ we never had any chance ; we had no gunners to compare with the 
Kearsage'a, Our gunners fired by routine, and when they had the gun 
loaded, fired it off blind. They never changed the elevation of their guns 
all the fight, and the Kearsage was working up to us all the while, taking 
advantage of every time she waa hid by smoke to work a little rifearer, 
and then her gunners tookeum for every shot.” “ Then it isn’t true that 
the Alabama tried to board the Kearsagt ? ” No, sir ; she did her best 
to get away from her fi:om the time the fight oommenced : we knew 
well that if we got in range of her Dahlgren howitaera she would aink 
US in ten minutes.” “ But,” I aaked, ** don’t you believe that Semmes 
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Buppofled he would whip the Eearaage when he went out to fight her ? ” 
No : he was bullied into it, and took good care to leave all his valuables 
on shore, and had a life-preserver on through the fight. I saw him put it 
on, and I thought if it was wise in him it wouldn’t be foolish in me, and 
I put one on too. When Semmes saw that the ship was going down, he 
told us oU to swim who could, and was one of the first to jump into the 
water, and we all made for the Deerhound, I was a long way ahead of 
Semmes, and when I came up to the Deerhound's boat they asked me if 
I was Semmes before they would take me in. I said I wasn’t, and then 
tliey asked me what I was on Alabama. Said I, ‘No matter what I was 
on the Alabama^ I shall be a dead man soon if you don’t take me in.’ 
They asked me again if I was an officer or a seaman, and wouldn’t take 
me in until I told them that I was an officer.” “ But,” said I, “ did they 
actually refuse to pick up common seamen, and leave them to drown ? ” 
“ They did that,” replied he wrathfully, and probably not very correctly ; 
“ and as soon as they had Semmes on board they made tracks as fast as 
they knew how, and left everybody else to drown or be picked uj) by the 
Kearsage." 

“ Time to show the light, I reckon,” said Aleck, after hf^ -ebullition liad 
subsided, and proceeded to put over the bows the light agreed on. Au 
hour after Bill had started on his voyage we heard his whistle from below 
the forcchains, and heaving him a line brought him in cautiously, lie 
slipped down to change his clothing and add to it, and then came up to 
render an account of his doings, lie had, as he anticipated, found more 
difficulty in getting on board the ship than in getting to it. He had found 
the poor women on the quarter-deck — all order and sbapkeeping aban- 
doned, and no look-out anywhere. The passengers were sleeping on 
deck or sitting around it, moaning and weeping. He dared not cull to 
the women for fear of disturbing the guardianij and of attracting the 
attention of the other passengers to whom his small supply would have 
been but a mouthful. He swam round and round looking for a loose 
rope’s-end in vain, and finally did what we should have supposed certain 
to lead to his discovery — climbed up the cable and over the bows, throw- 
ing over his shoulders the first garment he found on the disorderly deck, 
and slowly walked the whole length of the ship : when, having deposited 
the provisions at the sido of the unfortunate ones, signifying that they 
were to inform no one and keep them to themselves, as well as his few 
words of Greek would let him, he dropped overboard by a line from the 
quarter, and leaving them in mute and motionless wonder, came back as 
quietly as he had gone. Bill couldn’t resist the temptation next morning 
of waving a big white cloth at the ship, a signal which attracted the 
immediate attention and suspicion of our waSchful guardiano, who, with 
on efiferveacence of useless Greek, delivered* his mind on the subject of 
oontumaaia and oommanication, at which we all laughed : we felt merrier 
that morning than for many days past. 

7n fact, though we aaw for several days more the boat going back and 
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forwards from the ship to the shore, and knew that they went to bury tlie 
dead, could see them buried even with our glasses, we never felt so 
oppressed by the horror of it since Bill’s chivalric swim. We finished 
without other incident our appointed two weeks, and had soon the satis- 
faction of knowing that public clamour had obliged Syra to recognize the 
claims of humanity, and send food to the starving. 

We had to undergo a five days* ** observation ” behind the hghthouae 
island off the port, in company with the English steamer, which was, more- 
over, threatened with a third fortnight; which she escaped only by the 
energetic remonstrances of the British consul, backed up by the Legation 
at Athens, who persuaded the central government to send orders to Syi?a 
that the steamer should be admitted to pratique. A Greek man-of-war was 
accordingly sent from the Pirseus to Syra with a commission to ascertain 
the truth of the complaints of Mr. Lloyd, and finding them well-founded, 
ordered the admittance of the steamer to pratique ; but so great was the 
terror of the population and the timidity of the oommission, that the latter 
ceded to the threats of a revolution, and compromised on admitting the 
])assengers to the lazaretto of Syra and sending the ship away. If all 
these things are not recorded in the chronicles of that city, they are in 
the minds of many who were martyrs to the inhuman cowardice of Syra, 
and who will bear me testimony that every occurrence of which public 
recognition could be taken in the above narrative is strictly true* As for 
the yarns, 1 tell them, as nearly as I can remember, as they weie told 
me, and — believe them. 





Book the Fourth. 

CHAPTER XIV. 

Miss Gwilt’s Diary. 

LL Saints' Terrace, New Road, 
London, July 2%th, Mondaif 
ntght . — I can hardly hold my 
head up, I am so tired. But, in 
my situation, I dare not trust 
anything to memory. Before 
I go to bcdj^f must write my 
customary record of the events 
of the day. 

So far, the turn of luck in 
my favour (it was long enough 
before it took the turn !) seems 
likely to continue. I succeeded 
in forcing Armadale — the 
brute required nothing short 
of forcing 1 — to leave Tliorpe- 
Ambrose for London, alone m 
the same carnage with me, 
before all the people in the 
station. There was a full attend- 
ance of dealers in qmall scandal, 
all staring hard at us, and all 
evidently drawing their own 
oonclnsions. Either I knew nothing of Thorpe-Ambrose— or the town- 
gofsip is bui^ enough by this time with Mr. Armadale and Miss Gwilt. 

I had some difficulty with him for the first half-hour after we leil tlie 
station. The guard (delightful man ! 1 felt so grateful to him !) had shu^ 
us up together in expectation of half-a-orown at the end of the journey 
Armadale was suspicious of me, and he showed it plainly. Little by little 
I tamed my wild beast — partly by taking care to display no curiosi^ about 
his journey to town, and portly by interesting him on the subject of hi* 
fnend Midwinter ; dwelling ei^cially on the opportunity that now ofiered 
itself for a reoonoUiation between them. I kept harping on this string 
till 1 set his tongue going, and made him amuse me as a gentleman is bound 
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to do when he hae tie hononr ii eecorting a lady on a long railway 
journey. 

What little mind he has was Ibll^ of coarse, of hia own afTairs and 
Mias Milroy^s. No words can express the clumsinese^e showed in trying 
to talk about himself, without taking me into liis confidence or mentioning 
Miss Milroy’s name. He was going to London, he gravely informed me, 
on a matter of indescribable interest to him. It was a secret for the 
present, but he hoped to tell it me soon ; it had made a great difference 
already in the ^way in which l^e looked at the slanders spoken of him 
in Thorpe- Ambrose ; he was too happy to care what the scandal-mongers 
said of him now, and he should soon stop their mouths by appearing in a 
new character that would surprise them all. So he blundered on, with the 
firm persuasion that he was keeping me quite in the dark. It was hard 
not to laugh, when I thought of my anonjrmous letter on its way to the 
major ; but I managed to control myself-*— though, I mustown, with some 
difficulty. As the time wore on, I began to feel a terrible excitement : 
tlie position was, I think, a little too much for me. There I was, alone 
with him, talking in the most innocent, easy, familiar manner, and having 
it in iny mind all the time, to brush his life out of my way, when the 
moment comes, as I might brush a stain off my gown. It made my blood 
leap, and my cheeks flush. I caught myself laughing once or twice much 
louder than I ought — and long before we got to London I thought it 
desnnble to put my face in hiding by pulling down my veil. 

“ There was no difficulty, on reaching the terminus, in getting him to 
come m the cab wuth me to the hotel where Midwinter is staying. He 
was all eagerness to be reconciled with his dear friend — principally, I have 
no doubt, because he wants the dear friend to lend a helping hand to the 
elopement. The real difficulty lay, of course, with Midwinter. My sudden 
journey to London had allowed me no opportunity of writing to combat 
his superstitious conviction that he and his former friend are better apart. 
I thought it wise to leave Armadale in the cab at the door, and to go into 
the hotel by myself to pave the way for him. 

Fortunately, Midwinter had not gone out. His delight at seeing me 
some days sooner than he had hoped, had something infectious in it, I sup- 
pose. Pooh 1 I may own the truth to my own diary ! There was a 
moment when I forgot everything in the w'orld but our two selves as 
completely as he did. I felt as If 1 was back in my ’teens — until I 
remembered the lout in the cab at tl^e door. And then I yras five-and- 
thirty again in an instant. 

“ His face altered when he heard who was below, and what it was I 
wanted of him — be looked, not angry but distressed. He yielded, how- 
ever, before long, not to my reasons, for I gave him none, but lo my 
entreaties. His old foi^dness for his friend might possibly have had some 
share in persuading him against his will — but my own Opinion is that 
he acted entirely under the ififiaence of his fondness for Me. * 

I waited in the sitting-room while he went down to the door ; so I 
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knew nothing of what passed between them when they first saw each 
other again. But, oh, the difference between the two men when the 
interral had passed, and they came upstairs together and joined me. They 
were both agitated, l^t in such different ways I The hateful Armadale, 
so loud and red and clumsy ; the dear, loveable Midwinter, so pale and 
quiet, with such a gentleness in his voice when he spoke, and such tender- 
ness in his eyes every time they turned my way. Armadale overlooked me 
as completely as if I had not been in the room. He referred to me over and 
over again in the conversation ; he constantly looked at me to see what 1 
thought, while I sat in my corner silently watching them ; he wanted to go 
with me and see me safe to my lodgings, and spare me all trouble with the 
cabman and the luggage. When I thanked him and declined, Armadale 
looked unaffectedly relieved at the prospect of seeing my back turned, 
and of having his friend all to himself. I left him, with his awkward 
elbows half over the table, scrawling a letter (no doubt to Miss Milroy), 
and shouting to the waiter that he wanted a bed at the hotel. I had cal- 
culated on his staying as a matter of course where he found his friend 
staying. It was pleasant to find my anticipations realized, and to know 
that I have as good as got him now under my own eye. ^ 

** After promising to let Midwinter know where he could see me .to- 
morrow, I went away in the cab to hunt for lodgings by myself 

With some difficulty 1 have succeeded in getting an endurable sitting- 
room and bedroom in this house, ^ where the people are perfect strangers to 
me. Having paid a week’s reut in advance (for I naturally preferred dis- 
pensing with a reference), I find myself with exactly three shilhngs and 
ninepenoe left in purse. Itr is impossible to ask Midwinter for money, 
after he has already paid Mrs. Oldershaw’s note of hand. 1 must borrow 
something to-morrow on my watch and chaip at the pawnbroker's. Enough 
to keep me going for a forti^ht is all, and more than all, that 1 want. In 
that time, or in 1^ than that time, Midwinter wUl have married me. 

29^7*. Two o'clock . — Earljr in morning I sent a line to 
Midwinter, telling him that he would find me heue ht three this afternoon. 
That done, I devoted the morning to twu errands of my own. One is 
hardly worth mentioning — it was only to raise money on my watch and 
ehaiiL I got more than 1 expected; and more (even supposing I buy 
myself one or two little things in th# way of dieap summer dress) thag 
1 am at all likely to spend before the wedding-day. 

The other errand was of a far more serious kind. It led me into 
an attoni«y*0 ofiloe, 

I wia well aware loot night (though 1 was too weary to put it down 
in my diary), thi^ 1 could not possibly see Midwinter this morning-— in 
the poaitiou he now occupies towards me — without at least appearing to 
take him into my confidenoe, on the subject of myaelf and my. ciroum* 
stances. Excepting one neoessary oonaideratioa whloh 1 most be careful 
not to overlook, there is not ihe least difficulty in my drawing on my 
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uxYention, and telling him any story I please^for thus far 1 have told 
DO story to anybody. Midwinter went away to London before it was 
possible to approach the subject. As to the Milroys (hasring provided 
them with the customary reference), I could fortunately keep them at 
arm’s length on all questions relating purely to myself. And lastly, when 
I effected my reconciliation with Armadale on the drive in front of 
the house, he was fool enough to be too generous to let me defend 
my character. When I had expressed my regret for having lost my 
temper and threatened Miss Milroy, and wheal had accepted his assurance 
that my pupil had never done or meant to do me any injury, he was too 
magnanimous to hear a word on the subject of my private affairs. Thus, 

I am quite unfettered by any former assertions of my own ; and I may 
tell any story I please — with the one drawback hinted at already in 
the shape of a restraint. Whatever 1 may invent in the way of pure 
fiction, I must preserve the character in which I have appeared at 
Thorpe- Ambrose — for, with the notoriety that is attached to my other name^ 
1 have no other choice but to marry Midwinter in my maiden name as 
‘ Miss Gwilt.’ 

Tins was the consideration that took me into the lawyer's office. 
I felt that I must inform myself, before I saw Midwinter later in the day, 
of any awkward consequences that may follow the marriage of a widow, 
if she conceals her widow’s name. ' 

“ Knowing of other profesabnal person whom I could trusty I went 
boldly to the la^vyer who had my interests in his ftliarge, at that terrible 
past time in my life, which 1 have more reason than ever to shrink firom 
thinking of now. die was astonished, and, as 1 could ^ainly detect, by 
no means pleased to see me. 1 had hardly opened my lips, before he said 
he hoped 1 was not consulting him ayain (with a strong emphasis on the 
word) on my own account. I took the hint, and put the question 1 bad 
come to ask, in the interests of^that accommodating personage on such 
occasions — an absent friend. The lawyer evidently saw throu^ it at 
onoG ; but he was sharp enough to turn my * friend ’ to good account on 
his side. He said he would answer the question as a matter of courtesy 
towards a lady represe^ed by frijself ; but he must make it a con<^oa 
that this consultation of him by deputy should go no farther. 

“ I accepted his terms — ^for I really respected tte clever mannej^ in 
which he contrived to keep me at arm’s length without violating the laws 
of good breeding. In two minutes 1 heard what he had to say, mastered 
it in my own mind, and went out. 

Short as it was, the consultation told me eyerytnuig i wanted to 
know. I risk nothing by marrying Midwinter in my maiden instead of 
my widow’s name. The marriage is a good marriage in this way : — that 
it can only be set aside if my husband finds out the iinpbsture, and takes 
proceedings to invalidate our marriage in my lifetime. That ts the 
lawyer’s answer in the lawyer's own words. It relieves me at oziae*-4B 
this direction at any rate — of all apprehension about the futura. ^The 
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only imposture my husband will ever discover — and then only if ho 
happens to be on the spot — is the imposture that puts me in the place, 
and gives me the income, of Armadale’s widow ; and, by that time, 1 shall 
have invalidated my own marriage for ever. 

“ Half-past two I Midwinter will be here in half an hour. I must go 
and ask my glass how I look. 1 mUst rouse my invention, and make up 
my little domestic romance. Am I feeling nervous about it 7 Something 
flutters in the place where my heart used to be. At five and thirty, too ! 
and after such a life os mine 1 

Six o'clock . — He has just gone. The day for our marriage is a day 
determined on already. 

“ I have tried to rest, and recover myself. I can’t rest. I have 
come back to these leaves. There is much to be written in them since 
Midwinter has been here, that concerns me nearly. 

“ Let me begin with what I hate most to remember, and so be the 
sooner done with it — let me begin with the paltry string of falsehoods I 
told him about my family troubles. 

What can be the secret of this man’s hold on me ? ^ How is it tlnit 
he alters me so that I hardly know myself again ? I was like myself 
in the railway carriage yesterday with Armadale. It was surely friglitfiil 
to be talking to the living man, through the W'hole of that long journey, 
with the knowledge in me all the while that I meant to be his widow — 
and yet I was only excited and feuered. Hour after hour I never shrunk 
once from speaking to Armadale — bu^ the first trumpery falsehood I told 
Midwinter, turned me cold whfn I saw that he believed it I I felt a 
dreadful hysterical choking in the throat when he entn^ated me not to 
reveal my troubles. And once — I am horrified when 1 think of it — once, 
when he said, ‘ If I could love you more dearly, 1 should love you more 
dearly, now,’ I was within a hair’s breadth of turning traitor to myself. 
1 was on the very point of crying out to him, * Lies 1 all lies 1 I’m a 
fiend in human sh^ I Marry the wretchedest creature that prowls the 
streets, and you will marry a better woman than roe 1 ' Yes ! the seeing 
his eyes moisten, the hearing his voice tremble while 1 was deceiving him, 
shook me in that way. I have seen bandsoiUer men by hundreds, cleverer 
men by hundreds. What can this man have roused in me 7 Is it Love 7 
I thought 1 had loved, never to love again. Does a woman not love, 
when the men’s hardness to her drives her to drown herself 7 A man 
drove me to that last despair in days gone by. Did all my misery at that 
time come irom something which was not Love 7 Have I lived to be 
five and thirty, and am I only feeling, now, what Love really is 7 — now, 
when it is too late 7 Ridiculous I Besides, what is the use of asking 7 
What do 1 know about it 7 What does any woman ever know 7 Tlio 
more we think of it, the more we deceive ourselves. 1 wish I had been 
bom an animal* My beauty might have been of some use to me then— • 
it might have got me a good master* 
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Here is a whole page of my diary filled ; and nothing written yet 
that ia of the slightest use to me ! My miserable made-up story must be 
told over again here, while the incidents are fresh in my memory — or 
how am I to refer to it consistently on after-occasions when I may be 
obliged to speak of it again ? 

“ There was nothing new in what I told him : it was the commonplace 
rubbish of the circulating libraries. A dead father ; a lost fortune ; 
vagabond brothers, whom I dread ever seeing again ; a bedridden mother 
dependent on my exertions No 1 I can’t write it down ! I hate my- 

self, I despise myself, when I remember that he believed it because I said 
it — that he was distressed by it, because it was my story I I will face the 
chances of contradicting myself — will risk discovery and ruin — anything 
rather than dwell on that contemptible deception of him a moment longer. 

“ My lies came to an end at last. And then he talked to me ot 
himself, and of his prospects. Oh, what a relief it was to turn to that, at 
the time ! What a relief it is to come to it now ! 

“ He has accepted the offer about which he wrote to me at '^horpe- 
Ambrose ; and he is now engaged as occasional foreign correspondent to 
the new newspaper. His first destination is Naples. I wish it had been 
some other place, for I have certain past associations with Naples which 
lam not at all anxious to renew. It has been arranged that he is to leave 
England not later than the eleventh of next month. By that time, there- 
fore, I, who am to go with him, must go with him as his wife. 

“ There is not the slightest difficulty about the marriage. All this 
part of it is so easy, that I begin to dread an accident. The proposal to 
keep the thing strictly private — which mi^t have embarrassed me to 
make — comes from him. Marrying me in his own name — the name 
that he has kept concealed from every living creature but myself and 
Mr. Brock — it is his interest that not a soul who knows him should be 
present at the ceremony ; his friend Armadale least of all. He has been 
a week in London already. Whon another week has passed, he proposes 
to get the Licence, and to be married in the church belonging to the 
parish in which the hotel is situated. These are the only necessary 
formalities. 1 had Tjut to say * Yes ’ (he told me), and tO feel no further 
anxiety about the future. I said * Yes,’ with such a devouring anxiety 
about the future, that I was afraid he would see it. What minutes the 
next few minutes were, when he whispered delicious words to me, while 
I hid my face on his breast 1 

“ 1 recovered myself first, and led him back to the subject of 
Armadale ; having my own reasons for wanting to know what they said 
to each other, after 1 had left them yesterday. 

“ The manner in which Midwinter replied, showed me that be was 
speaking under Ihe restraint of respecting a confidence placed in him by 
bis friend. Long before he had done, I detectod What the confidence was. 
Armadale had been consulting him (exactly as I anticipated) on the 
fiubject of tbe elopement. Although he appears to have remonstrated 
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against taking the girl secretly away from her home, Midwinter seems to 
have felt some delicacy about speaking strongly ; remembering (widely 
different as the circumstances are) that he was contemplating a private 
marriage himself. I gathered, at any rate, tliat he had produced very 
little eflect by what he had said ; and that Armadale had already carried 
out his absurd intention of consulting the head-clerk in the office of his 
London lawyers. 

Having got as far as this, Midwinter put the question which I felt 
must come sooner or later. He asked if I objected to our engagement 
being mentioned in the strictest secresy to his friend. 

“ ‘ I will answer,’ he said, * for Allan’s respecting any confidence that 
I place in him. And I wiU undertake, when the time comes, so to use 
my influence over him as to prevent his being present at the marriage, 
and discovering (what he must never know) that my name is the same as 
his own. It would help me,’ he went on, ‘ to speak more strongly about 
the object that has brought him to London, if I can requite the frankness 
with y^ich ho has spoken of his private affairs to me, by the same frank- 
ness on my side.’ 

I had no choice but to give the necessary permission, and I gave it. 
It is of the utmost importance to me to know what course Major Milroy 
takes with his daughter and Armadale, after receiving my anonymous 
letter ; and, unless I invite Armadale’s confidence in some way, I am 
nearly certain to be kept in the dark. Let him once be trusted with the 
knowledge that I am to be Midwinter’s wife ; and what he tells his friend 
about his love-affair, he will tell me. 

When it had been understood between us that Armadale was to be 
taken into our confidence, we began to talk about ourselves again, llow 
the time flew 1 What a sweet enchantment it was to forget everything in 
his arms ! How he loves me I — ah, poor fellow, how he loves me 1 

“ I have promised to meet him to-morrow morning in the Regent’s 
Park, The less he is seen here the better. The people in this house are 
strangers to me certainly — but it may be wise to consult appearances, as 
if I was still at Thorpe- Ambrose, and not to produce the impression, even 
on their minds, that Midwinter is engaged to me. If any affer-inquiriee 
are made, when I have run my grand risk, the testimony of my London 
landlady might be testimony wortli having. 

“ That wretched old Bash wood 1 Writing of Thorpe- Ambrose re- 
minds me of him. What will he say when the town-gossip tells him 
that Armadale has taken me to London, in a carrkge reserved for our- 
selves? It really is too absurd in a man of Bashwood’s age and appearance 
to presume to i>e in love ! 

July ZOtk. News at last i Armadale has heard from Miss Milroy. 
My anonymous letter has produced its effect. The girl is removed from 
Thorpe-sAmbrose already •; and the whole project of the elopemsnt is 
blown to the winds at once and for ever. This* was the sabstanoe of 
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Tfhat Midwinter had to tell me, when I met him in the Park. I affected 
to be excessively astonished, and to feel the necessary feminine longing to 
know all the particulars. * Not that I expect to have my curiosity satis- 
fied,’ I added, * for Mr. Armadale and I are little better than mere 
acquaintances, after all.* 

“ ‘ You are far more than a mere acqilaintance in Allan’s eyes,’ said 
Midwinter. ‘ Having your permission to trust him, I have already told 
him how near and dear you are to me.* 

“ Hearing this, I thought it desirable, before I put any questions about 
Miss Milroy, to attend to my own interests first, and to find out what 
effect the announcement of my coming marriage had produced on Armadale. 
It was possible that he might be still suspicious of me, and that the inquiries 
he made in London, at Mrs. Milroy’s instigation, might be still hanging on 
his mind. 

“ ‘ Did Mr. Armadale seem surprised,* I asked, * when you told him 
of our engagement, and when you said it was to be kept a secret from 
everybody ? ’ 

“ ‘ He seemed greatly surprised,* said Midwinter, * to hear that we 
were going to be married. All he said when I told him it must be kept 
a secret was, that he supposed there were family reasons on your side for 
making the marriage a private one.* 

“ ‘ What did you say,’ I inquired, ^ when he made that remark ? ’ 

“ ‘ I said the family reasons were on my side,’ answered Midwinter. 
‘ And I thought it right to add — considering that Allan had allowed him- 
self to be misled by the ignorant distrust of you at Thorpe- Ambroso— 
that you had confided to me the whole of your sad family story, and that 
you had amply justified your unwillmgness, under any ordinary circum- 
stances, to speak of your private affairs.’ 

(“ I breathed freely again. He had said just what was wanted, just 
in the right way.) 

“ ‘ Thank you,’ I said, ^ for putting me right in your friend’s estimation. 
Does he wish to see me? ’ I added, by way of getting back to the other 
subject of Miss Milroy and the elopement. 

“ * He is longing to see you,’ returned Midwinter. * He is in great 
distress, poor fellow — distress which I have done my best to soothe, but 
which I believe would yield far more readily to a woman’s sympathy than 
to mine.’ 

“ ‘ Where is he now ? * I asked. 

He was at the hotel ; and to the hotel I instantly proposed that we 
should go. It is a busy, crowded place ; and (with my veil down) I 
have leas fear of compromising myself there than at my quiet losings. 
Besides, it is vitally important to me to know what Armadale does next, 
under fliis total change of circumstances, — for I must so control his *pr^ 
ceedings as to get him away from England if I can. We took a 
such was my eagerness to empathize with the heart-broken lover, ihgt 
we took a cab ! 
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** Anything bo ridiculous as Armadale’s behaviour under the double 
shock of "discovering that his young lady has been taken away from him, 
and that I am to be married to Midwinter, I never before witnessed in all 
my experience. To say that he was like a child is a libel on all children 
who are not born idiots. He congratulated me on my coming marriage, 
and execrated the unknown wretch who had written the anonymous letter, 
little thinking that he was speaking of one and the same person in one and 
the same breath. Now he submissively acknowledged that Major Milroy 
had his rights as a father, and now he reviled the major as having no 
feeling lor anything but his mechanics and his clock. At one moment he 
started up, with the tears in his eyes, and declared that his ‘ darling Neelie ’ 
W’as an angel on earth. At another ho sat down sulkily, and thouglit that 
a girl of her spirit might have run away on the spot and joined him in 
London. Alter a good half-hour of tliis absurd exhibition, I succeeded 
in quieting him ; and then a few words of tender inquiry produced what 
I had expressly come to the hotel to see — Jilias Milroy’s letter. 

“ It was outrageously long and rambling and confused — in short, the 
letter of a fool. I had to wade through plenty of vulgar ^entiment and 
lamentation, and to lose time and patience over maudlin outbursts of 
affection, and nauseous kisses enclosed in circles of ink. However, I 
contrived to extract the information I wanted at last ; and here it is : — 

“ The major, on receipt of my anonymous warning, appears to have 
sent at once for his daughter, and to have shown her the letter. ‘ You 
know what a hard life I lead with your mother ; don’t make it harder 
Btill, Neelie, by deceiving me.* That w'as all the poor old gentleman said. 
I always did like the major ; and, though he was afraid to show it, I 
know he always liked me. His appeal to hir daughter (if her account of 
it is to be believed) cut her to the heart She burst out crying (let her 
alone for crying at the right moment !), and confessed everythiug. 

“ After giving her time to recover herself (if he had given her a good 
box on the ears it would have been more to the purpose !) the major 
seems to have put certain questions, and to have become convinced (as I 
was convinced myselO that his daughter’s heart, or fancy, or whatever 
she calls it, was really and truly set on Armadale. The discoveiy 
evidently distressed as w^ as surprised him. He appears to have hesi- 
tated, and to have maintained his own unfavourable opinion of Miss Neclie’s 
Xover for some little time. But his daughter’s tears and entreaties (so 
like the weakness of the dear old gentlera^ !) shook him at last. Though 
he firmly refused to allow of any marriage engagement at present, he con- 
sented to overlook the clandestine meetings in the park, and to put 
Armadale’s fitness to become bis son-in-law to the test, on certain 
conditions. 

'‘These conditions are, that for the next six months to come, alL 
communication is to be broken off, both personally and by writing, be- 
tween Armadale and Mias Milroy. That space of time is to be booupied 
by the young gentleman as he himself thinks best, and by the young lady 
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in completing her education at school. If, when the six months have 
passed, they are both still of the same mind, and if Armadale’s conduot 
in the interval has been such as to improve the major’s opinion of him, 
ha, will be allowed to present himself in the character of Miss Milroy’s 
suitor— and, in six months more, if all goes well, the marriage may take 
place. 

“I declare I could kiss the dear old major, if I was only within reach 
of him 1 If I had been at his elbow, and had dictated the conditions 
myself, I could have asked for nothing better than this. Six months of 
total separation between Armadale and Miss Milroy ! In half that time 
— with all communication cut oflf between the two — it must go hard with 
me indeed if I don’t find myself dressed in the necessary mourning, and 
publicly recognized as Armadale’s widow. 

But I am forgetting the girl’s letter. She gives her father’s reasons 
for making his conditions, in her father’s own words. The major seems 
to have spoken so sensibly and so feelingly that he left his daughter no 
decent alternative — and he leaves Armadale no decent alternative — but to 
submit. As well as I can remember it, he seems to have expressed 
himself to Miss Neelie in these, or nearly in these terms : — 

“ * Don’t think I am behaving cruelly to you, my dear — I am merely 
asking you to put Mr. Armadale to the proof. It is not only right, it is 
absolutely necessary, that you should hold no communication with him for 
some time to come ; and I will show you why. In the first place, if you 
go to school, the necessary rules in such places — necessary for the sake 
of the other girls — would not permit you to see Mr. Armadale, or to 
receive letters from him ; and, if you are to become mistress of Thoipe- 
Ambrose, to school you must go, for you would be ashamed, aud I should 
be ashamed, if you occupied the position of a lady of station, without 
having the accomplishments v^hich all ladies of station axe expected to 
possess. In the second place, I want to see whether Mr. Armadale will 
continue to think of you as he thinks now, without being encouraged in 
his attachment by seeing you, or reminded of it by hearing from you. If 
I am wrong in thinking him fiighty and unreliable ; and if your opinion 
of him is the right one, this is not putting the young man to an unfair 
test — true love survives much longer separatiopn than a separation of six 
months. And when that time is over, and iwll over ; and when I have 
had him under my own eye for another six months, and have learnt to 
think as highly of him as you do— eveu then, my dear, after all that 
terrible delay, you will still be a married woman before you are eighteen. 
Think of this, Neelie ; and show tliat you love me and trust me, by 
accepting my proposal. I will hold no communication with Mr. Arma- 
fiale myself. I will leave it to you to write and tell him what has been 
decided on. He may write back one letter, and one only, to acquaint you 
with his decision. After that, for the sake of your reputation, nothing 
more is to be said, and nothing more is to be done, and the matter is to 
be kept strictly private until the sk mont^’ interval is at an end.’ 
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^ Xo this efieet the major spoke. His behayiour to that little slut of 
a girl has produced a strooger impresBion on me than anything else in the 
letter. It has set me thinking (me, of all the people in the world !) of 
what they call * a moral difficulty.* We are perpetually told that there 
can be no possible connection between virtne and vice. Can there not ? 
Here is Major Milroy doing exactly what an excellent father, at once kind 
and prudent, affectionate and firm, would do under the circumstances — 
and by that very oourse of conduct, be has now smoothed the way for me, 
as completely as if he had been the chosen accomplice of that abominable 
creature, liias Gwilt. Only think of my reasoning in this way ! But I 
am in such good spirits, I can do anything to-day. 1 have not looked so 
bright and so young aa I look now, for months past ! 

“ To return to the letter, for the last time — it is so excessively dull 
and stupid that I really can’t help wandering away from it into refiections 
of my own, as a mere relief. 

“ After solemnly announcing that she meant to sacrifice herself to 
her beloved father’s wishes (the brazen assurance of her setting up for 
a martyr after what has happened, exceeds anything ever heard or 
read of!), Miss Neelie next mentioned that the major proposed taking 
her to the seaside for change of air, during the few days that were still to 
elapse before she went to school. Armadale was to send his answer by 
return of post, and to address her, under cover to her father, at Lowestoft. 
With this, and with a last outburst of tender protestation, crammed 
crookedly into a comer of the page, the letter ended. (N. B. — The major’s 
object in taking her to the seaside is plain enough. He still privately 
distrusts Armadale, and he is wisely determined to prevent any more 
olxmdestine meetings in the park, before the girl is safely disposed of at 
•ohool.) 

“ When L had done with the letter — I had requested permission to 
read parts of it which I particularly admired, for the second and third 
time 1 — we all consulted together in a friendly way about what Armadale 
was to do. 

^ He was fool enongh, at the outset, to protest against sabmitting to 
Major Milrey’s conditions. He declared, with his odious red face looking 
the picture of brute health, that he diould never survive a six months' 
separation from his beloved Neelie. Midwinter (as may easily be imagined) 
seemed a little ashamed of him, and joined me in bringing him to his 
senseib We showed him what would have been plain enough to anybody 
but a booby, that there was no honourable, or even decent, alternative 
left but to follow the example of submission set by the young lady. * Vfait 
— and you will have her for your wife,' was what I said. * Wait — and 
yon wiM force the xm^r to alter his unjoat opinion of you,* waa what 
Midwinter added. Widi two dever people hammering oommon sedse into 
his bead at that sate, it is needless to say that his head ^gave way^ and he 
submitted. 

** Having decided him to iooept ihe major's eondiCtons (I was eareftil 
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irwni him, before he wrote to Miss Milroy, that mj engagement to 
Midwinter was to be kept as striotl j secret from her as from everybody 
else), the next question we hod to settle related to his future proceedings. 

1 was ready with the necessary arguments to stop him, if he had proposed 
returning to Thorpe- Ambrose. But he proposed nothing of the sort. On 
the contrar}', he ^clared, of his own accord, that nothing would induce 
him to go back. The place and the people were aasociated with every- 
thing that was hateful to him. There would be no Miss Milroy now to 
meet him in the park, and no Midwinter to keep him company in the 
solitary house. ^ I’d rather break stones on the road,’ was the sensible 
nnd cheerful way in which he put it, ‘ than go back to Thorpe -Ambrose.’ 

The first suggestion oiler this came from Midwinter. The sly old 
clergyman who gave Mrs. Oldershaw and me so much trouble, has it 
feecms been ill ; but has been latterly reported better.. * Why not go to 
Somersetshire,’ said Midwinter ; *’ and see your good friend, and my good 
friend, Mr. Brock ? ’ 

Armadale caught at the proposal readily enoughs He longed, in 
the first place, to see ‘ dear old Brock,’ and he longed, in the second place, 
to see his yacht. After staying a few days more in London with Mid- 
winter, he would gladly go to Somersetshire. But what after lhat ? 

“ Seeing my opportunity, I came to the rescue this time. ‘ You have 
got a yacht, Mr. Armadale,’ I said ; ‘ and you know that Midwinter is 
going to Italy. When you are tired of Somersetshire, why not make a 
voyage to the Mediterranean, and meet your friend, and your friend’s wife, 
at Naples ? ’ 

“ I made the allusion to ‘ his friend’s wife,* with the most becoming 
modesty and confusion. Armadale was enchanted. I had hit on the best 
of all ways of occupying the weary time. He started up, and wrung my 
hand in quite an ecstasy of gratitude. How I do hate people who can only 
express their feelings by hurting other people’s hands I 

Midwinter was as pleased with my proposal as Armadale ; but he 
saw difficulties in the way of carrying it out. He considered the yacht 
too small for a cruise to the Mediterranean, and be thought it desirable 
to hire a larger vessel. His friend thought otherwise. 1 1^ them 
arguii^ the question. It was quite enough for me to have made sure, in 
the first place, that Armadale will not return to Thorpe-Axnbrose ; and to 
have decided him, in the second place, on going abroad. He may go how 
he likes. I should prefer the small yacht myself— for there seems to be 
a chance that the small yacht might do me the inestimable service of 
browning him. . • . , 

“ Fivs eV/oefc.— The excitement of filing that X had got Armadale’s 
future movements completely under my own control, made me ao restless, 
ii^en I returned to my lodgings, that 1 waa obliged to go out again, and 
do oomething. A new interest to occupy me being what % I went 

la Pimlioo to ha^e it out with Mp^aar Oideiahawtx ^ 


^ 10— a 
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I walked — and made up my mind, on the way, that I would begin by 
quarrelling with her. One of my notes of hand being paid already, and 
Midwinter being willing to pay the other two when they fall due, my 
present position with the old wretch is as independent a one as 1 could 
desire. I always get the better of her when it comes to a downright 
battle between us, and And her wonderiully civil and obliging tho moment 
1 have made her feel that mine is the strongest will of the two. In my 
present situation, she might be of use to me in various ways, if I could 
secure her assistance, without trusting her with secrets which I am now 
more than ever determined to keep to myself. That was my idea as I 
walked to Pimlico. Upsetting Mother Oldershaw’s nerves, in the first 
place, and then twisting her round my little finger, in the second, 
promised me, as I thought, an interesting occupation for the rest of 
the afternoon. 

“ When I got to Pimlico, a surprise was in store for me. The house 
was shut up — not only on Mrs. Oldershaw’s side, but on Doctor Down- 
ward’s as well. A padlock was on the shop-door ; and a man was 
hanging about on the watch, who might have been ordinary idler 
certainly, but who looked, to my mind, like a policeman in disguise. 

** Knowing the risks the doctor runs in his particular form of practice, 
I suspected at once that something serious had happened, and that even 
cunning Mrs. Oldershaw was compromised this time. Without stopping, 
or making any inquiry, therefore, 1 called the first cab that passed me, and 
drove to the post-oflice to which I had desired my letters to be forwarded 
if any came for me after I left my Thorpe- Ambrose lodging. 

“ On inquiry a letter was produced for ‘ Mias Gwilt.’ It was in 
Mother Oldershaw’s handwriting, and it told me (as I had supposed) 
that the doctor had got into a seriom difficulty — that she was herself 
most unfortunately mixed up in the matter — and that they were both in 
hiding for the present. The letter ended with some sufficiently venomous 
sentences about my conduct at Thorpe- Ambrose, and with a warning that 
I have not heard the lost of Mrs. Oldershaw yet. It relieved me to find 
licr writing in this way — for she would have been civil and cringing if she 
had had any suspicion of what I have really got in view. I burnt the 
letter as soon as the candles came up. And there, for the present, is an end 
of the connection between Mother Jezebel and me. I must do all my own 
dirty work now — and I shall be all the safer, perhaps, for trusting nobody’s 
hands to do it but my own. 

** July Slit . — More useful information for mc^ I met Midwinter again 
in the Park (on the pretext that my reputation might suffer, if he called 
too often nt my lodgings) ; and heard the last news of Armadale, since 
I left the hotel yesterday. 

** After he had written to Miss Milroy, Midwinter took the opportu- 
nity of speaking to him about the necessary business arrangements during 
his abse^ from the great house. It was decided that the servants should 
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be put on board wages, and that Mr. Bashwood should be left in charge. 
(Somehow, I don’t like this reappearance of Mr. Bashwood in connection 
with my present interests, but there is no help for it.) The next question 
-^the question of money — was settled at once by Armadale himself. All 
his available ready-money (a large sum) is to be lodged by Mr. Bashwood 
in Coutts’s Bank, and to be there deposited in Armadale’s name. This, he 
said, would save him the worry of any further letter-writing to his 
steward, and would enable him to get whqt .he wanted, when he went 
abroad, at a moment’s notice. The plan thus proposed being certainly 
the simplest and the safest, was adopted with Midwinter’s full concurrence ; 
and here the business discussion would have ended, if the everlasting 
Mr. Bashwood had not turned up again in the conversation, and prolonged 
it in an entirely new direction. 

“ On reflection, it seems to have struck Midwinter that the whole 
responsibility at Thorpe- Ambrose ought not to rest on Mr. Bashwood’s 
slioulders. Without in the least distrusting him. Midwinter felt, never- 
tlieless, that he ought to have somebody set over him, to apply to, in case 
of emergency. Armadale made no objection to this ; he only asked, in his 
helpless way, who the person was to be ? 

“ The answer was not an easy one to arrive at. Either of the two 
solicitors at Thorpe-Ambrose might have been employed — but Armadale 
was on bad terms with both of them. Any reconciliation with such a 
bitter enemy as the elder lawyer, Mr. Darch, was out of the question ; 
and reinstating Mr. Pedgiil in his former position, implied a tacit sanction 
on Armadale’s part, of the lawyer’s abominable conduct towards me, which 
was scarcely consistent with the respect and regard that hc felt for a 
lady who was soon to be his friend’s wife. After some further discussion, 
Midwinter hit on a new suggestion which appeared to meet the difficulty, 
lie proposed that Armadale should write to a respectable solicitor at 
Norwich, stating his position in general terms, and requesting that 
gentleman to take charge of his affairs, and to act as Mr. Bashwood’s 
adviser and superintendent when occasion required. Norwich being 
within an easy railway ride of Thorpe-Ambrose, Armadale saw no 
objection to the proposal, and promised to write to the Norwich lawyer. 
Fearing that he might make some mistake, if he wrote without assistance, 
Midwinter had drawn him out a draft of the necessary letter, and 
Armadale was now engaged in copying the draft, and also in writing to 
Mr. Bashwood to lodge the money immediately in Coutts’s Bank. 

These details are so dry and uninteresting in themselves, that I 
hesitated at first about putting them down in my diary. But a little 
refiection has convinced me that they are too important to be passed over. 
Looked at from my point of view, they mean this^that Armadale’s own 
act is now cutting him off from all commimioation with Thorpe-Ambrose, 
even by letter. He te as good as dead^ already^ to everybody he leaves 
behind him. The causes which have led to such a result as that, are caosea 
which certainly claim the best place 1 can give them in ti^iese pi^es. 
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** Aufust Nothing to record, but that I have had a long quiet,, 
happy day with Midwinter. He hired a carriage, and we drove to- 
Kichmond, and dined there. After to-day’s experience, it is impossible 
to deceive myself any longer. Come what may of it, I love him. 

I have fallen into low spirits since he left me. A persuasion haa 
taken possession of my mind, that the smooth and prosperous course of 
my affairs since I have been in London, is too smooth and pro^rous to 
last. There is something oppressing me to-night, which is more than the 
oppression of the heavy London air. 

“ August 2nd. Three o'clock . — My presentiments, like other people’s,, 
have deceived me often enough — but I am almost afraid that my pre- 
sentiment of last night was really prophetic, for once in a way. 

** I went after breakfast to a milliner’s in this neighbourhood to order 
a few cheap summer things, and thence to Midwinter’s hotel to arrange 
with him for another day in the country. I drove to the milliner’s and 
to the hotel, and part of the way back. Then, feeling disgusted with 
the horrid close smell of the cab (somebody had been smoking in it, I 
suppose), I got out to walk the rest of the way. Before 1 had been two 
minutes on my feet, I discovered that I was being followed by a strange 
man. 

“ This may mean nothing but that an idle fellow has been struck by 
my figure, and my appearance generally. My face could have made no 
impression on him — for it was hidden as usual by my veil. Whether he 
followed me (in a cab of course) from the milliner’s, or from the hotel, I 
cannot say. Nor am I quite certain whether he did or did not track me 
to' this door. I only know that 1 lost sight of him before 1 got back. 
There is no help for it but to wait till events enlighten me. If there is 
anything serious in what has happened, I shall soon discover it. 

“ Five o'clock . — It 15 serious. Ten minutes since, I was in my bed- 
room, which communicates with the sitting-room. I was just coming out, 
when 1 heard a strange voice on the landing outside — a woman’s voice. 
The next instant the sitting-room door was suddenly opened ; the 
woman’s voice said, ‘ Are these the apartments you have got to let ? ’ — 
and though the landlady, behind her, answered, * No 1 higher up, ma’am,* 
the woman came on straight to my bed-room, as if she had not heard. I 
had just time to slam tl» door in her face before she saw me. The 
necessary explanations and apologies followed between the landlady and 
the stranger in the sitting-room — and then 1 was left alone again. 

I have no time to write more. It is plain that somebody has an 
interest in trying to identify me, and that, but for my own quickness, the 
strange woman would hare aeoomplished this object by taking me by 
■urprise. She and the man who followed me in the street are, 1 suqieot, in 
league together ; and there is probably somebody in the background 
whose interesta ihej are eerring. Is Mother OUlerehaw ottodcing me he 
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the dark ? or wlto else can it be ? No matter who it k ; my present 
situation is too critical to be trifled with. 1 must get away from this 
house to-night, aad leave no trace behind me by whicdi 1 can be Allowed 
to another place. 

“ AuguBt Srrf, — Gccry Sirtet, T&ttenkmn Ccmi, Road. — I got away last 
night (after writing an excuse to Midwinter, in which ‘my invalid 
mother ’ figured as the all-sufficient cause xd my disappearance)-^ and I 
have found refuge here. It has cost me some money ; but my object is 
attained I Nobody can possibly have traced me from AH Saints* Terrace 
to this address. 

- “ After paying my landlady the necessary forfeit for leaving her 
without notice, 1 arranged with her son that he should take my boxes in 
a cab to the cloak-room at the nearest railway station, and send me the 
ticket in a letter, to wait my application for it at the post-office. While 
he went his way in one cab, 1 went mine in another, with a few things 
for the night in my little hand-bag. I drove straight to the milliner’s 
shop — which I had observed, when I was there yesterday, had a back 
entrance into a mews, for the apprentices to go in and out by. I went 
in at once, leaving the cab waiting for me at the door. ‘A man is 
following me,’ I said ; ‘ and I want to get rid of him. Here is my cab- 
fare ; wait ten minutes before you give it to the driver, and let me out at 
once by the back way 1 In a moment I was out in the mews — in 
another, I was in the next street — in a third, I hailed a passing omnibus, 
and was a free woman again. 

“ Having now cut off all communication between me and my last 
lodgings, the next precaution (in case Midwinter or Armadale are 
watched) is to cut off all communication, for some days to come at least, 
between me and the hotel. I have written to Midwinter — making' my 
supposititious mother once more the excuse — to say that I am tied to my 
nursing duties, and that we must communicate by writing only for the 
present. Doubtful as I still am of who my hidden enemy yeally is, I can- 
do no more to defend myself than I have done now. 

“ Avgvst ^th . — The two friends at the hotel have boiih written to me. 
Midwinter expresses his regret at our separation, in the tenderest terms. 
Armadale writes an entreaty for help under very awkward ciroumstances. 
A letter from Major Milroy has been forwar<|^d to him from the great 
house, and he encloaes it in his letter to me. 

“ Having left the seaside, and placed his daughter safely at the school 
originally chosen for her (in the neighbourhood of Ely), the major appears 
to have returned to Thorpe-Ambrose at the close of last week ; to havs 
heard then, for the first time, the reports about Armadale and mo $ 
to have written instantly to Annadale to tell him so. 

“ The letter is stem and sfacst. Major Milroy disaiisseB the ispoli aa 
unworthy of credit, because it ii impossible for him to beliefs ia amsh an 
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act of * oold-blooded treachery, as me scanoai 'womd imply, if the scandal 
were true. He simply writes to warn Armadale that, if he is not more 
carefiil in his actions for the future, he must resign all preten^ons to Miss 
Milroy’s hand. * I neither expect, nor wish for, an answer to this ’ (the letter 
ends), * for I desire to receive no mere protestations in words. By your 
conduct, and by your conduct alone, I shall judge you as time goes on. 
Let me also add, that I positively forbid you to consider this letter as an 
excuse for violating the terms agreed on between us, by writing again to 
my daughter. You have no need to justify yourself in her eyes — for I 
fortunately removed her from Thorpe- Ambrose before this abominable 
report had time to reach her ; and I shall take good care, for her sake, 
that she is not agitated and unsettled by hearing it where she is now.* 

** Armadale's petition to me, under these circumstances, entreats (as I 
am the innocent cause of the new attack on his character), that I will 
write to the major to absolve him of all indiscretion in the matter, and to 
say that he could not, in common politeness, do otherwise than accompany 
me to London. I forgive the impudence of his request, in consideration 
of the news that he sends me. It is certainly anoilier circij^stance in my 
favour, that the scandal at Thorpe-Ambrose is not to be allowed to reach 
Miss Milroy’s ears. With her temper (if she did hear it) she might do 
something desperate in the way of claiming her lover, and might compro- 
mise me seriously. As for my own course with Armadale, it is easy 
enough. I shall quiet him by promising to write to Major Milroy ; and I 
shall take the liberty, in my own private interests, of not keeping my word. 

“ Nothing in the least suspicious has happened to-day. Whoever my 
enemies are, they have lost me, and between this and the time Avhen I 
leave England they shall not 6nd me again. J have been to the post-oihcp, 
and have got the ticket for my luggage, enclosed to me in a letter from All 
Saints’ Terrace as I directed. The luggage itself 1 shall still leave at the 
cloak-room, until I see the way before me more clearly than I see it now. 

“ Avgvst bth . — Two letters again from the hotel. Midwinter writes to 
remind me, in the prettiest possible manner, that he will have lived long 
enough in the parish by to-roorrow to be able to get our marriage licence, 
and that he proposes applying for it in the usual way at Doctors’ Ck>mmon«. 
Now, if I am ever to* say it, is the time to say No. I can’t say No. 
There is the plain truth — and there is an end of it ! 

Armadale’s letter is a letter of farewell. He thanks me for my 
kindness in consenting to write to the major, and bids me good-by till 
we meet again at Naples. He has learnt from his friend that there are 
private reasons whieh will oblige him to forbid himself the pleasure of 
being present at our marrisge. Under these circumstances, there is 
nothing to keeff him in London. He has made all his business arrange- 
ments ; he goes to Someieelahire by to-night’s train ; and, after staying 
some time with Mr. Brook, he will sail for the Mediterranean the 
Bristol Channel (in spite of Midwinter’s oljections) ia his own yacht 
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« The letter encloaea a jeweller’e box, with a ring in it— Armadale’s 
present to me on my marriage. It is a ruby— ^but rather a small one, and 
set in the worst possible taste. He would have given Miss Milroy a ring 
worth ten times the money, if it had been her marriage present. There is 
no more hateful creature, in my opinion, than a miserly young man. I 
wonder whether his trumpery little yacht will drown him ? 

am so excited and fluttered, I hardly know what 1 am willing. 
Not that I shrink from what is coming — I only feel as if I was being 
hurried on faster than I quite like to go. At this rate, if nothing happens, 
Midwinter will have married me, by the end of the week. And then I 

Avgust 6th » — If anything could startle me now, I should feel startled 
by the news that has reached me to-day. 

On his return to the hotel this morning, after getting the Marriage 
Licence, Midwinter found a telegram waiting for him. It contained an 
urgent message from Armadale, announcing that Mr. Brock had had a 
relapse, and that all hope of his recovery was pronounced by the doctors 
to be at an end. By the dying man’s own desire. Midwinter was sum- 
moned to take leave of him, and was entreated by Armadale not to lose 
a moment in starting for the rectory by the first train. 

“ The hurried letter which tells me this, tells me also that, by the time 
I receive it, Midwinter will be on his way to the west. He promises to 
wiite at greater length, after he has seen Mr. Brock, by to-night’s post. 

“ This news has an interest for me, which Midwinter little suspects. 
There is but one human creature, besides myself, who knows the secret of 
his birth and his name — and that one, is the old man who now lies waiting 
for him at the point of death. What will they say to each other at the 
last moment ? Will some chance word take them back to the time when 
I was in Mrs. Armadale’s service at Madeira ? Will they speak of Me ? 

“ August 7th , — The promised letter has just reached me. No parting 
words have been exchanged between them — it was all over before Mid- 
winter reached Somersetshire. Armadale met him at the rectory gate 
With the news that Mr. Brock was dead. 

I try to struggle against it, but, coming after the strange complica- 
tion of circumstances that has been closing round me for weeks past, tbero 
is something in this latest event of all that shakes my nerves. But one 
last chance of detection stood in my way when I opened my diary yes- 
terday. When I open it to-day, that chance is removed by Mr. Brock’s 
death. It means something ; 1 wish 1 knew what. 

The funeral is to be on Saturday morning. Midwinter will attend it 
as well as Armadale. But he proposes resuming to London first ; and he 
writes word that he will call to-night, in the hope of seeing me on hie 
way from the station to the hotel. Even if there was any risk in it, X 
should see hhn, as things are now. But there is no jisk if he comes here 
irom the station, instead of coining ikom the hotel. 
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** Five ^chek , — 1 wae not in believing that raj nerves were 

all unstrung. Trifles that would not have cost me a seocmd thought at 
other times, weigh heavily on my mind now. 

“ Two hours since, in despair of knowing how to get through the day, 
I bethought myself of the milliner who is making my summer dress. 1 
had intended to go and try it on yesterday — but it slipped out of my 
memory, in the excitement of heariiig about Mr. Brock. So I went this 
afternoon, eager to do anything that might help me to get rid of myself. 
I have returned, feeling more uneasy and more depressed than I felt when 
I went out — ^for I have come back, fearing that I may yet have reason to 
repent not having left my unfinished dress on the milliner’s hands. 

‘‘ Nothing happened to me, this time, in the street. It was only in 
the trying-on room that my suspicions were roused ; and, there, it certainly 
did cross my mind that the attempt to discover me, which I defeated at 
All Saints’ Terrace, was not given up yet, and that some of the shopwomen 
had been tampered with, if not the mistress herself. 

“ Can I give myself anything in the shape of a reason for this impres- 
sion ? Let me think a little. 

I certainly noticed two things which wero out of the ordinary 
routine, under the circumstances. In the first place, there were twice as 
many women as were needed in the trying-on room. This looked 
suspicious — and yet, I might have accounted for it in more ways than one. 
Is it not the slack time now ? and don’t I know by experience that I am 
the sort of woman about whom other women are always spitefully curious ? 
I thought again, in the second place, that one of the assutants persisted 
rather oddly in keeping me turned in a particular direction, with my face 
towards the glazed and c\irtalned door that led into the work-room. But, 
after all, she gave a reason, when I asked tor it. She said the light fell 
better on me that way— %nd, when I looked round, there was the window 
to prove her right. Still, these trifles produced such an effect on me, at 
the time, that I purposely found fault with the dress, so as to have an 
excuse for trying it on again, before I told them where I lived, and had it 
sent home. Pure fancy, I dare say. Pure fancy, perhaps, at the present 
moment. I don’t care — I shall act on instinct (as they say), and give up 
the dress. In plainer words still, I won’t go back. 

Midnight, — ^Midwinter came to see me as he promised. An hour 
has passed since we snd good-night ; and here I still sit, with my pen in 
my hand, thinking of him. No words of mine can describe what has 
passed between us. The end of it is all I ean write in these pages — and 
the end of it is, that he bai ^j^deen my resolution. For tiie first *time 
since 1 saw the easy way to Amadmle’a life at Thorpe-Ambrose, 1 fed as 
if the man whom ^have dpomed in my own thou^ta, had a ehanoe of 
eaeaping me. . 

" Is it my love for Midwinter that has altered me? Or is it kit love 
for me that has taken posMimon, not only of all J wish to give him, but of 
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all 1 wish to keep irom him aa well ? Z feel as if I had lost mysdf-— lost 
myself, I mean, m him — all through the evening. He was in great agita*- 
tipn about what had happened in Samersetahire — and he made me feel as 
disheartened and as wretched about it as he did. Though he never con- 
fessed it in words, I know that Mr. Brock’s death has startled him as an 
ill-omen for our marriage — I know it, because L feel Mr. Brock’s death aa 
an ill-omen too. The superstition — his ffii|>erBtition — ^took so strong a 
hold on me, that when we grew calmer, and he spoke of the future— when 
he told me that he must either break his engagement with hk new 
employers, or go abroad, as he is pledged to go, on Monday next — I 
actually shrank at the thought of our marriage following close on 
Mr. Brock’s funeral ; I actually said to him, in the impulse of the 
moment, ^ Go, and begin your new life alone I go, and leave me here to 
wait for happier times.’ 

‘‘ He took me in his arms. He sighed, and kissed me with an angelic 
tenderness. He said — oh, bo softly and so sadly I — ‘ I have no life now, 
apait from you.' As tliose words passed his lips, the thought seemed to 
rise in my mind like an echo, * Why not live out all the days that are left 
to me, happy and harmless in a love like this 1 ’ I can’t explain it — •! 
can’t realize it. That w’as the thought in me at the time ; and that is 
the thought in me still. I see my own hand while I write the words — 
and I ask myself whether it is really the hand of Lydia Gwilt 1 

“ Armadale 

“ No ! I will never write, I will never think of Armadale again. 

“ Yes I Let me write once more — let me think once more of him, 
because it quiets me to know that he is going away, and that the sea will 
have parted us before I am married. His old liome is home to liim no 
longer, now that the loss of his mother has been followed by the loss of 
his best and earliest friend. When the funeral is over, he has decided to 
sail the same day for the foreign seas. We may, or we may not, meet at 
Naples. Shall 1 be an altered woman, if we do ? I wonder 1 I wonder I 

** August %ih. — A line from Midwinter. He has gone back to Somer- 
setshire to be in readiness for the funeral to-morrow ; and he will return 
here (after bidding Armadale good-by) to-morrow evening. 

The last forms and ceremonies preliminary to our marriage have been 
complied with. 1 am to be his wife, on Monday next. The hour must 
not be later than half-past ten — which will give us just time, when the 
service is over, to get from the church door to the railway, and to start on 
our journey to Naples the same day. 

« To-day — Saturday— Sunday ! I am ^ot afeaid of the time ; the 
time will pass. I am not afraid of myse|^^ I ckn only keep all thofo^ta 
but one out of my ^fiind. I love him 1 D^y and night, till Mondsj 
oomes, I will think of nothing but that. I love him { 

** Four o’cZocl:.--*Other thoughts are forced into my mind in spite of 
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me. My BtispicionB of yesterday vrere no mere fancies ; the milliner ha9 
been tampered with. My folly in going back to her house has led t^ my 
being traced here. I am absolutely certain that I never gave the woman 
my address — and yet my new gown was sent home to me at two o’clock 
to-day ! 

A man brought it with the bill) and a civil message to say that, as I 
had not called at the appointed time to try it on again, the dress had been 
finished and sent to me.' He caught me in the passage ; I had no choice but 
to pay the bill, and dismiss him. Any other proceeding, as events have now 
turned out, would have been pure folly. The messenger (not the man who 
followed me in the street, but another spy sent to look at me beyond all 
doubt) would have declared he knew nothing about it, if I had spoken to 
him. The milliner would tell me to my face, if I went to her, that I had 
given her my address. The one useful thing to do now, is to set my wits 
to work in the interests of my own security, and to step out of the false 
position in which my own rashness has placed me — if I can. 

Seven o^clock. — My spirits have risen again. I belijf^ye I am in a 
fair way of extricating myself already. 

“ I have just come back from a long round in a cab. First, to the 
cloak-room of the Great Western, to get the luggage which I sent there 
from All Saints’ Terrace. Next, to the cloak-room of the South Eastern, 
to leave my luggage (labelled in Midwinter’s name), to wait for me till the 
starting of the tidal train on Monday. Next, to the General Post Office, 
to post a letter to Midwinter at the rectory, whicli he will receive to- 
morrow morning. Lastly, back again to this house — from which I shall 
move no more till Monday comes. 

** My letter to Midwinter will, I have little doubt, lead to his seconding 
(quite innocently) the prenkutions that 1 am taking for my own safety. 
The shortness of the time at our disposal, on Monday, will oblige liim to 
pay his bill at the hotel and to remove his luggage, before the marriage 
ceremony takes place. All I ask him to do beyond this, is to take the 
luggage himself to the South Eastern (so as to make any inquiries useless 
which may address themselves to the servants at the hotel) — and, that 
done, to meet me at the church door, instead of calling for me here. The 
rest concerns nobody but myself. When Sunday night or Monday 
morning comes, it will be hard indeed — ^fireed os I am now from all 
eneambranoes — if I can’t give the people who arc watching me the slip 
for the second time. 

“ It seems needless enough to have written to Midwinter to-day, when 
he is coming bade to me to-morrow night. But it was impossible to ask, 
what I have been Obliged to ask t>f him, without making my false family 
ciroumstanoes onoe more the excuse ; and having this to do— -1 must own 
the truth — I wrote to him because, aflor what 1 suffered on the last 
occasion, I can never again deceive him to his face. 
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“ August 9th. — Two o^clock . — Irose early this morning, more depressed 
in spirits than usual. The re-beginning of one’s life, at the re-beginning 
of every day, has alvTays been something weary and hopeless to me for 
years past. I dreamt too all through the night — ^not of Midwinter and 
of my married life, as I had hoped to dream — but of the wretched con- 
spiracy to discover me, by which I have been driven from one place to 
another, like a hunted animal. Nothing in the shape of a new revelation 
enlightened me in my sleep. All I could guess, dreaming, was what I 
had guessed waking, that Mother Oldershaw is the enemy who is 
attacking me in the dark. Except old Bashwood (whom it would bo 
ridiculous to think of 4n such a serious matter as this), who else but 
Mother Oldershaw can have an object to serve by interfering with my 
proceedings at the present time ? 

My restless night has, however, produced one satisfactory result. It 
has led to my winning the good graces of the servant here, and securing 
all the assistance she can give me when the time comes for making my 
escape. 

“ The girl noticed this morning that I looked pale and anxious. I 
took her into my confidence, to the extent of telling her that I was 
privately engaged to be married, and that I had enemies who were trying 
to part me from my sweetheart. This instantly roused her empathy— 
and a present of a ten-shilling piece for her kind services to me did the 
rest. In the intervals of her houke-work she has been with me nearly 
the whole morning ; and 1 have found out, among other things, that her 
sweetheart is a private soldier in the Guards, and that she expects to see 
him to-morrow. I have got money enough left, little as it is, to turn the 
head of any Private in the British army — and, if the person appointed to 
watch me to-morrow is a man, I think it ju^t possible that he may find 
his attention disagreeably diverted from MiH Gwilt in the course of 
the evening. . 

When Midwinter came here last from the railway, he came at half- 
past eight. How am I to get through the weary, weary hours between 
this and the evening 7 1 think 1 shall darken my bedroom, and drink 

the blessing of oblivion from my bottle of Drops. 

“ Eleven o'clock . — We have parted for the last time before the day 
comes that makes us man and wife. 

“ He has left me, as he left me before, with an absorbing subject of 
interest to think of in his absence. I noticed a change in him the moment 
he entered the room. When he told mo of the ftineral, and of his parting 
with Armadale on board the yacht, though he spoke with feelings deeply 
moved, he spoke with a mastery over himself which |l new to me in my 
experience of him. It was the same when our talk turned next on our 
own hopes and prospects. He was plainly disappointed when he found 
that my family embarrassments would prevent our me^|dlAg to-morrow, and 
plainly uneasy at the prospect of leaving me to find^ toj wairby myself 
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en Monday to the church. But there was a certain hopefulnees and 
eompofure of manner underlying it all, which produced so etrong an 
unpresBion on me that 1 was obliged to notice it < You know what odd 
&nciea take poases&ion of me sometimes,’ 1 said. * Shall 1 tell you the 
fancy that has taken possession of me now 7 1 can’t help thinking that 

something has happened since we last saw each other, which yon have 
dot told me yet.’ 

** ^ Something h<u happened,* he answered. ^ And it is something 
which you ought to know.’ 

“ With thm words he took out his pocket-book, and produced two 
written papers from it. One he looked at and put back. The other he 
placed on the table before me. Keejnng his hand on it for a moment, he 
spoke again. 

< Before I tell you what this is, and how it came into my possession,’ 
he said, * I must own something that I have concealed from you. It is no 
more serious confession than the coniesaion of my own weakness.’ 

“ He then acknowledged to me, that the renewal of his friendship with 
Armadale had been clouded, through the whole period of tkiiir intercourse 
in London, by his own superstitious misgivings. On every occasion when 
they were alone together, the terrible words of his father’s death-bed letter, 
and the terrible confirmation of them jin the warnings of the Dream, were 
present to his mind. Day afler day, die conviction that fatal consequences 
to Armadale would com^ of the renewal of their friendship, and of my share 
in accomplishing it, had grown stronger and stronger in its influence over 
him. He had obeyed the summons which called him to the rector’s bedside, 
with the firm intention of confiding his previsions of coming trouble to 
Mr. Brock ; and be bod been doubly confirmed in his superstition, when he 
found that Death had entered the house before him, and had parted them, 
in this world, for ever. He had travelled back to be present at the funeral, 
with a secret sense of relief at the prospect of being parted from Armadale, 
and with a secret resolution to make the after-meeting agreed on between 
ns three at Naples, a meeting that 'should never take place. With that 
purpose in his heart, he had gone up alone to the room prepared for him, 
Ob his arrival at the rectory, and had opened a letter which he found 
waiting for him on the table. The letter had only that day been dis- 
oorered^-dropped and lost — under the bed on which Mr. Brock had died. 
It was in the rector’s handwriting throughout ; and the person to whom 
it ipas addressed, waa Midwinter himself. 

<SHaving told me this, nearly in the words in which I have written 
it, he lifted hia hand from the written paper that lay on the table 
between ua. 

" * Bead it,’ hnaaid ; * and you will not need to be told that my mind 
ia at peace egyaB» end that I took Allan’s band at parting, with a heart 
that waa werthiiv of Allan’s love.’ 

** 1 read the letter. There wie no sapevatitioa to be ooni|iMred in wiy 
mkd ; there were no old fediftgf of gratkode tewasda Armadale^ to be 





m 

Tovtsed in mjf heart ■^and jet, the whieh the letter had had on 

Midwinter, was, X firmi j beHere^ more than matched bj the effect that the 
tetter now prodneed on Me. 

It was Tain to ask him to teave it, and to let me read it again (ai^ I 
wished) when 1 was teff by myself. He is determined not to let it ont of 
his own possession ; he is dsetemiined to keep it side by side with that 
other paper which I had seen him take out of his pocket-book, and which 
contains the written narrative of Armadale’s Dream. All I could do 
was to ask his leave to copy it; and this be granted readily. I wrote the 
copy in his presence ; and 1 now- place it here in my diary, to mark a day 
which is one of the memontble di^ of my lite. 

« Boscombe Bectory, August 2nd. 

Mr DEAR MiDwiMTERj^For the first time since the beginning of my 
illness, I found strength enotigh yesterday to look over x^y Jetters. One 
among them is i letter from .^laik, which has been lyfi^ itmopened on 
my table for ten days past. Hd writes to me in great diatress^ to say that 
there has been dissension between you, and that you have left him. If 
you still remember what passed between us, when you first opened your 
heart to me in the Isle of Man, you will be at no loss to understand how 
1 have thought over this miserable news, through the night that has 
now passed, and you will not be surprised to hear that I have roused 
myself this mormng to make the •effort of wTiting to you. Although I 
am far from despairing of myself, I dare not, at my age, trust too con- 
fidently to my prospects of recovery. While the time is still my own, 
I must employ it for Allan’s sake and for yours. 

I want no explanation of the circumstances which have parted you 
from your friend. If my estimate of your character is not founded on 
an entire delusion, the one influence which can have led to your estrange- 
ment from Allan, is the influence of that evil spirit of Superstition, which 
I have once already cast out of your hemt — which I will once again 
conqtier, please God, if I have strength enough to make my speak my 
mind to you in this letter. ^ 

It is no part of my design to combatihe belief which 1 know you Id 
hold, that mortal creatures may be the objects of supernatural intervention 
in their pilgrimage through this world. Speaking as a reasonable man, 
I own that I ca nn ot prove you to be wrong. Speaking as a beberer in 
the Bible, I am bound to go frrther, and to admit that you possess a 
higher than any human warrant for the frith that ia in you. The one 
•object which I Uhve it at heart to attain, itf to induce you to free yourself 
from the paralysing fatalism of the heathen and the savage, and to look at 
the teysteiies that perplex, and the portents that daunt you, from the 
ChristMm’s point of view. If X oan sueeeed in thia, I ahall clear your 
mind of the ghastly doubts that now oppreaa it,^ ajod 1 sii^ re-unite j<m 
to your friend, never to be parted from him agasu 

^ I hare no aee&i of aiiring end (|iMbtioaing jq& I uolj Mod 
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tliifl letter to AlUn to be forwarded, if he knows, or can discover, your 
present address. Placed in this position towards you, 1 am bound to 
assume all that can be assumed in your favour. 1 will take it for granted 
that something has happened to you or to Allan, which to your mind 
has not only confirmed the fatalist conviction in which your father died, 
but has added a new ai^d terrible meaning to the warning which he sent 
you in his death-bed letter. 

On this common ground I meet you. On this common ground 1 
appeal to your higher nature and your better sense. 

“ Preserve your present conviction that the events which have hap- 
pened (be they what they may) are not to be reconciled with ordinary 
mortal coincidences and ordinary mortal laws; and view your own 
position by the best and clearest light that your superstition can throw on 
it. What are you ? You are a helpless instrument in the hands of 
Fate. You are doomed, beyond all human capacity of resistance, to bring 
misery and destruction blindfold on a man to whom you have harmlessly 
and gratefully united yourself in the bonds of a brother’s love. All that 
is morally firmest in your will and morally purest in ytmr aspirations, 
avails nothing against the hereditary impulsion of you towards evil, caused 
by a crime which your fiither committed before you were bom. In what 
does that belief end 7 It ends in the darkness in which you are now lost ; 
in the self-contradictions in which you are now bewildered — ^in the stub- 
born despair by which a man profanes his own soul, and lowers himself 
to the level of the brutes that perish. 

“ Look up, my poor suffering brother — look up, my hardly-tried, my 
well-loved friend, higher than this 1 Meet the doubts that now assail you 
from the blessed vantage-ground of Christian courage and Christian hope; 
and your heart will turn again to Allan, and your mind will be at peace. 
Happen what may, God is all-merciful, God is all-wise : natural or 
supernatural, it happens through Him. The mystery of Evil that per- 
plexes our feeble minds, the sorrow and the suffering that torture us in 
this little life, leave the one great troth unshaken that the destiny of man 
is in the hands of his Creator, and that God’s blessed Son died to make 
us worthier of it. Nothing that is done in unquestioning submission to 
the wisdom of the Almighty, is done wrong. No evil exists, out of which, 
in obedience to His laws, Good may not come. Be true to what Christ 
tells you is true. Encourage in yourself, be the circumstances what they 
may, all that is loving, all that is grateful, all that is patient, all that » 
forgiving, towards your fellow-men. And humbly and trustfully leave the 
rest to the God who made you, and to the Saviour who* loved you bettor 
than his own life. 

This is the faith in which I have Bved, by the Divine help and 
mercy, ftom my youth upward. I ask you earnestly, -I ask you con- 
fidently, to make it your flrith too. It is the mainsprifig of all the good 
I have ever done, of all the happiness I hkve ever known ; it lightens noy 
darkness, it sustains my hope ; it comforts and quiets me, lying here, to 
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It #ltt In 7<Mir «oi<etA ni»«d} m it liAs Mf^4ie ia miae. it iivWl 

lilies ^ Mlrtbif ptH'pose ia the «ireats whitli Ismght iiiii Allflin 
tog<«a*«i?^i1iiin <he 'wliich ywar guilty IWliet Btrw^ge 

thiugSf I do fiat Miy It, fa&j^Muod to ydu lU^eady. S^auger thii^$ 
stiU may bappad bedbm long, wbkh 1 lUty M tu seci^’ itamotuber, 
if that time oomeB, that I died firmly diaboifeving in your isdhiaxioe oref 
Alltm bdng otber than an inflaence lor good.^ The great morifieie^of the 
Atonement — aay it reverently — bat its mortal refieotione, even in ibit 
world. If danger ever threatens Alien, you, whose father took his fatber*tf 
life — Yog, and no 6ther, may be the man whom the providence of God 
hae appointed to save him. 

“ Come to me, if I live. Go book to the|Heind who loves you, whether 
I live or die. — Tours affectionately to the last, 

“ Decihus Brock.’* 

* 

* You, and no other, may bo the man whoA the providence of God has 
appointed to save him I ’ 

Those are the words which have shaken me to the soul. Those are 
the words which make me feel as if the dead man leff his grave, and 
liud put his hand on the place in my heart where tny tenable secreifc liea 
hidden from evoi^ living creatUre but myself. One part of the letter has 
come true already. The danger that it foresees, threatens Arinadale at 
this moment — and threatens him from Me ! 

“ If the favouring circumstances which have driven me thus faiv drivf 
me on to the end ; and if that old man’s last earthly conviction is proT 
phetio of the truth, Armadale will escape me, do what I may. And Mid- 
winter will be the victim who is sacrificed to save his life. 

It is horrible 1 it is impossible 1 it shaU never be 1 A^ the 
of it only, my hand trembles, and my heart sinka I bless the trembling 
that unnerves me 1 I bl^ the sinkii^ that turns me faint 1 1 bless those 
words in the letter whi^ iiave revivyfi the relenting thoughts that first 
came to me two days smee I Is it hard, now that events are taking in% 
smoothly and safely, nearer and nearer to tbe End-^is it hard to con^u^ 
the temptation to go on ? No I If there ia only a chance of harm coming 
t® Midwinter, the dr^ad of tiiat chance is enough to deoide me— enough 
to strei^hen mp ^ conquer the temptation^ fijr hA sake. I have never 
loved him yet^ never, never, aeve^ as I h?ve 1 


« Aw<%, ^igtut IgA^Ihe «Te ^ a, J I olon yoA 

kak iU, book, MMa in it, ^evei to openit i^^ain. 

in4» ibdt. 1 t MB btm •g^ 

Him tchtoomir «!«,■•» to aa ; wHi-not We * 

W your 







Jews* Jettusntitm 

(JVbfiem&cr, 1859.) 


I. 

SiiAur cla.sh thd l^oofa on marbles worn, 

In Zion’s ruin-pavcn street : 

Spare our tired horses’ floundering feet ; 
Light down, and tread the ways forlorn, 
Where all seems canker’d with disease 
If there be houses tainted still 
With scurf and scale of human ill, 

They needs must crumble d#wn like these. 
And leprous men beside the way, 

On whom the ancient curse is laid, 

’ Crouch teatureless in cruel day, 

i^cd dumb and darkling sign ibr aid. 

Cast down your alms, and hasten on, 

Foot -deep in Salem’s festering dust. 

Past olose-barr’d hovels, which encrust 
Those walls, once xnarble, rose and white, 
Which Herod built, or Solomon. 

Go down with yonder abject few, 

In ooibm green or dim white veil. 

Who hurry by to raise anew 

Their feeble voice of endless wail, 

Betbre Moriah’s stones of Vnight. 

Scant beards are tovai, old eyelid^ stream ^ 
With many a sad, unhelpful tear ; 

Mao’s weeping and earth’s ruin seem 
To Und their oomixum centre here. 

And aesamely more hath Time^ decay 

the stoarm-wom^ oourie on high 
Than hissing Ups haYC worn 
The 
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II. 

TlieWisoKing stood on Zion 'ridg«» 

With purpied priests and ohiefs in mail ; 
Where Temple-'Warda his eastern bridge 
Atfrial, ir^assiye, spanned the vale. 

Day and night his awful eyes 
Gazed into all mysterks; 

Kight and day his Toioe was heard 
Touching man, and beast, and bird, 

And all growing things that be. 

Towering great, or subtly small ; 

From the red-axm’d oedar-tree 

At- 

To the hyssop on the wall. 

Did it vex hia heart to know, 

How that nicnn sad herb would grow 
From each vast and polished squni'e 
His high word had order’d there? 

It springs austere and pale and faint ; 

Wo dancing;^ showers, like fairies* feet, 

Bring leather’d fern, and wallflower sweet, 
And ivy-nets and mosses quaint, 

Tliat cheer decay in Northern lands ; 

Here spiny weeds grow handi and grey. 

Even ns they grew, that paschal day. 

When they were pluck’d by mocking hands. 

To crown the Victim led away . • . • 

There mourn the sons whose sires bade slay. 

III. 

Well, we are modern ruins too, 

With back-turn’d looks to woeful whe^n ; 

Yet can be keen as hounds at view, 

For toil, or sport, or strife of men. 

^ Grief ^oannoi cruidi while strength is left. 
O city of all sorrows, we 
Forget our transient pains in thee ! 

Seeing much a^des, though more be reft. 
The fountains of our eyes are dry 
. With change and labour, all the years ; 

Yet this we ©arc not to deny, 

That, be they shed by or boys. 

For love, or pain, or broken toys, 

Sven idle tears always tears: 
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Why should our wayward souk rcftiBO 
To sever sooin from sympathy ? 

One caDQot weep with wailing Jews : 

They howl, ns toothless wolves msiy cry ; 
They chatter like the autumn crane; 

Each stands, himself a prophecy, 

And moans his psalm, its hope unknown, 
While the salt drops flow on in vain ; 

Ah me, poor slaves whom none will buy. 
Sad thralls whom none will own I 
Tears we have none; with awe and sighs 
Wo fet‘l that these mad mourners* woo 
Stiikes hard on one deep sounding chord : 

That the bright Temple lieth low 
Where, in the qjicient centuries, 

Men saw the great Light of the Lord. 
Where eyes of flesh in latter days 
Beheld the Saviour come and go, — 

A wide world’s Light of softer rays. 

• • # « * 

Wliat hope ? tlic helpless thought intrudes : 

— Pass the near postcin : mount and ride 
Where Hinnom’s vultures wheel and feast. 
Stand, and look north and south, and east 
Do\vn silent Kedron’s populous side ; 

There rest — for furlongs, thick and wide. 
In shallow soil, or rock-hewn cell — 

The multitudes, the multitudes. 

And there is peace for Israel. 


R, Bt. J. X 



<!|aih^ri)ic Hointbon. 


Thakcs to the multitude of French memq|rB) and to our English love of 
gossip, undistilled biography,’* we are very familiar with the lives, aa 
well as the scandals, of many mediteval and modern Frenchwomen. We 
know the stories about Agnes Sorel and the good she did, and the virtuous 
indignation of the monks of Jumi^ges ; the passion of Henry the Fourth 
for Gabrielle d’Estrdes, and others ; the daily transacting of public busi- 
ness by Louis the Fourteenth with “ la vielle fee,” as St. Simon calls her, 
by his side ; as well as the more creditable lives of Madame de Longuo- 
ville and Madame de Sable, and the political and social careers of Madame 
Roland and Madame R^camier. Among such women Catherine do 
Bourbon, the fondly-loved sister of Henry the Great, has no place ; her 
name will not be found mixed with any scandal, though she lived at the 
court of Henry of Navarre, ** louvoyant entre les amours de son fr^e, et 
les pretentions et les galaiiteries des jcunes seigneurs de Son parti.” 

Madame d’Armtiill^ has lately made her the subject of a charming 
«^tude historique,” although, in truth, her name scarcely figures in 
history, for she was a remarkable example of how great and how good 
may be the infiuence of a woman who is content to perform the duties of 
that station in which God lias placed her. She neither sought activity nor 
notoriety. Brought up a Calvinist, she encouraged if she did not inspire 
in Henry the principles that bore fhiit in the edict of Nantes ; and before 
she died, she gained a victory over the Pope himself by obtaining^ his 
recognition of her marriage, while she was still a heretic. 

Catherine de Bourbon was one of the two surviving children of 
Antoine de Bourbon and the celebrated Jeanne d’Albret, Queen of 
Navarre. Two elder children had died, one because a chilly nurse kept 
it too hot, and another because a careless one played at boll with it ; and 
when another son arrived, Jeanne’s father resolved to rear him in his 
own way, and accordingly, “ si tost qu’il f(it n4, et lui frottoit les l^vres 
d'une gousse d’ail, et lui fiiisoit suocer une goutte de vin.” Catharine 
was bom the year after Elizabeth became Queen of England; and it 
was perhaps fortunate for these children and for France, that they weife 
soon left in tlie care of a mother far more capable of fulfilling the duties of 
education than their other parent. Though Antoine de Bourbon was said 
to be 4'une belle e( rare vertu,” in mattSa of religion he ha(lj|amed 
himself^he title of ** I’esohangeur,” and changes of religion in ftose times 
were changes of politics and principles. Four years after his death his wtdciW 
formally and finely left the Roman Catholic Church, and ehe soon ^wed 
herself an uncompromising Oalvinisti ** d’tme bienveillauoe perttohatrloe ** 
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for ihe salvation of tlie j^ople of B^arn, whom she forbade to celebrate the 
mass, while she proceeded to confiscate ecclesiastical property^ and to destroy 
sacred images and altars. 

It was only to be expected that she would thus bring on herself the 
enmity of he r Catholic relatives aud neighbours ; and the first danger 
that tlireatcned little Catherine came from a plot, organized between the 
Duke of Guise and Philip the Second of Spain, for seizing Jeanne, 
putting her into the hands of the Inquisition, imprisoning her children^ 
and dividing Navari'e betwixf France and Spain. A strange accident 
defi>ated theh* plans. A messenger bearing despatches from Guise to 
Pliilip fell ill on the road, and the Good Samaritan who came to his relief 
was a servant of the Queen of Spain, who was dispensing the charities of 
his mistress. He removed him to his own lodging, where the sick man, 
partly in self-glorification, and partly to repay kindness with confidence, 
mentioned his employers, and showed the letters he was carrying. He 
was brought to the presence of the Queen of Spain, to whom he told his 
tale, and she, to save her cousin from so teriible a fate, warned the French 
ambassador, and wrote to the King and Queen-Mother of France. The 
ambassador, knowing how little likely Catherine de Medicis would be to 
disturb her own relations with Spain for the sake of the liH^rty of a Pro- 
testant Queen of Navarre, contrived to send word secretly to Jeanne of 
her danger; and the plot, once discovered, fell to the ground. 

Jeanne was now occupied with the education of her daughter, and 
education it was in the broadest sense of tlio word. When she made out 
her scheme for this purpose, she began, ns a few years later she began and 
ended her will, by urging on all to whom she could appeal, the choosing 
suitable friends and attendants for her child — dcs femmes dont la vie 
enti^re est un exemple " — while she placed the control of her intellectual 
oulture in the hands of the celebrated scholar, Theodore Beni. Catherine 
was to learn Greek, Latin, aud Hebrew, as princesses in our day learn 
Latin and French and German. She had teachers for history and poetry, 
which probably involved the learning French, as her motlier- tongue was 
the B^amais, which her brother Henry talked even when first taken us a 
boy to aee the King of France. Then she wos to be duly taught 
Calvinism, though she was allowed to dance the voltos and corramentos*’ 
of Italy, and les pavanes d’Espagne ; and her mother wound up with 
the hope that she would be soumise auz femmes vertueuses qui voat 
diriger ees pas au milieu de tant d'^oueils.*' Shools and quicksands were 
not likely to be wanting, and among other cares for Catlierine's happiness, 
her mother spent time and thought in building and decoratiDg Castle 
Beziat, near Pan, os a retreat for her from the gaieties or pettiness of her 
court. 

The year l57j, Catherine's thirteenth ye^, was a sadly ereMil one 
to her. In Febmsiy she hdt Pan with her lather Scat Paris, and for the 
dnst time ibundjtenelf santmnded the splondottr of royalty. Quaint 
nnst have been her own sppesranoe. She was, if not beancUU!, veiy 
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AtImofttTe, though Mioate^Iookiog And slightly lame, and ahe \yorQ a di^ 
** eimp^ it la mode Huguenot,” which in the midet of the magaifioenoe of 
the attendanta of Catherine de MedioU must haye lookt»d as strange as 
that of a lady who ahould appear at court now-a^days with neither 
Crinoline nor hair. These brilliaat- scenes had not lost their novelty 
when she was left by her mother’s death to contemplate them alone. This 
event occurred in June. On the eighteenth of August was oelebrated tlie 
unwilling marriage of her brother, now King of Navarre, with Margaret 
of Valois ; on the twenty-third of that same month began the massaOre 
of St. Bartholomew, when the heartless Catherine de Mediois let the 
young queen take leave of her, and go to possible death, saying to one 
who remonstrated, S’il plait k Dieu, elle n’aura point de mal.” During 
that night a company of archers fetched Henry of Navarre from his bed, 
and brought him and the Prinoe de Oondd to the presence of the King of 
Fiunce. ** II Icur montra un niono^u de corps morfes, et avec d’horribles 
menaces, sans vouloir 4couter leur raisons, il leur dit, * La mort ou la 
messB.’ 11s ohoisirent pldtost le dernier que le premier : ils abjui^rent le 
Calvinisme.” Whether Henry then abjured for his sister, too, is not 
clearly told, but she was almost immediately after formally absolved from 
her heresy by the Cardinal de Bouibon, her uncle. Child as she was, 
she was probably stupefied by the hideous scenes around her. Maorin, 
her tutor, was mui'dered, as well as Teligny, who had come'with her and 
her mother from Pau, and her friends, the wives of Teligny and Coligny, 
had only escaped with difficulty into exile. For the three following years 
Cntherme lived in what was to all mtents and purposes imprisonment : so 
close was the surveillance over her, and indeed over Henry too, fbr they 
were not allowed to meet except in the presence of others. But, in 1575, 
when Charles the Ninth died, she must ha\'e begun to discover her own 
importance, for his successor, directly after ascending the throne, ofihrqd 
to marry her. The queen-mother, however, did her best to frustrate his 
intentions, for she represented her as ill-made and dwarfish, while she 
took care Henry the Third sliould not see her, and kept her by every 
means in her power in the background. This retii*ement was evidently 
accepted by Catherine with satisfaction : it relieved her from the sight of 
dissipation and intrigue, which were as offensive to her principles as 
foreign to her nature ; but her brother plunged into the midst of the 
pleasures of the court, as well from ezyoyment of them as from feeling 
like others have done before and sinoe, that the best security lay in 
floating along the surfi^- stream, leaving (he world in ignorance of his 
talents and his principles, if not in doubt whether he had any. 

In February, 1576, Henry threw off the mask and escaped, and was 
soon in a positloa to demand the release of his sister; and Catherine, 
attended by Sully, and Madame de SigoonvUle, the friend her moUier had 
eapeoiaUy bequhathed to her, joined him at Ndrac, in Quienne^ She was 
sixteen and he woe twenty-two, end their friends and fbUowers wm Mt 
pmeb older, but their court though gay was oorrect. Sully daneed^ end 
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Oatl^erine taught him new steps in private to be performed « wecSc artier 
before the king ; Turenne (father of the Marshal) paid her intellectual 
homage, and says, Madame et moj parlions sonvent ensemble ; elle me 
disait iamilierement ses conceptions, et moy les miennes.*' He was as 
brilliant as Mornay was serious and solid, but Momay was a patriarch 
amongst them at aeven-and-twenty. Ho had been doomed by his family 
to an eccleaiastioal life, but had embraced the doctrines and principles of 
the Calvinists ; and while he set them all an example by his truly 
religious life, he diligently fanned the Protestant tendencies of the princess. 
But this state of things was interrupted by « daring step of Catherine de 
Medicis, who, feeling the importance of attaching Henry to her party, 
first proposed a marriage between Catherine and the presumptive heir to 
the French throne, and when that was refused, declared her intention of 
paying a visit to N^rac herself, carrying with her attendants as little 
likely to assist in her ostensible object of reconciling Henry to his queen 
as was the volatile Margaret herself. 

The result of the arrival of the queen was a great change in the exterior 
of the life of the court. IMurgaret and Catherine seem to have agreed to 
differ on Sundays and holidays, Margaret hearing mass at a picturesque 
chapel in the depths of a wood, and Catherine sitting und^ ” a Calvinist 
divine in the town ; and the rest of their time they joined in all the 
fimtastic gaiety then in vogue — balls, promenades, on horseback, or in 
litters of cloth of gold. Margaret seemed to find it quite pleasant to be 
good, for she wrote long after : Nous avions conversations et plnisii s 
honnestes, ot ma cour de Nerac en 1579 ^Uiit si belle ct si pluiaatite que 
nous n'enviions pas celle do France, y ayant Madame la Prinoesse de 
Navarre, ma sobut.” The little court, however, was soon dispersed, Henry 
to “ la guerre des amoureux,” Margaret back to the Louvre, and Catherine 
to Pau, where she took on herself, at twenty, the duties of governor and 
lieutenant-general of Beam. She had passed through an ordeal since slie 
had left it last, and gained many an experience ; perhaps, os was said 
of her brotbOT^— 

Soomnt rinfortnno aux rois cst u^cessairc, 

—and the early loss of her mother and her consequent sojourn at tlie 
eourt of Catherine dc Mcdicis had been useful in strengthening her. 
eharacter, giving her courage, and fixing in her mind the religious prin- 
ciples she had inherited. Bhe had conformed for a time to the Catholic 
Church, and later, had openly left it, and now looked forward to realizing 
her mother's wish to protestantize B4arn. It was at this moment Philip 
the Second made proposals to Henry for her hand, offering, if accepted, 
to obtain from the Pope a divorce for him from Margaret of Valou — a 
somewhat strange article in a marriage contract ; In# Catherine refined 
him, avowedly «a religiaiis grounds. Two^yUn later another suitor 
appeared in the person Of Duke of Savoy ; the Duke of XiMrialiis 
offered her his hand; the Duke of ‘Wirtemburg 'was proposed t and 
Elizabeth of England 6X|)re8Sod a hope ehe would look IhtOtutbly ott 
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James Stoart of Scotland. But for one ^asoD or another, Henry or 
Catherine rejected all these proposals. 

In 1584, Margaret of Valois joined the League, and went openly to 
war with Henry, who she knew could with difficulty support a contest 
against her and the Guises. Catherine, with the help of her inend and 
former tutor, Theodore Beza, pawned her jewels to supply him with the 
means of carryiog on the war, which lasted above two years ; her ladies 
followed her example. And when she appealed to the municipality of Pau 
for fiiteen thousand crowns, and they refused it, the townspeople sub- 
scribed for her sixteen thousand. The struggle was ended by Henry’s 
victory at Courtiral in 1587, and he hastened in triumph to B^arn, car- 
rying with him the twenty-two flags he had taken in the battle, and 
accompanied by his cousin the Count de Soiasons, who was to exercise 
for many years after so unhappy an influence over Catherine’s life. 

The character of the Count de Soissons is one not worth attempting 
to analyze : he can hardly be said to have had either character or prin- 
ciples, or even to have been actuated by anything more than the impulses 
of the hour, and to have followed whichever impulse was most attractive 
at the moment, — “ all things by turns, and nothing long.” He was a 
dashing warrior, lighting, it mattered little to him if it were for Henry of 
France or Henry of Navarre; a Protestant (though probably, as an 
honest Italian priest said of his Indian converts, “ con molte cose del 
diavolo ”), he i*eceived Catherine de Medicis as his guest. The orgies of 
Nogenb.nnd Blaudy excited curiosity as much ns they outraged decency ; 
his gallanti-ies at court, and his exploits at war, were on every one’s lips. 
And this was the suitor Henry approved for his sister. They had been 
playfellows in childhood and companions in youth, and now, with her 
brother’s wish and consent, Catherine promised him her hand. Whether 
the Count de Soissons was os sincere in his protestations of attachment 
as Catherine was in the love she gave him, may fairly be doubted. It is 
clear that Henry soon regretted what he had done, and quite clear that 
De Soissons gave him ample cause to do so. Even before he went back 
to his allegiance to the King of France, Henry announced this defecdon 
to his sister in a letter he sent by a messenger who carried a commu- 
nication from James of Scotland ; but Catherine received the messenger 
coolly, talked about the rigours of the Scotch climate, and hoped and 
trusted in her lover, with whom she corresponded secretly by means of 
one of her ladies* 

When, in 1589, Henry became, ** e( par droit do conquiSte et par droit 
de naitsance” King of France, he constituted Catherine regent of Navarre 
as well as of B4am ; and ahe devoted herself to the internal administration 
of the kingdom, coamsaponding daily with her ministers on points of detafl^ 
and often retired to that Chateau Ch4ri ” her mother so long before pro- 
vided for her. Her life was peaoeftil,— employed on the duties immediift^ 
surrounding her ; but she kept a watchful eye on what was passing beyond^ 
and while Henry’s white plume shone ” on the field of Ivry, she todk td 
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oppoHunity of makiog an attack on $pain to aiaist Antonio Perea, wkioK 
\vas a uaeful diversion in her brother’s favour. Suddenly her own tran- 
quillity waa interrupted in a way she little expected. She had kept up a 
ooireepondwoe with the Count de Soiasons with the aasiatanoe of Madame 
de Grammont and Madame de Pangeas, who were aware how little it could 
be agreeable to her brother, and ahe trusted them fhlly .* for whatever 
knowledge of life she had gained during her residence at the Louvre, she 
bad not learnt to suspect. Both these ladies played her false, to gratify 
passions and carry on intrigues of their own. 

The count appeared at Fau, having left the army on a false excuse, 
and imploring her to believe in this proof of his devotion and consent to 
an immediate marriage, succeeded so far as to obtain from her a written 
promise, witnessed by Madame de Grammont. Though he did not know 
of the promise till long after, Henry was furious with the couut for going 
to Pau, and with bis sister for receiving him. De Soissons, too, was no 
longer a popular hero, and the little public of B6arn was excited against 
him, and the princess learnt at lust how many were die foes she had 
in her own household. Thousands of stories were circulated about 
tlie interview, some, characteristic of the nge, EUiying ^hat the count 
liad used the infernal oits of the Medicis to bewitch ihu princess ; 
but Catherine had the courage and forbearance not to descend 
to the noble art of self-justification,” except in so far as to write a 
toucliing and dignified letter of remonstrance to her brother when he had 
sent M. de Pangeas to arrest the count, and ]M. do Ravignan to inform her 
she was a {tfrisoner in her own castle. It is said that Henry slied tears as 
he read the letters : tears, w'c may hope, partly of self-reproach that ho 
liad allowed intrignes to surround and compromise his sister, by giving 
ear to the cruel Ule-beariiig of Madame de Puugcas. He had already 
reproved Madame de Grammont, writing to her, “ Je n’eu^ pas pens^ 
oela de vous, k qui je ne diray que ce mot : que toutes porsonnes qui 
voudront brouiller ma soeur avee moy, je ne leur pardonneray jamais.” 
But if Catherine was able to deprecate his wrath towards herself, the 
Count de Soissons was not, and was, apparently, at no pains to do so. As 
soon as he waa at liberty, he audaciously piesented himsoif before Henry, 
and took the first opportunity of kicking the Boron de Paugeas down- 
stairs in the king’s house. We cannot wonder at Henry’s seeking another 
match for his sister, but it ie difficult to excuse the course be took and 
obliged Stilly to take, except by supposing he was incapable of compre- 
hendiqg her constancy, or that he really was swayed alternately by bis love 
for ber and the neceasity be felt for breaking off the marriage : when be 
waa with ber, be coaxed and threatened ; when riie was absent, be eenl 
Sully to deceive ber into submission. The Gountnineanwbile eeemed 
resolved to show himself tborotigbly unwosthy of beri and in be 
deliberately deeerted Heniyt and carried away bis Uouf of men on the 
eve of the battle (ff Fontainndren^aise. In relatiag the afente of the 
bi^ to Catherine, Henry m»ce\y allnded to tbia treecbmy 
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Ceux qui ne »’y gout pas trouv^a y doivent avoir bieu du regrai* 
This long, strange love-story bad been drawn out over eight yearrf, and it 
WU8 clear it would only be concluded by Catherine’s marriage with another 
of her many suitors, and so it was ended soon after this ; but we have 
brought the history of her life to this date in order that by idiowing what 
was her conduct to her brother as King of France, and to her people, as 
she considered the whole Calvinist body» during those same years, it may 
be seen how self-sacridcing she was, and how unflinching in the per* 
formance of her duty to both. 

There can be no question that ahe was sure of Henry’s sympathy in 
all her endeavours to obtain conoeesions for the Calvinists, for whatever 
creed Henry professed, he was always in principles Protestant, and in prac- 
tice tolerant. Probably he would not have been a Catholic had there been 
for him any alternative but to be a Calvinist ; but in the latter half of the 
sixteenth century there were no alteniatives, as there seemed to be in the 
early part of it, when men hoped to secure reform within the church by 
protesting. By die time Catherine had begun to “ reason on the rules of her 
duty,” she could only “ begin her care to obsei ve them ” by adhering to the 
Geneva church, which was die rival church in France ; and great credit is 
due to Catherine that, When she did so, she avoided making herself the 
head of a rival party in the country. When Cntbolic France was triumph- 
ing in Henry’s recantation, she openly received the saCrument and 
gathered round her a ciowd of leading Protestants to what we should now 
call “ pray^er- meetings ” in the Louvre. The Cardinal de Gondi (he who 
said that he would not faire le devot because ho did not feel sure he 
could keep it up,) remonstrated with Henry on his permitting such prac- 
tices ; Catherine was called from the pulpit, the French Jezebel; the 
people were set to complain that she gave food to the starving on Ihst 
days ; and she could not cross the galleries of the Louvre without seeing 
insulting pasquinades affixed to the walk. She bore all this in silence, for 
she was quietly labouring to bring about a reconciliation between the 
churches, and for two years she toiled to procure for the Calvinists a 
recognition of their rights as French subjects, and Henry began to feel 
that some such conoeesions only could save him from a new religious war. 
In 1598, he promulgated, at Nantes, the celebrated edict which secured to 
France the enlightened and industrious population that a century later 
its revocation scattered over England, Holland, and Westphalia. 

And now Catherine would have returned to end her life in peace at 
to which she clung M her home* ** Faites^mes recommandations i 
oion cabinet et k mon all^e,” she had written not long before to the 
viceroy at Pau, but Henry ordered otherwise ; she was to be married, 
and to the Catholic Duke de Bar, son of the Duke of Lorraine. 
scKtr dn roi de^ France ^tait aoumise, maia la fiUe Oalviniste de Jemie 
d’AIbret demeura ind^pendante,*’ and so inde|>endent| that when sho vrka 
induced to sign the marriage* Contract, Henry had to declare, as ha |nil Ute 
pen in hev hand, that he used no constraint, ** ni audit mari^ ^ k dtre 



1220 


CATHERINE DE BOURBON. 


Catliolique.” Sho said, however, that she would receive inflti’uctions in 
the orUiodoz faith, and accordingly, being ill, she lay in bed and listened 
to two divines in turn till she was tired. Catholic and Calvinist clergy 
opposed the marriage without elTect. 

At five o’clock on a January morning, in 1599, Henry, having sent for 
his natural brother the Archbishop of Rouen, and summoned the Duke de 
Bar and his father, fetched Catherine from her apartments to the hall 
where these guests w«jrc assembled, and addressing the archbishop said, 
“Mon fr^re, je ddaire quo voua fassiez tout actuellement ledit mariago de 
ma BODur ct M. le Due de Bar.” The prelate murmured something about 
the canons. Ma presence cst plus que touteS los soleranit^s oulinaircs, et 
mon cabinet, rempli de tant de personnes de qualitc, est un lieu saci e et asscz 
public pour cela,” W'as Henry’s rejoinder. “ Apr^s quoy le pauvre archc- 
Tesque n’eut pas la force de rcsister,” and the ceremony was peifemed. 

The first year of this marriage, we can see from Catherine’s letters, was 
very happy ; but her husband, Catholic as he was,* was soon made to feel 
keenly his false position, for it was in no sense even a legal man iage. In 
the first year of the seventeenth century there was a solemn jubilee at 
Rome, and he presented himself there to obtain pontifical Absolution, and 
if possible the dispensation needful to allow a marriage within the prohibited 
degrees. Clement the Eighth was lenient, said at first he would go himself 
and try and convert Catherine, but deputed some very learned and very 
ckxjuent theologians to undertake* the task, advising the duke at the same 
time to remove from his wife any very PiotestanL attendants; but Anne 
de Rohan was present throughout these ineflectual conferences, and she v/as 
the staunchest of Calvinists. Henry became irritated at Catherine’s resisting 
these arguments. “ Sire,” said she, “ ils veulent quo jc croyo quo notre 
m6re est damnee.” Henry turned aside to the duke and ‘laid 'i^dih teaiv 
in his eyes, “ C’en est assez, mon fr6re; jo rcnonce ii la dompter, e’est a vous 
dy easayer.” But of her husband’s efforts Catherine had already said, “11 
me dit sa pcioc avee tant d’amoureuscs paroles, qu’K toute heui'e j’ai lee 
yeux pleins de lurmes, mais pourtant bien resolue dc vivre et mourir en 
la crainto de Dicu.” She became very ill in 1603 ; never robust, many 
long-drawn-out anxieties had worn away her constitution, and she suffered 
from protracted headaches, sometimes lasting fourteen months at a time. In 
December of that year, nine Cardinals and four councillors, appointed by 
the Pope to consider the question of the marriage, agreed to a form of dispen- 
satioxt which his Holiness, worked on by Henry and the Duke of Lorraine, 
appealed to entreatingly by Catherine herself, at last accorded to her; 
“ Croyez, mon roy,” she said to Henry, “ quo je suis la plus heureuse et la 
plus conteote femme qoi vive ; ” but it was too late for ease of mind to re- 
store her to he^tb) and die was rapidly fading away, iomOtimee oatohing 
at the ddiiisiTe hopes hdd ont by a new doctor, sometimm fancying she 
gained stiength by drinking water from licr native mountains in 
listening to the prayers of her Calvinist attendants, and letting her Jiuaband 
effer prayers for her to the Vii^n— ^nd so she died in Februnty, 1 604. 
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Montesquieu has written, in his Esprit des Loisy tliat “a religion burdened 
with many ceremonies attaches man to it more strongly than a religion 
which has but few, from a natural propensity to things in which we are 
continually employed," and to the many ceremonies attached to the obser- 
vance of the Jewish religion may be ascribed in a great measure that 
steadfast adlierence to the faith which so pre-eminently characterizes the 
Hebrew nation. 

But wliat is the origin of the Jewish religion, and what were the 
distinguishing features which separated it from the religions of the whole 
world? Abraham is recognized as the father and progenitor of the 
nation ; but those peculiar rites and ceremonies which are the substantial 
portion of the faith were instituted by Moses, who may be regarded as the 
founder ^f the principles of the Jewish religion as now recognized. 

Moses was brought up and educated as an Egyptian priest : hence the 
influence he possessed at the court of Pharaoh; he did not even follow the 
then principles of the Israelitish faith — as we find years after his marriage 
with Zipporah he had not initiated his first-born into the Abrahamic 
covenant. The religion of the Egyptians consisted of symbolical worship. 
In the eailiest periods they had no idea of tlie nature of the supreme Power, 
but used to pay adoration to the sun and stars. The sun lights the earth 
and gives warmth and nourishment to all things. Again, the Egyptians, being 
an agricultural nation, observed that the annual renewal of the productions 
of the eoi'th and the natural features of the country were indicated by the 
rising and setting of certain stars : for instance, the annual overflow of the 
Nile was indicated by the appearance of a very beautiful star towards the 
source of the river, which seemed to w'arn them against being token by 
surprise, as a dog by barking gives notice of approaching danger : hence 
they called this star the “ Sirius,” or Dog Star." In the same manner 
the stars which appeared when the river began to overflow were called the 
** Stars of Aquarius ; ” stars of the Taurus or Bull,” those under which 
it was necessaty to plough the earth with oxen ; stars of the Cancer or 
Crab,” those which appeared when the sun, having reached the bounds of 
the trqpio, returned backwards and sideways like a crab ; stars of the . 
" Leo or Lioni” those which appeared when the lions, drawn by thirst 
from the desert^ appeared on the banks of the Nile ; stars of the Libra 
or Bidance,'* when the days and nights, being of equal length, maintain 
an equilibrium ; stars of the ** Scorpio or Scorpion,” those which appeared 
when certain winds brought a burning vapour like the poison of the 
acorpion; and so on through the various signs of the Zodiac, and the viudcrus 
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mysterious figures which identify the stars on the celestial globe. These 
fitara were their great wai tiers, and their ** signs for seasons, for days, and 
years; ” and as, according to the Egyptian belief, they were constantly 
watching over their destiny and warning them of coming events, so in 
process of time they were regarded as deities and worshipped. In the 
course of events, however, the people, who knew at whut time of the year 
tlie natural features of the country would occur from experience of prior 
years, omitted to regulate these periods by observation of the skies, and sc 
forgot the motive which led to the adoption of these signs. The result 
followed that the symbols, instead of the signs they were intended to 
denote, were worshipped, and invested witl^ the attributes of the stars. 
They prayed to the hull for a plentiful harvest — to the scorpion not to 
pour out his venom upon nature. They revered the crab, the ram, the 
calf, and tlio seipent as gods, which originally only served as the symbols 
of the voiious ordinations of creation. 

The religion which Moses first taught, and then different to all religions 
in existence, was tlie abolition of all symbolical worship, and the adoration 
of a Deity which constituted all things. There was only one such power, 
whose name was Jehovah, and should be worshipped with^t emblems. 

To continually impress the Isi’aelites witli the wonders God had 
worked for them, Moses ordained that all the miracles which ‘occurred 
during their wanderings in the desert should be jicrpetually celebrated 
throughout their generations. Fearful that they might forget the command- 
ments which had been given them, he adopted signs to continually impress 
these commandments upon their recollection, and framed certain doctrines 
for their social and domestic regulation, that they might be kept distinct 
from tlie contamination of surrounding nations, and by tliese means esta- 
blish themselves as a distinct people on the face of the earth. These 
festivalf, signs, and doctrines, then, are the substance of the Jewisli religion, 
and are particularly described in the Jewish laws. 

The laws of the Jews are the written and the oral laws, corresponding 
with the Ux scripia and the kx non scripta of the English law. The 
written law consists of the commandments written in the Bible given by 
Moses to the children of Israel, and the oral law of explanations thereof 
and rules of guidance ordained by Moses and taught by him to the 
SiMihedrim, or great senate of the nation. The oral law is contained in 
oertain books called tl^ Mishna^ the Otmara^ and the Talmud, The 
Mislina was originally delivered by tradition in short sentences and 
aphorisms ; this was afterwards written with certain comments and expo* 
sitions, which together formed the Gemara, which means “ the comple- 
ment, because the law ui there fully explained. The Mishna is the text, 
tha Gemara the commai^. The Talmud comprises both these works, 
with the opinions of the varioua rabbis and doctors propounded and 
decided. 

The most profound ▼enemtion is paid to the writteu lalTs c/t Ifoses* 
The Israelites were thus commimded in Deuteronomy : And tkou shelt 
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bind them for a sign upon thine hmd^ and they ehall be ae front! eta 
between thine eyes; and thou shalt write them upon the posts of thy 
house, and on thy gates/’ This commandment is followed litemlly : four 
sections from the Pentateuch are written on parchment and enclosed in a 
small leather case, called the phylacteries, which are bound round the 
left arm by a leathern thong, and a leather case is bound round the 
head, similaily, for frontlets. The phylactery is placed on the leil arm, 
near the heart, as a token that the heart and aoul should bo devoted to the 
service of the Supreme; and the phylactery for the forehead is placed just 
where the hair begins to grow on that part of the head which is opposite 
the brain, to show that the imagination and the whole of the senses whidi 
are there seated, should be devoted to the service of the Most High. The 
l)>iylacteries are laid on in the morning, immediately on rising, to show 
that the Israelite’s first thought should be of his Maker. The sections 
from the law ai-e in like manner written on parchment, and rolled up in 
cylindrical tubes, which are nailed to the posts of every house and the 
door-post of every room, in obedience to the commandment before relhrred 
to, in order that the Israelite might never enter a room, without being 
reminded by these tubes of his duty to God and to man. Again, us 
another guarantee that the commandments should not be forgotten, the 
childicn of Israel are commanded to wear fringes on the holders of their 
garments (Numbers xv. iJ7 — 40). This garment is in the sliapc of two 
square breast-cloths, joined together by .two straps, one being placed as 
a cover on the breast, the other on the back, and the fringes are hid up 
in the corner in a curious manner. Four worsted threads are drawn 
through an eyelet-hole, and a double knot made ; one of the threads is then 
knotted round the other seven times, and then another double knot is 
made ; the same thread is tlien wound nine times round the others, then 
eleven times, and then thirteen times, between which respectively, there 
are double knots made in the same manner as the previous one. This 
fringe is symbolical : the hvo double knots are in remembrance of the 
five books of Moses ; the ten single knots, in remembrance of the ten com- 
mandments; the seven knotted twists, that the Sabbath should be kept on 
the seventh day ; the nine twists, as a memorial of the nine months of 
pregnancy ; the eleven twists, in recollection of the eleven stars which 
reverenced Joseph in his dream ; the thirteen knots, in remembrance of 
thirteen attributes of compassion in the Almighty enumerated by the 
sages, called the Bbeloah Essry Middoth the seven, nine, eleven, and 
thirteen knots together represent the forty days that Moses was on the 
mount to receive the ten oommandmenta. There are knots made at the end 
of each thread to keep them from untwisting, lest thereby the whole of 
the numerical types might be unravelled. Thus, whether at home or 
abroad, the Jeyr is continually leminded of the precepts of his religioni 
that if in an unguarded moment he should be tempted to commit any aVil 
he may look on the fringes of hia garments, and rooolket the oonimaad* 
tsente he is bound to obey. 



2ii4 'YUS OBBEMONIES OF TUB JEWISH BBUOIOST. 


The Jew is very particular to abstain from partaking of those foode 
which are enumerated in the Pentateuch as unclean. The method of 
killing cattle is peculiar, and is only performed by persons who have 
undergone an examination before the chief tabbi, and received a licence 
or certificate of due qualification. The ox or other quadruped is secured, 
and the Avindpipe out through with a very sharp-edged long knife; no 
kind of pressure of the knife on the throat is allowed more than wliat is 
necessary. The upper end of the knife is first put to the throat, it is then 
pushed over to the loAver part of the blade, the knife is then drawn back 
again and then forwards ; no stoppage must occur during the operation ; 
and if there appears to have been the slightest notch in the edge of the 
knife, the flesh of the beastf cannot be eaten. 

These ceremonies appear to the uninitiated very unnecessary and pro- 
bably ridiculous, but like many others are capable of explanation founded 
on good sense. The Israelites are continually forbidden to eut the blood 
of on animal, “ for in the blood is the life.” If the beast were struck on 
the head, tlie blood, instead of flowing out, would stagnate in the veins, 
and could never be entirely drawn out. There is no method of killing 
which so totally removes the blood from the meat. If rtinotch were in 
the blade of the knife, the cut would not be clean ; the notch Would cause 
a thrill to pass through the beast, and consequently repel the blood again 
through the veins ; and in fear that the blood might not be entirely diawn 
out, the flesh is forbidden. 

Matrimonial unions arc effected by the introduction of mutual friends. 
A Jew is only allowed to intermarry with one of his own religion ; and in 
case he may be unacquainted with any Jewish lady suitable to his taste, 
he mentions his desire for marriage to some friend, who institutes inquiries 
on his behalf for a suitable oonuection, and procures both parties an intro- 
duction to each other, generally through the medium of a mutual acquaint- 
ance. The courtship ordinarily lasts but a few months. On the day 
appointed for the celebration of the nuptials, the bride and bridegroom 
are conducted to the place appointed for the ceremony, where they are 
Btationed under a canopy suppoited by long poles. The bride and bride- 
groom both drink out of a glass of wine, over which a sanctification has 
been pronounced by the priest ; and the bridegroom, putting a ring on the 
bride's finger, repeats : ** Behold, thou art betrothed onto me with this 
ring, according to the rites of Moses and Israel.” Some blessings ore then 
■aid, and the bride and bridegroom again di-ink of the wine, after whioli 
the empty wine-glaas is laid on the ground, and the bridegroom stamps on 
and bxealai it Various reasons have been assigned for this ceremony, 
one of which is to remind the married couple that they are only like brit^ 
ware made of earth, glcesy without and roiigh within ; but ■ mere likely 
Interpretation is to remind them of death, to whose power fhul mortals 
must yield, sooner or later. The ceremony being over, all present ciy 
out ^ Mosel Touv,” that is, ** May it turn out happily.” 

Thus we see that all the previous oertnumiu are merdy symbolical, 
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vrhilrt tke great ikatare of Judaiam conaiuta in the total absence of all 
BjmboHcal worship. 

When an Israeli^ is dying, the last prayer he utters is the grand 
p^testation of his &ith that there is but one God. A person is always 
left to watch the corpse from the time of death to the day of interment, to 
guard it from all sorts of vermin, because that godly likeness, which was 
given to man at his creation, disappears after his dissolution ; and for that 
reason no vermin fear -men after their death. When a near relative dies, 
the members of his immediate family rend their garments about a hand's 
breadth, and the rent is not sewn up again. They also sit on the ground, 
and mourn for seven days ; and for the space of thirty days from the time 
of the death, the male relatives do not shave. €*116 term of thirty days is 
taken from Deuteronomy xtxIy. 8 . 

The Jewisli sages, in order to prevent the infringement or violation of 
any laws, have established a fence round them, by which anything which 
might possibly lead to the infringement of the law is itself interdicted. 
For example, the Jewa are forbidden to kindle a fire on the Sabbath>day ; 
as a fence they are forbidden by the sages to touch the fire when kindled) 
or to lilt a candlestick with a lighted candle in it, or even to blow out a 
candle, or extinguish a fire when kindled. The reason of the command- 
ment to the Israelites not to kindle a fire on the Sabbath -d(>y, has been 
explained in this way: When the children of Israel were wandering in the 
wilderness, the only method they had of kindling a fire was by rubbing 
two pieces of wood together until a flame was produced. This was a 
work requiring great exertion, and on account of being a labour, was 
forbidden on the Sabbath. But the sages forbid any such liberal construc- 
tion, and follow the commandments literally, so that on account of the 
prohibition to light a fire on the Sabbath, no Jew smokes a cigar or pipe 
on that day. Some of the very strict Helyews carry their religious 
formalities to an excess. They believe that carrying a handkerchief loose 
in the pocket, or a superfluous pin in the clothes, is carrying a burden, a 
work that sliould not be done on the Sabbath-day. But if they pin the 
handkerchief to the pocket, or tie it round the waist like a girdle, there is 
then no hai’m, as it may be considered a part of the garments. They will 
not gather any firuit from a tree on the Sabbath, although for their own 
immediate eating. But if they can get at the fmit with their teeth, they 
may bite off as much as they wish. They will not meddle with any tool, 
nor write nor sign their names on the Sabbath, nor ride on horseback, 
nor go by water, nor play on a musical instrument, nor bathe, nor tear^ 
nor break anything, not even a hair, fbr which reason a very strict Jew 
will not suffer his hair to be combed on the Sabbath. 

In the present day, however, many of these rules arc nnoblwrved. 
The fmnciples i>f the Jewish &ith are not impressed on the lintig 
generation with the same strictoess as in former yeat-s, and many ^ the 
itriet rules are looked upon withvridioulc, because their meaning is net 
expUnedi or, if explained, the reasojis are not satisfactory^ to the inquiring 
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spirit of the day. It is withia the knowledge of (he writer of thui article 
that Jewish young men have over and over again inquired the reoaon for 
obeerving certain religious oeremouiee ; but there m few who cut give a 
•atiafiiotory explanation, and the answer returned is, ** Your fitther, your 
grandfather, and your great grand&tber observed these customs, 6ierefore 
you must do the same." This is no explanation suitable to an intelligent 
mind in the present day. It is one of the greatest tests of the philosopbioal 
xnind when it thinks for itself. The result is that young men do*think for 
themselves ; and these customs appearing unintelligible, are often unob* 
served. Jewish youths are sent to the universities, and receive a classical 
education, whilst they are ignorant of the very principles of their religion; 
not one in a hundred ever reads tho Talmud, where these customs and 
ceremonies are explained ; and tliough all the prayers are recited in 
Hebrew, a Jewish youth w*ho can read his T^l^maque or Moli^re's plays 
at sight, who can translate Ills Homer, and knows his Latin grammar by 
heart, cannot decline a Hebi'ew noun, or conjugate a Hebrew verb. 

There have been many maxims laid down by the sages which are not 
universally received. Some of the ancient Jewish literature in the present 
day appears rather singular. In the llagoda, or Passow.^r service, tliere is 
a curious specimen of logic. Kabbi Jose asks, Whence art thou autho- 
rized to assert tliat in Egypt the Egyptians were afflicted with ten plagues, 
whilst on tlte borders of the Red Sea they wore smitten with fifty 
plagues?” ** Because in Egypt the magicians said to Pharaoh, * This is 
the finger of God ; ’ but at tlie Red Sea it says, ^ And Israel saw the 
mighty hand wherewith the Lord smote the Egyptians.’ If by the finger 
only they received ten plagues, they must of course (?) have received fifty 
by the band, as it contains five fingers.” (?) This argument is not quite 
BO palpable as an axiom of Euebd. Here is a specimen of logic not to be 
found in Whately. The ^ews think it meritorious to make three meals 
on the Sabbath-day, because in Exodus xvi. 25, it says, ** And Moses 
said, Eat that to-dag, for to-dag is the Sabbath of the Lord ; io^dag yc 
shall not find it in the field.” In this sentence the word dag is men* 
tioned three times ; hence the rabbins infer it is meritorious to make three 
meals on the Sabbath. 

Of the many b^efs which ore current in tlie Hebrew nation, but not 
oredited hg thoee m whoee minds there is one s^ark of enlightenment, we wiR 
•eSect a few for illustration. 

All dreams oome to pass aooordlng to the interpretation that k made 
of them by the peraon to whom they are revealed ; eonsequsntly, dreams 
Bhoold only be UM to iHeuds (what a fortune to realise as mjhvonrahie 
interpreter of dreams J ) An apparition has power to become visible i|nd 
to injnre any partaonlar person who may happmi to be by himself in the 
dark. If two penons be together, an ap|ttritioa may become vkdble but 
cannot hurt eidier, but if three persons be togetlier, no epparitiim ciai be 
visible ; if, however, there be one candle alight, it is a safiigufid against 
ell evil spirits. What an apparition oonsiste of, and why it should injure 
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nny one, does not appear. Evil Hpirits rest on all heaps of rubbish, and, 
therefore, it is dang^i-ous to tread on all such. There is also a belief in 
witches and ‘their' power to injure any one who flings away the tops of 
green turnips or carrots without untying them. Some of the Jews wear 
a sort of charm about them consisting of a few cabalistic words written on 
parchment by a rabbi. There are numerous other spiritual beliefs not 
taught by the religion of Moses, and evidently the result of ignorance and 
its natural offspring, superstition, which are generally credited amongst 
the Jews of Poland and Germany, but the superior education and enlighten- 
ment of the English Jew teaches him the' folly of superstition. Formerly, 
when a man was married he used, at the marriage ceremony, to walk 
round his intended wife three times to see if she really were the right 
woman he proposed to take as a wife, because of the deceit practised on 
Jacob by Laban, who first married his son-in-law to his eldest daughter, 
Leah, under the assurance that it was his daughter Rachel ; but such 
ceremonies are no longer in existence, the English Jew uniting with hia 
religion a spirit of enlightenment and liberalism. The present Jewish 
belief is vastly different to the religion taught the Israelites by Moses ; 
there have been many innovations through contact with the many nations 
amongst whom the Jews sojourned, and many of tlie beliefs of those nations 
have been imbibed and are now recognized principles of Judaism. The 
belief in the angels and archangels “ Gabriel,” “ Michael,” and “ Ariel,” 
was not taught by Moses, but, together with the Jewish mouths, Nisan, 
Adar, Yar, &c,, came from Babylon. The immortality of the soul was 
unknown to the Hebrews until their intercourse with the Assyrians. The 
“ Urim and Thummim ” of Uie breastplate of the high-priest, the serpent 
mode by Moses and exhibited to the people, the brazen sea of tlie Temple 
upon twelve brazen oxen, the cherubim of the ark, and numerous symbols 
ol the ancient Jewish worship, are all derived from the ancient Egyptians’, 
and were comprised in the mysteries of their i-eligion, which Moses learnt 
as an Egyptian priest, and then taught the children of Israel in the 
wilderness. 

What was the Jewish religion at the time the IsiiieliteB were slaves in 
Egypt ? There were no festivals to observe until they wandei’ed in the 
wilderness, and Moses ordained those festivals should be kept as a lasting 
memorial. There were no prohibitions against any particular kinds of 
foods. There were none of the ceremonies and laws which Moses after- 
wards instituted. In what did their religion differ feom the Egyptians’, 
that the Israelites were always a distinct race ? Simply in the absence of 
tymkoUcal worship* In ether respects their religion was the same as the 
Egyptians’ *, and it was only a corrected form of their religion that Moses 
afterwards taught the IsraeUtee, whioh he himself had learned as an Egyp- 
thm priest. But from the religioa Moses taught, sprung nearly all the 
religions of the oiviliaed world. 
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« Do you rem^ber the story I wrote you in 1860, when 1 came back from 
Home ? * To complain was a consolation, when it was to you 1 complained. 
I was lonely enough and disappointed, and yet I have been more unhappy 
aince. Then I thought that at least you were happy, but later they said it 
was not so, and bitterness and regret overpowered me for a time. But 
this was after I had written to you. 

1 scarcely remember what I said now, it is so long ago, but I know 
every word had a meaning since you were to see it, and the Esther I wrote 
to, the Esther whose image was for ever before me, seemed mine sometimes 
though we were for ever parted. I have often though trttluit the Esther 
1 loved loved me though the otl>cr one married Halbert. Perhaps you 
were only her semblance, and she was waiting for me elsewhei'e in a 
different form. But the familiar face with the sallow checks and dark 
brows, and all the sudden light in it, comes before me as 1 write even 
now. I have seen it a thousand thousand times since wc parted by the 
Trinita ; do you remember when the bell was ringing for matins 7 Only 
ns years have gone by the lines have faded a little, the eyes look deep and 
tender, but they have lost their colour ; though I know how the lights 
and the smiles still come and still go, 1 cannot see them so plainly. The 
woman herself I can conjure across the years and the dislanoe, but the 
&ce does not start clear-set before me as in those days when I only lived 
to follow your footsteps, to loiter among the shadows in your way, and 
the sunshine through which you seemed to move ; to drink in the sweet 
tones of your voice, to watch you when you sat at your window, when 
you lingered in the silent Italian gardens, or moved with a gentle footfall 
along echoing galleries, with dim golden pictures, and harmonies of 
glowing colour all about you. 

What sea-miles and land-miles, what flying years and lagging hourSi 
what sorrows and joys lie between us — and joys separate more surely than 
sorrows do. People scale piison walls, they wade through rivers, they 
climb over arid mountains, to rejoin those whom they love, bot the groat 
barriers of happiness and content, who has surmounted them 7 

"Isay thi% and yet soooem has been mine sinoe I saw you. Many good 
things have oome to me ibr whudi I did not greatly care, but though the 
spring tides and bright aummera and the bitter winter winda and antnnmal 
misu were fated to part us year after year, yet it also seemed destined 
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that I should love you faithfully through all — tliat even forgetfulness 
should not prevent it^^that disappointment should not embitter, that indif- 
ference should not chUl. What I have borne from you I could not have 
endured from any other. Once, long before I knew you, a woman spoke 
to me hastily, and I left her, and could not forgive her for years, and 
sometimes I ask myself is my ill-luck a judgment upon me, 

I who was so impatient once and hard of heart, make no merit of my 
long affection for you, Esther: it was simply fate, and I could not resist it. 
Changing, unchanging, faithful, unfaithful, who can account for his expe- 
liences? Does mistrust bring about of itself that which it -imagines? is 
evei'ything there that we fancy we see in people ? Often I think that fallen 
as we are, and weary and soiled by the wayside dnst and ‘mud, and the 
many cares of life, some gleam of the divina radiance is ours still, and to 
those who love us best it is given to see it. That the sweetness and good- 
ness and brightness wc had fancied are no fancies, but truth. True though 
clouds and darkness come between us, and the mortal parts cannot always 
apprehend the divine. 

Love is blind ; indifference sees more clearly people say, and I 
wonder if this can be true ; for my part I think it is the other way. I 
have sometimes asked about you from one and from another, and people 
have spoken of you as if you were to me only what they are, w^at I am to 
them, or they to you, 1 seem to be writing riddles and ringing the changes 
upon the words which you will not see. Whether you see them or not 
^vhat does it matter, you would not understand their meaning, their 
sorrowful fidelity, nor do I wish that you should. 

For, as I have said, years have passed, other thoughts and ties and 
interests have come to me ; I am sometimes even vexed and wearied by 
my own unchanging nature, and I am tired of the very things from which 
1 cannot tear myself away. 1 don^t think 1 care for you now, though 
I still love the woman who jilted me years ago upon the Pincio. It 
might be that seeing you again all the old tender emotion of feeling 
would revive towards you. It might be that you would wound me a 
second time by destroying my dreams, my ideal remembrance ; very sad, 
voiy sweet, very womanly and trustful my remembrance is. 1 should 
imagine you must have hardened — improved as people call it — since then, 
and been moulded into some different person. Sis years spent with 
Halbert must have altered you, 1 think, and marred the sweet imperfec- 
tions of your nature. At any rate you are as far removed from me as 
if poor Halbert were alive still to torment yon. 

Thl^ morning at Luchon my oonrier brought me a letter which inter- 
ested me oddly enough, and brought back all the old fimoies and assooia- 
tions. It came from my eouiin’s wife, l4uly Mary. There were but a 
lew linea, but your name was written thrice in it, an ^ like an old hal£» 
remembered tune, all the way riding along the rough road I have been 
haunted by a refrain-r-** Meet Esther sgrin, shall it be, can it be 7 
to a Mrt of rhythm, which is aing*aonging in my bead at this instsot* 
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For want of a companion to apeak to, I Lave written this nonacnso at 
lengtii. 1 cannot talk to my courier except to swear at the roads. They 
narrowed and roughened os we got into Spain, after we had crossed a 
bridge with a black river rushing beneath it. High up in the mountains, 
the villages perched like eagles’ lairs ; the streams were dashing over the 
rocks in the clefts below. This is not a golden and sun-painted land like 
the country we have been Uf»ed to. Italy seems like summer as I think of 
it, and this is like autumn to me. The colours have sombre tints ; there 
are strange browns and yellows, faded greens with deep blue shades in 
them. Stones roll from the pathway and fall crashing into the ravines 
below. No roads lead to the villages where the people live for a lifetime, 
tilling their land, weaving their clothes, tending their cattle ; many of them 
never coming down into the valley all their lives long, sufficing to them- 
selves and ignoring the world at their feet. So my guides have told me at 
least, and it was their business to know ” 

All this had been written on the rail of a balcony to the jangling 
of a church bell and the sympathetic droning of a guitar with one 
note. It was played by a doleful-looking soldier in flight regimentals, 
sitting upright on a chair on the landing-place, and never moving a 
muscle, while the flies buzzed about his head. A motionless companion 
sat near listening to the melody. Presently, in the midst of his writing, 
GeoflTry Smith, who had scarcely heeded the guitar or the bell, suddenly 
heard a great chattering and commotion in the street below, and look- 
ing over the rail, be saw a crowd of little gipsy children swarming in 
front of the house. They were trying to climb up into the balcony, 
getting on one another’s backs, clapping their hands, screaming and 
beckoning to him ; — “ Mossoo I Mossoo ’ — tit eon — aliens done ! ” with an 
encouraging gesture. “Tit sou — ’Ions done — vtte, M08800!" and the 
brown faces grinned beneath their little Moorish-looking turbans — yellow, 
green, scarll^ handkerchiefs ; and all the brown bare logs went capering. 
The narrow street was crowded with people hurrying to the call of the 
church bell. Women came out of the low doorways of their houses, 
adjusting their mantilhui. Bosina tripped by with the duenna. Don 
B^lio strode past with flapping skirts, pantomime-like cocked hat, ootton 
umbrella imd adl. Smith looked at them all from over his balcony, like from 
a bos at the opera. At the other end of the place— Plaea de la Coniti- 
tucion its name was — the French Coniul, leaning qiier his eagle, wa« 
sleepily smoking a cigar and watehing the ohuroh^oers pass by. Strum 
tumiy, strum turnty — iomty strum, went the guitar, and pitseatly^-^till 
Kke a mne at the the light darkened, the pee]^ l^ed up at the 
sky, and thesu eaii|e tm artifiolal clap of t 1 |tuider fr^ the btll-b^ oiret the 
town, wkb a anddeii stem of hail and Ughtalng. Beahia eel oiT aeatu* 
permg with htf dueum 0a did the priem ; the young men wMl iMt 
bright red eapa, kmnghig ^ ^ ootuer of fba stmt ; the ^ uoui UfKb lAi 
donkey ; and the Htlle grhmhtg beggiu^-ehlldm. 
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Smith tliQUght he too should like to soe the inside of the churchy which 
seemed to be looked upon as a safe refuge, for everybody appeared to be 
rushiug in its direction. He had not very far to go: up a short street, and 
along Plaza, and then crossing a little wooden drawbridge, Smith found 
himself 'at the chxirch door. He stooped and went in through a low 
Moorish-looking arch, and descended a short dight of black marble steps 
which led doxvn into the aisle. 

It seemed quite dark at first, except that the tapers were flaring at 
the altar, w'here three unprepossessing-looking priests were officiating. 
By degrees Smith found that he i\ras standing in a beautiful old 
Templar church, with arches, with red silk hangings, and a chequered 
maible floor, and a dark carved gallery from which some heads were 
peeping. The women were sitting and squatting on the floor vrith their 
shoes neatly ranged at their sides and their babies dandling in their arms. 
The men were behind, nearer the door; and in the front row of all, 
grinning, showing their teeth, and plucking at his legs as he went by, 
Smith discovered the little company of persecuting boys and girls, pre- 
tending to bury their faces in their hands when he looked at them sternly, 
and peeping at hmi through their wiry httle fingers with shining 
malicious eyes. 

The service came to an end ; the storm passed away. Kmith left the 
church with the children swarming at his heels, and found his guide wait- 
ing with the horses ready harnessed. They had no time to lose the man 
said — the bill was paid. Smith sprang into the saddle, flung a handftil of 
halfpence to the Moorish little bandits, and rode off as bard as he could 
go along the rough bridle-path. 

It was very late before he got back. He dined by himself about ten 
o’clock, with a tired, short-sleeved waiter to attend upon him, and then he 
wont and sat under the trees on the Cours, listening to the music and 
trying to make up his mind. Should he go to Bigorre 7 Yes; no ; un 
peu ; beaucoup ; pas du tout. He changed his plana over and over again. 
About midnight, when the music and the lights were still alive, the people 
still driuking their coffee and lemonade in the soft starlit night, and 
chatting and humming all-round about, Smith determined at last that 
he would stay for a day or two longer, and then go to Tarbes and on to 
Marseilles and to Italy. Having made out this scheme, he called a 
voiturier with a 'v^hip and jack-boots who happened to be passing, and 
asked him if he wea engaged and what was his flure to 8t. Bertrand. 
Smith had a fimej to see the old place, which lies on the road to Tarbes. 
It also lies iha Toad to Bigorre, but Smith thought that he did not 
remember this. The guide was a Bigorre man and anxious to get there, 
* ^e was williug enough to go to St. Bertrand. After that he idiould like 
to home wd4 Hie hosnee wanted a reet. Smith came to a com- 
ipomiee with him at Tha tived hereea were to take him to Si. 

imd then they were to maha ftirther arrangemem#. 

^ loadi eross the comity which ^tMet htukm B%em 
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One mna direct in nobio undulations over bill-tops and mountain ranges. 

It goes bursting over the great Col d'Aspin, from whence you may see the 
world like a sea, tossing and heaving at your feet, and trembling with the 
light upon a thousand hills ; and then it runs down and plunges into 
deep valleys, where the air is scented with pine-wood. 

The other road winds by the plain and follows the course of a flowing 
river, past villages sun-decked and vine-wreathed, but silent and deserted 
in their whiteness. A sad-faced woman looks from her cottage-door ; a 
dark-headed boy comes skimming over the stones with his naked feet, and 
holds up his hand for alms ; a traveller, resting on a heap by the dusty 
road-side, nods his head in token of w cary fellowship. At hist, as you still 
follow the road in the valley, with the low range on either side, you 
suddenly reach a great hill with the towers of a strong city rising from 
its summit. It dominates the land-waves, which seem flowing down 
from the mountains and the great flat marshes which stretch away to 
the sea. 

Smith chose the flat road to return by, wishing, as I have said, to see 
St. Bertrand : he hod crossed the mountain before, in ^he course of his 
travels. He went rolling along through the fresh morning air, with his 
head full of old sights and thoughts — very far away, hankerings and 
fancies which he had imagined safely buried in the Campagna or mouldering 
away with the relics of his old Italian sight-seeing times Along the 
banks of the river, crossing and recrossing many times from one side to 
another, through plains and sunny villages, they had come at last to 
St. Bcrtrnnd, the city on the hill. The driver, a surly fellow, hissed and 
cursed as the horses went stumbling up the steep ascent, straining and 
■lipping in the blazing sun over bleached white stones. There were four 
bony horses, ornamented with bells and loaded with heavy harness. Smith 
reclined at his ease among the fusty cushions of the carriage ; his courier 
clung nervously to the narrow railing on the box ; Pierre, the driver, 
cracked his long whip, muttered horrible oaths between his teeth, gulped, 
choked, shrieked, with hideous jerks and sounds. Everything seems to grow 
whiter and brighter as they mount. They reach the town at last : there 
is an utter silence and look of abandonment ; powers are hanging over the 
walls and gables and postern gates. They pass fonntains of marble, stone 
CAsementa, and torreta and balconies, all white, blazing, deserted, with 
geTanimns lunging and flowering. They pass under an archway with 
earvinga and amblazonments throwing deep shadows, by strange gables 
and eonicrs and turrets, up a fantastic street. It waa like a goblin city, 
■0 dreaij, inkot, deserted, with such strange conceits and ornaments at 
erery^coraer* 

The hotel waa empty, too : one demure, aowr visage came to th^ door 
to reoeive them. Yea, there waa flx>d prepared ; the horaea could be put 
up in the atableOi A human voice aeemed to break the endhantment, tor * 
1 think until then Smith had almost expected to find a sleeph^ ^rilloeas 
upon a bed, a king, a queen, a court, all dreaming and dotii^ iotide thk 
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ancient palace : for the inn had been a palace, at some time or other 
perhaps inhabited by the ancient Bishops of St. Bertrand, or by some of 
the nobles whose escutcheons still hang on the gates of the city. There 
were two tables, both laid and spread in readiness, in the solemn old 
dining-room, with its white painted panels and carved chimney. Smith 
was amused to see a Murray lying on the white cloth nearest the window. 
Even here, in this forgotten end of the world, the wandering tribes of 
Britain had hoisted the national standard and hastened to secure the best 
place at the feast. There were three plates, three forks, throe knives. 
Smith, dimly pursuing his morning fancy, and bewitched by the unreality 
and silence of all about him, thought that this was the place in which he 
should like to meet Esther again — if he was ever to meet her. Here, in 
this white blinding silence, she might come like an apparition out of his 
dreams — come up the steep mediaeval street, past the fountain — with her 
long dress, — how well he remembered it, — rippling over the stones, her 
slim straight figure standing in relief against the blazing sky. . . . 
“ Cutlets — yes ; and a chicken ; and a bottle of St. Julien.” . . . This was 
to the waiting-woman, who asked him what he would like. 

GeofFry walked out into the garden to wait until his cutlets should 
be ready, and he found an unkept wilderness, tangled and sweet with 
autumnal roses, and a carved stone terrace or loggia, facing a great 
beautiful hmdscape. As he leaned against the marble parapet, Smith, 
who still thought he was only admiring the view, imagined Esther walking 
up the street, coming nearer and nearer, approaching along the tangled 
walk through the rose-trees, and standing beside him at last on the terrace. 
It was a fancy, nothing more ; it was not even a presentiment ; all the 
beautiful world below shimmered and melted into greater and greater 
loveliness ; an insect went flying and buzzing over the parapet and out 
into the clear atmosphere ; a rose fell to pieces, and as the leaves tumbled 
to the ground one or two floated upon the yellow time-worn ledge against 
which. Smith was leaning. No, he would not go to Bigorre ; he said 
to himself he would turn his horses’ heads or travel on beyond Bigorre, 
to some other mountain — to the Luz or St. Sauveur, or farther still, to 
Eaux Bonnes, in the heart of the Pyrenees. He pulled out his letter and 
read it again ; this was all it said, in Lady Mary’s cramped little hand : — 

B. Bigorre. 

Deab Gsorvar — Some one has seen you somewhcaa in the I^ynsiiees} wfll you not 
take Bigorre on your way, and come and spend a few days wUh os ? It would 
cheer n^ husband up to see you; his cough is troublesome s^, though he is greatly 
better ibon when we loft the rectoiy. There are one or two nice people in the place. 
I am sere you would spend a few pleasant days. We have the three VoUiameys, 
Mr. and Mrs. Ptoton^ and Olga HolbWt;— that poor Mrs. Halbert, too, is with them; 
her dUldren molEe great frirads with oars. Mrs. Ualbeefe tells us she knows yon. 
She is very much altered and shaken by her husband's deotb, thongh one cannot bm 
led it must be more a shook than a sorrow to her, poor woman. JThe lanterns 
andjf re. Helbert are at dm hotel. Kie mys they find it oomfbttable. 1 ka/xw you 
being ind^>endent best, otherwise we bare a nice Utde room for yon, and ihonhl 
yoL. xm. — ^No. 74. ^ 32. 
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m^ch prefer >pa with its while you stay. The chUdion ere floMiishing* nod 

I expect my eleter I^ucy to join us in a few day** -Do tiy and come, and give ub all a 
great deal of pleasure. 

Affeetiountel/ youri, 

Mjuit gmiH. 

P.S. — I shall send this to St. James’s Place on the chance that it may be forwarded 
back again to you with } our other letters. 

Smith read the letter and tore it up abaenlly, and threw it on the 
ground. He would not go to Bigorre ; he wus post the age of aentiment ; 
be would never marry j he did not want to see Esther again and destroy 
hie remembrance of her, or make a fool of himeelf perhaps, and be bound 
to a woman haidened by misfortune, by long contact with worldly minds, 
by devotion to an uuw^orthy object. How could she prefer Halbert to 
me? Smith thought, wnth an amuaod solf-consciousncsa. Esther was a 
clever woman: she had thought for herself; she needed a certain intellec- 
tual calibre of companionship. Halbert cultivated his whiskers : his boat 
aspirations weio after Lady X and Y and Z and their tea^nrties ; and 
then Smith wandered away from poor Ilalbeit, who was §onip now, to the 
iovo]y sigh* before him. 

It was not so much the view ns the beautiful hies wliieh were lighting 
it up. If colour was like music — if one could write it down, and possess 
for good — the gleaina of sudden sweetness, the modulation, the great 
bursting symphonies of light thrilling from a million notes at once into 
one great triumphal harmony : if Uie passion of loveliness — I know no 
better woi-d — which seems all about us at times, could bo written down, 
one would need words that should change and deepen and sweeten with 
the reader's mood, and shife fbr ever into oombi nations lovely and yet 
more lovely. 

Smit]^ was looking still with a heart ftili'of gratitude and admiration, 
when lie heard a step upon the gravel walk. ^ Ho turned round to see who 
was coming. Was this an enchanted city he had come to 7 A tall slim 
figUK* of a woman in black robes advanced along the gravel walk and 
came to the overhanging terrace where he was standing. Alas 1 it waa no 
eitflbaiitmont. The genii had not brought his princess on their wings. It 
was no one ho had ever seen before — no sallow fece with the sweet bright 
look in it; it was only a handsome-looking young woman, one of the 
thousands there are in the world, with peaoh-red cheeks and bright keen 
p^es| who g1<m^d at him suspiciously. Two great mAsrs wore 
bi^Uglog from her bet; her ]oeg silk gown rippled in the idDsbine gnd 
ber bhudt rilk cloak was ftstanad round her neok by a silver da^* 

U w«M a fmy cberming apparition, £huith^ thought, though It was not 
the one he hi:^ fttr— there was nothing gtadops n>out well* 
grown young >#4^* EstbV-r^iis ww ^ 

would her luind a deaen times e day, who would hO W9$k hOd 

Iholish 1 ^ tuastibl always^ Gooily wal half sefdled, hatf advoeted by 
tlm hesn deOftrinitied Ihee, the firm-mould^ bhOei* He fitidlUl tiot 
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thouglit Iwiod »bput her at oaother tim^ ; but in this golden solitude and 
Garden of Eden it alinost Beetned aa if a companion was wanted. Ha had 
been contented enough until now with a shadowy friend of his own 
exorcising. The lady in black, after looking at the view for a second, 
turned round and walked away again as deliberately as she hod cotno, 
and he presently followed her example for want of something better to do. 
The hills were still melting, rosea were dushing and scenting the air, 
insects floating as before ; but Smith, whose train of thought had been 
disturbed, -turned his back upon all their loveliness and strolled into the 
house to ask if his breakfast was ready. 

Prim^faoe, who was busy at a great carved cupboard, seemed amazed 
at the question. “ You have not seen the cathedral yet : travellers always 
go over the cathedral before the dSjeiiner, We have had to catch and kill the 
fowl,” in an aggrieved tone. “Encore vingt minutes n’est-ce pas, Auguste 1” 
shrieks the woman suddenly, without budging from her place. 

“ Vingt minutes/’ repeats a deep voice from somewhere or other behind 
the great cupboard, and there was no more to be said on the subject. 

Smith jpent the twenty minutes during which his chicken was grilling 
and his potatoes frizzling, in a great lofty cathedral. It 8tandi|y)n the veiw 
summit of the hill, high above the town and the surrounding plains 
flights lead to the great entrance, the walls and roof are bare, but of 
beautiful and generous proportions : lofty arches vault liigh overhead. 
The sunshine, which seems weird and goblin in the city, falls here with a 
more solemn light : slant gleams flit across the marble pavement as the 
great door swings on its hinges -and footfalls echo in the distance. Smith 
seemed to recognize the placq somehow — it looked familiar : the rough 
beautiful arches, the vastuess, the desertion | no priests, no one praying, 
no glimmer of urines and candles \ only space, silence, light from the 
large window, only a solemn figure of an abbot lying upon his marble bed 
with a <ixte of three hundred'-yeai-s ago. ^ ^ 

Smith remembered dreaming of such a place in his old home years and 
years JMm^t when he was a boy, and bad never even heard Esther’s 
name. The abbot on his marble bed seemed &miliar, the placid fobei, the 
patient hAndfi the dog crouching at his feet. A great gleam of sun ft«m 
a window overhead atreuked and lighted the marble. Smith sat down on 
the step of ihe tomb and looked up at the great window. A white 
pigeon with t beautiful breast shining in the sun was sitting upon the miil- 
It fof a timCy and then it flew away with a sudden rush across 
the violet blue shy* Smith did not move, but waited in a tranquil, gentle 
fVame of mind, Hhe that of a person who is dreaming beautiful dreams, nor 
had waited veiy long wheg he seemed to be oontoious of people approach- 
ipf, Toioes and footsteps coming nearer and nearer, until at last they wer^ 
somewhere close at hand, and he overheard the following uninteresting 
^▼enoition between two voices. 

“ Why don't they do it up with ohinte if |hey ere eo poerf ehinfts 
ebete next to nothing.^ I em sure that lily of the valley end ribbon 
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pattern in my dresaing-room seems as if it never would wear out. 1 was 
Siting to Hudson only the other day, * Heally, Hudson, I think while wo 
lire away you must get some new covers for my dressing-rooijp.’ 

Here a second voice interrupted with — “ Charles, do you remember 
any allusion to St. Bertrand in JamiesorCs Lives of the Saints ? I read 
the book very carefully, but I cannot feel quite certain.” 

To which the first voice rejoined — “ Why, Olga, I do wonder you 
don*t remember. I think Charles has a very bad memory indeed. And 
BO have I ; but you read so much.” 

Charles now spoke. Here, Mira, look at this a-hm — a-interesting 
monument. — To the right, Mira, to tlie light. You are walking away 
from it.” 

<< Dear me, Charles ! what a droll creature. He puts me in mind of 
Uncle John.” 

“ I cannot help thinking,” Charles said impressively, “ that this is tlie 
place Lady Kidderminster was describing at Axmmstcr House. I am 
almost convinced of it.” 

“ Why don’t you ask him ? ” said the Olga voice ; upon which Smith 
heard Charl^ saying rapidly and speaking his woids all iQia string as it 
were — 

Lady- Kidderminster beaucoup-frappee - par- une - Cath^drale - 

dans-les-Pyrdo^es. Est-ce-qu’elle-a-passe-par-ici ? . . , I am sure — 1 — a 
beg your pardon. — I had not perceived — ” and a stout consequential-look- 
ing gentleman, who was in the middle of his sentence, stumbled over Smith's 
umbrella, while Smith, half amused, half provoked, rose from his seat and 
seemed to the speaker to emerge sudiHily, red beard and all, from the 
tomb. Mira gave a little scream, Olga looked amused. ^ 

1 trust I have not seriously ^ured — ^a-hm I— anything,” said the 
gentleman ; “ we were examining this — a— *relic, and had not observed — ” 
Smith made a little bow, and another to the beautiful apparition on the 
terrace, whom he recognized. Next to her was standing another very 
handsome yoongish lady, stout, fair, and grandly dressed, who graciously 
acknowledged his greeting, while OJga slightly tossed her head, as was her 
way when she thought herself particularly irresistible. Behind them the 
cure was waiting — a sad, heavy-fealured man, in thick country shoes, 
whose shabby gown flapped against his legs as he walked with his head 
wearily bent. He only shrugged his shoulders at the many questioas 
which were put to him. Such as, Why didn’t they put in etained 
windows? wasn’t it very cold in winter ? was he sure he didn^ remember 
Lady Kidderminster 7 Leading the way, he opened a side door, throng^ 
whi^ Smith saw a beautiful old cloister, with a range of violet h^ glepm^ 
iog through the ar^Ms. It was unei^ted, like a delightftil iaipeiae» «Ai 
gave him a sudden thrill of fdeasure. 

** MThat a delig^itflil piece you have here»” he said to the guide* ^ F 
think 1 should like to stay altcgether.’’ 

Kot meny people care to pass by this way now/’ aaad the 



TO ESTHER. 


WT 

10 Oiil of the rcMid ; thej do not like to bring their horsM up the eteip 
ascent. Tes^ it io a pretty point de vue. I come here of an evening 
sometimes.” 

** Extreiaei^ so,” said Mira. Olga, do you know I am so tired ? I 
am convinced that I want bracing. 1 wish we had gone to Brighton 
instead of coming to this hot place. — Charles, do you think the ‘d^jeftner’ 
is ready ? lam quite exhausted,” she went on, in the same breath. 

« Would ces dames care to see the vestments?” the curate asked, a 
little wistfully, seeing them prepare to go. 

“ Oh-a-merci, we are rather pressed for time,” Charles was beginning, 
when Smith saw that the man looked disappointed, cmd said he should 
like to see them. Olga, as they called her, shook out her draperies, and 
told Charles they might as well go through with the farce, and Mira 
meekly towered after her husband and sister. These are odious people, 
poor Smith thought. The ladies are handsome enough, but they are like 
About's description of his two heroines: ^^L’une 4tait une statue, I’autre 
une poup4e.” This statue seemed always complacently contemplating ita 
own pedestal. In the aacristie there were only one or two relics and 
vestments to be seen, and a large book open upon a desk. ^ 

** People sometimes,” said the cur4, humbly shuffling and looking 
shyly up, “ inscribe their names in this book, with some slight donation 
towards the repairs of the church.” 

“ I thought as much,” said Olga, while Charles pompously produced 
his purse and began fumbling about. Smith was touched by the wistful 
looks of the guide. This church was his child, his companion, and it was 
starving for want of Too®. "^Me wsi^t^Tiis name — “ Mr. Geoffry Smith” — 
and put down a napoleon ©n the lXK)k, where the last entry was three 
months old, of two francs which soni^ one had contributed. The others 
opened their eyes as they saw 'What had happened. The curb’s gratitude 
and delight amply repaid Geoffry, who had more napoleons to spend than 
he could well get through. The pompous gentleman now advanced, and in 
a large, aristocratic hand inscribed^ — “ Mr. and Mrs. Fenton, of Penton 
** Miss Halbert.” And at the same time Mr. Penton glanced at the name 
over his own, and suddenly gleamed into life, in that way which is peculiar 
to people who suddenly recognize U fesirable acquaintance. 

“Mr. Smith, I have often heard your name. You knew my poor 
brother-in-law, Frank Halbert, I believe. — Mrs. Penton — Miss Halbert. — 
A most curious and fortunate dianoe — bm-al — ^falling in with one 
anotber in t&is out-of-the-way portion of the globe. Perhaps we majr 
be travelling in the same direction ? we are on our yray to Bigorre, wheia 
we rejoin 6ur sister-in-law, Mrs. Frank Halbert.” 

* Geofiky felt as if it was the finger of Fate interfering. He followed , 
them meoha^Lioally out into the street. 

^ “ How hot the sun strikes upon one's head: Do you dislike it 7^1 

do,” said Mrs. Fenton, graciously, as they Walked bade to hotel 
together. % « « 
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say tliftt as they lire on, they find ansWefa irl life to the problems 
and Becrets which have haunted and vexed their yotith. Is it so ? It seems 
08 if some questions were never to be answered, some dpubts nevei* t6 be 
solved. Bight and wrong seem to change and blend as life goes on^ as do 
the alternate hours of light and darkness. Perhaps some folks know right 
from wrong always and at all times. But there are others weak and incofH 
sifttont, who seem to live only to regret. They ask themselves with dismay, 
looking hack at the past — Was that me myself? Could that have been 
me? That person going about with tho hard and angry heart ; that 
person iitteiing cruel and unforgiving words ; that person thinking 
thoughts that my soul abhors ? Poor Esther ! Often and often of late 
her own ghost had come to haunt her, ns it had haunted Smith — some- 
times in a girlish guise, tender, impetuous, unworn and nnsoiled, and 
unseared by the wayside wear, the thorns and the dust of life. At other 
times — as she could remember herself at one time of her life — ‘fbolish, 
infatuated, mad, and blind — oh, how blind I Her dream did not last very 
long; she awoke from it soon. It w’as not much of a stoiy. She wsts a 
wom.an now. She was a girl when she first knew her husband, and another 
who she once thought would have been her J)usbnnd. Slfe had but to 
choose between them. That was all hdr story ; and she took in her hand 
and then put away the leaden casket with the treasure inside, while she 
kept the glitteririg siher and gold for her portion. 

Somp thoic be that shadows kiss ; 

Some have bat a shadow’s bliss. 

Poor Esther I her shadows soon fled, parted, deepened into night ; 
and long sad years succeeded one another : trouble and pain and hard- 
ness of licait, and bitter, bitter pangs of regret; remorse of passionate 
effort after right, after peace, and cruel ikiluras and humiliations. No 
one ever knew the life that Esther Halbert led for the six years after she 
married. Once in an agony of grief and humiliation she escaped to her 
stepmother with her little girl. Lady pitied her, gave her some 

luncheon, talked good sense. Old Colonel Olliver sneered, as was his 
way, and told his daughter to go home in a cab. He could not advise 
her remaining with him, and, in short, it was inipoasible. 

“ You married Frank with your eyes open,” he said. “You knew well 
enough what you were about when you threw over that poor fellow Smith, 
as if he had l^en an old shoe ; and now you must make the best of what 
you have. 1 am not going to have a scandal in the family, and a daughter 
without a husband constantly about the house. Pll talk to Halbert and 
SCO if matters can*t be me^ed ^ but you will be disgraced if you leave 
him, ond you are in a YVry good position as yon are. Injured Wift^ 
patient enduranee^that sort of thing— nothing could bo better.” 

Esther, with steady <^es and quiteriag ups, slowly tamed away aa 
her fhther spoke. Lady Fanny, her ateproOtW, was the kittM the 
two, and talked to her about her «lii]dren*s welfare, and illd iIm woithl 
drive her back in her brougham. Poor Esther dared, diok il 
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nlie tUtmght that if it were nbt fbr liet Jack Rud her PrlMa ehe wolild go 
nway and never cotne Imck again. Ali^ what a life it Was} what a Weary 
delusion, feven for the happiest — even for tliose vrho obtained their heirt’e 
desire 1 Bhe had a preat burst of crying, and then she was better and 
said meekly, Yee, she woitld go homo, and devote herself to her little pnea, 
and try to bent with Frank. And she made a vow that she Would com- 
plain no more, since this was all that came to her when she told her 
troubles to those who might hate been a little sorry. Esther kept her 
vow. Was it her good angel that prompted her to make it? Halbert fell, 
out hunting, and was bi ought home sens(‘lee8 only a few days afVer, <tnd 
Esther nursed him tenderly and faithfully: when he moaned, she fbrgave 
nnd forgot every pain lie had ever inflicted Upon her, every cruel Word or 
doubt or suspicion. He never rallied ; and the doctors looked graver and 
graver, until at last Flank Halbert died, holding his wife’s hand in his. 

The few first -weeks of their married lifb, these last sad days of pain 
nnd Buftering, eeetnod to her all that she had left; to her \ all the teiriblo 
time between she blotted out and forgot aa best nhe could, fbr she would 
clutch her children suddenly in her arms when sickening memories over- 
powered her, nnd so fuigct and forgivo at once. For some time Esther 
was shocked, shaken, iieivous, starting at cveiy uord and every sound, 
but by degiees she gained strength and new coursge. hen she came to 
Bigorre ehe w»s looking better than she had done for years ; and no 
woftder: her life was peaceful now, and silent ; cruel 8 neeis and utterances 
liad passed out of it. The indignities, all the miseries of her past yean, 
were over for ever ; only their best blessings, Jack and Pilssa, retnkiil^d 
to her ; and she prayed vith all her tender mothei’s heart that they might 
glow up different fiom cither of their parents, good and Strong and 
wise nnd upright — unlikc^her, unlike their father. 

The Pentons, who were good-natuicd people in their Way, had asked 
her to come ; and Esther, who was too lazy to say no, had agreed, and Wds 
grateful to them for perau^ing her to accomjinny them. She liked the 
place. The bells soundinjf at all the hours with their sudden musical 
cadence, the cheery stir, the cavnlciides arriving fiom the mountoinS, the 
harnesses jingling, the country-folks passing and repassing, the convents 
tinkling, Carmes close al; hand, Catmelites a little farther down the 
street, — the sticams, the pretty shady A\alks among the hills, the pastoral 
valley where the goats and the cattle were browsing; — it Was all blight 
and sunshine and charming. Little Fiissa in lier big sun-bonnet, and Jaok 
helping to push the perambulator, went up every morning to the Balut, 
along a road with shady trees growing on either side, which led to some 
baths in the tuountnin. One day the childien came home In much excite-* 
ihentj to say tlifey had seen a horse in a chequed cotton dresslng-gowa^ and 
with two pair ^ trowsers on. But their greatest delight of all was the 
flpatikrd of Bigorre with bia |iack» Bather soon grew boivibly tired of se«dflg 
him paiading about in U drosa eotnething between a biHgand and n oImHA- 
but tAm and Jaok netet^ wearied, and Bia dream of tb^ dtit|oing 
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and incoming was to meet him. Prissa's other dream of perfect hap^tinem 
was drinking tea on the terrace at the ChAlet with little Geoffiy and Lucy 
and Lena Smith, where they all worshipped the Spaniard together, and 
told one another stories about the funny horse and the little pig that tried 
to eat out of Lena's hand. Their one trouble was that Mademoiselle 
Bouchon made them tell their adventures in French. At nil events they 
could laugh in English, and alie never found it out. Lady Mary would 
come out smiling while the tea was going on, and nod her kind^cap- 
ribbons at them all. She was a portly and good-humoured person who 
did foolish things sometimes, and was fond of interfering and trying to 
make people happy her own way. She had taken a fancy to Esther, and 
one d^ — ingenious Lady ^lary — she said to herself, “ I am sure this 
would do for poor GcofTry : he ought to marry. This is the very thing. 
Dear me, I wish he w’ould come here for a day or two,” and she went back 
into her room and actually wrote to him to come. 

The two ladies went to the service' of the Carmes that evening. It was 
the fashion to go and listen for the voice of one of the monks. There was 
a bustle of company rustling in : smart people were coming up through 
the darkening streets; old French ladies protected by th^ir little maids, 
aniving with their “ heures ” in their hands ; lights glOamed in the 
windows here and there, and in the chapel of the convent a blaze of wax 
and wick, and artificial flowers, and tiiumphant music. It was a lovely 
voice, thrilling beyond the others, pathetic witli beautiful tones of subdued 
passionate expression. The Carme who sang to them was a handsome 
young man, very pale, with a black crisp beard : hi.s head overlooked all 
the others as they came and went with their flaming tipers in mystic 
progressions. Was it something in the man's voice, some pathetic cadence 
which recalled other tones to which Esther bad listened once in her life, 
and that of late years she had scarcely ^red to remember ? Was it 
chance, was it fate, was it some strange presentiment of his approach, 
which made Esther begin to think of Kome^ and of the days when she 
first knew Geofijy, and of the time before slie married? As she thought 
of old days sbo seemed to see Smith’s kind blue eyes looking at her, and 
to hear bis voice sounding through the music. How oilen she had longed 
to see him— how well she remembered him— the true heart, the good 
friend of her youth. 

Esther’s heart stirred with remembrances of things far far away from 
the oonTeut and its prayers and fastings and penances. Penance and 
fiistiDgs and vigils — such things should be her portion, she thought, by 
rights ; and it was with a pang of shame, of remorse, of bitter regret, and of 
frerii remorse for the pang itself, that she rose from her knees — the servioe 
over, the music silent, and waz-lights extinguished— and ^me out into 
the night with her ftiend. As they were waBdng up the street Lady Maiy 
said quietly and unconsciously enough, though Esther started goUUly and 
asked herself if she had been speaking her thoughts aloud— 

^^Hrs. Hilbert, did you erer meet my huidMod's oounni ^e^ Smith? 
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I hear he is in the Pyrenees ; I am writing to him to come and stay with 
us, he is such a good fellow/’ 

Esther, if she had learnt nothing else sinoe the old Roman days, had 
learnt at least to control herself and to speak quietly and indifferently, 
though her eyes suddenly filled with tears and there came a strange 
choking in her throat. Her companions noticed nothing as Mrs. Halbert 
said, Yes, she had known him at Rome, but that she had not seen him 
for years.” 

“ Ah, then, you must renew your acquaintance,” Lady Mary said ; 
adding, abruptly, “ Do you know, I bear a Carmelite is going to make 
her profession next week : we must go. These things are horrible, and 
yet they fascinate me somehow.” 

“ What a touching voice that was,” said Esther. “ It affected me 
quite curiously.” To which Lady Mary replied, — 

I remember that man last year : he has not had time to emaciate him- 
self to a mummy. He sat next me at the table-d’h6te, and we all remarked 
him for being so handsome and pleasant, and for the quantities of cham- 
pagne he drank. There was a little quiet dark man, his companion. 
They used to go out riding together, and sit listening to the music at the 
Thermes. There was a ball there one night, and I remember seeing the 
young fellow dancing with a beautiful Russian princess.” 

“ Well?” said Esther, listening and not listening. 

“ Well, one day he didn’t come to dinner, and the little dark man sat 
next me alone. I asked after my neighbour ; heard he had left the place, 
but Marguerite — ^you know the handsome chamber-maid — ^told me, under 
breath, that Jean had been desired to take the handsome gentleman’s 
portmanteau down on a truck to the convent of the Cannes ; a monk had 
received it at the garden door, and that was all she knew. I am sure I 
recognized my friend to-night. He looked as if he knew me when he 
came round with the purse,” 

“ Poor thing,” said Mrs. Halbert, sighing. Esther came home to the 
hotel, flushed, with shining eyes, looking like she used to look ten 
years ago. She found Mrs. Penton asleep in the sitting-room, resting her 
portly person upon the sofa. Olga was nodding solemnly over a dubious 
French novel. Mr, Penton was taking a nap behind his Gcdignani — the 
lamp was low. It all looked inexpressibly dull and commonplace after 
the glimpses of other lives which she had had that night. She seemed 
lifted above herself somehow by the strains of solemn music, by 
memories of tenderest love and hopeless separation, by dreams of what 
might have been, what had been before now, of the devotion which 
had triumphed over all the natural longings and aspirations of life. 
Could it be that these placid people were of the same race and make 
as herself and others of whom she had heard ? Esther crept away to itiie 
room where her children were sleeping in their litde cots with fitithlkl 
old Spicer stitching by the light of a candle. As the mother knelt 
down by the girl’s little bed, it great burst of silent tears seemed 
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to relievo Ker beart^ and ehe cried and cried^ ahd scarcely dated tell 
herself why. 

you ever seen a picture painted in black and in goldj Black- 
robed saints, St. Dominic and others, on a golden glory, are the only 
insttmces 1 can call to mind, except an Italian painter’s fancy of a golden*^ 
Iwired womon in her yellow damask robe, with a mysterious black ba(dc- 
ground behind her. She had a look of my lieroine, though Esther 
Halbert is an Ugly woman, and the picture is the likeness of one of those 
beautiful fiur-haired Yenetians whose beauty (while people are still saying 
that beauty fiides away and perishes) is ours afler all the centuries, and 
has been the munifioent gift of Tiiian and his compeers, who first discerned 
it, to the unknown generations that were yet to be bom and to admire. 
As one looks at the tender face, it seems alive, even now, and one wonders 
if there is light anywhere for the yellow lady. Can she see into that 
gloom of paint more clearly than into the long gallery where the people 
are pacing and the painters are working at their easels? — or is she as 
blind as the rest of us ? Does she gaze unconsoions of all th||t BUrrounds 
her? Does she fancy herself only minute particles of oil and yellow 
ochre and colouring matter, never guessing that she is a whole, beautiful 
with sentiment, alive with feeling and harmony ? 

1 daresay she is blind like tbs rest of us, as £lsther was that Friday in 
July when she came harrying through the midday sunshine, with her little 
son scampering beside her, hiding bis head from the burning rays among 
the long folds of her black widow’s dress. 

At Bigorre, in the Pyrenees, there is one little spot where the sun’s 
rays seem to bum with intenser heat — a yellow blaze of light amid 
black and sudden shade. It is a little Place leading to the Thermes. 
In it a black marble fountain flows, with a clear limpid stream, and a 
Roman inscription still renders grace for benefits received to the nymph 
of the healing waters. Arched gates with marble comer-stones, windows 
closed and shuttered, form three sides of the little square ; on the fourth 
there it a garden behind an iron railing, where tall hollyhocks nod their 
hea^i eatalpas flower and SGent the air, and great beds of marguerites 
and sad antnainal flowers lead to the flight of black marble steps in 
flrciii of the house. 

Sether, hurrying akmg^ did not stop to look or to notice. She 
was too busy ■bielding and helping little blinded Jack to skuny across 
the burning desert, as be call^ it. They reached the shady street 
at last. Jack emerged from his mother’s skirts, and Esther stopped, 
hesitated, and kOked back across the place from whidh they had 
just come. The son was blindii^ wait burniag, great daesHug patdMS 
were in her eyes, and ye t > — ■ *■ It was absurd ; but she ooiild net 
help thinking that ^ had sean soma ons as she eroased t a %iare» that 
she seemed to remember seehtg— rather to have seen, ceasing doefu ^ 
iflindt marble steps of the house in the prdea — a figure tmdoriin umbrell% 
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which put her in mind of some one KhO hitd IcttoiTn. It WM ftbatifd: it 
wnB a fancy*, an imagination ; it Came to her fi'om the iboliah thoughts she 
iiad indulged in of late. 'And yet she looked to make sUte that fiUch was 
the case ; and, turning her head, she jusf saw in the distance a mau dressed 
in white, as people diess in the Pyrenees, walking tindet a big ilmbrella 
down the opposite street, which leads to the Baths. Esther tttniled at 
hey oWn fhttcics. An umbrella! %hy should not an umbi-ella* awaken 
associations 7 

“ Come along, mamma,” paid Jack, who had seen nothing but the folds 
of his mother’s dress, and who was not haunted by associations as yet. 

“ Come along, manmia ; don’t stop and think.” 

Esther took Jack’s little outstretched paw into her long slim flngets, 
but as she walked along the shady side of the street— past the MbOtinh 
fibop-fronts arched A\ith black marble, With old women gossiping in the 
interiors, and while Jack stared at the passers-by, at a monk plodding by 
with sandalled feet, at a bath-woman balancing an enormous machine on 
her head, or longed as he gazed at the beautiful peaches and knitted wool- 
work piled on the shop ledges, Esther went dreaming back to ten years 
befoie, wisliing, ns grown-up people wish, not for the good things Spread 
before them, but for those of years long gone by — for the fruit long since 
eaten, or rotten, or planted in the giound. 

“ Mammy, there’s the Spaniard. Oh I look at his legs,” said Jack, 
“tiny are all over ribbons.” And Esther, to please him, smiled and 
glanced at a bandy-legged mountebank disposing of bargains to two 
ciodiilous Bjitons. 

“ Wliy, tlicre’s uncle Pcntoii come back,” Jack cried in great excite- 
ment ; ” he is buying mufFetees. Mammy, come and see "what he has 
got,” ciicd Jack, trying to tug away his hand. 

“ Not now, dear,” said Esther. The slim flngem closed upon deck’s 
little hand with too firm a giasp for him to escape, and he trudges on 
pel force. 

They had almost reached the hotel where they lived by this time. 
The great clock-tower lound whicH it is built serves as a landmark and 
beacon. The place was all alive — ^jangling and jingling ; toicbs calling to 
one another, people pnsaing and repassing along the wooden galleries, 
horses clamping in the court-yard, A riding-party had jUst arrived; 
yellow, pink, red-capped serving-women were hurrying about, showing 
guests to their chambers or escorting them across the road to the depen- 
dencies of the house. 

As Esther and her little boy were walking along the wooden gallery 
which led to her rooms, they met Masters, Mrs. FInton’s maid, Who 
told them With a sniff that her ftriatreas was in dm drtwing-foom. 

^ Was Mrs. Fenton tired after her journey last night 7 JEsthoT daknd. 

** I wmi sorry not to be «« hcano to receive her, btrt I did not expeet ion 
m to-day.” 

« No wonder she’i cxkansted," mid Masters ; not a onf) td' ten ' 
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we ’ad since we left on Tuesday-week. They wanted me to take some of 
their siroppy things. I shan’t be sorry tasee Heaton Place again, 1 know.” 

Masters was evidently much put out, and Esther hurried on to the 
sitting-room, where she found Mrs. Penton lying down as usual, and 
Olga, in a state of excitement, altering the feathers in her hat. 

How d’ye do, dear ? ^ said Mrs. Penton. “ We are come back again.” 

We have had a most interesting excursion,” said Olga, coming up to 
kiss her aister-in-liiw. “ I wish you had cared to leave the children, 
Esther. You might have visited the Lac d’Oo, and that most remarkable 
ruin, St. Bertrand de Comminges. In Jamieson's Lives of ” 

“ We met such a nice person, interrupted Mrs. Penton. “He came to 
Bigorre with us in another carriage, but by the same road. He knows you, 
Esther, and he and Olga made great friends. They got on capitally over 
the cathedral, and he kindly fetched the Murray for us. Wc had left it 
on the table in the sallc-a-manger^ and were really afraid we had lost it.” 
And Mrs. Penton rambled on for a whole half hour, unconscious that no 
one was listening to her. 

Esther had turned quickly to Olga, and asked who this was who 
knew her. 

“Oh, I daresay you don’t remember the name,” said Olga, rather 
consciously. “ Smith — Mr. Smith of Garstein. He told me lie had 
known you at Rome, before he came into his property.” 

“ Did he say that ? ” said Esther, flushing a little. 

“ Or before you married, I leally don’t remember,” said Olga. “ We 
had a great deal of conversation, and persuaded him to come back to 
Bigorre.” 

“ It’s so hot at twelve o’clock,” Mrs. Penton was going on ; “ and 
parasols are quite insuflicient. Are you fond of extreme heat, Esther? 
Charles says that Lady Kidderminster, summer aud winter, always carries 
a ian in her pocket. They are very convenient when they double up, and 
take less ” 

“ What sort of looking peison is Mr. Smith ? ” Esther asked, with a 
little effort. 

“DisUnguiihed -looking, certainly : a long red beard, not very tall, but 
broadly built, and a very pleasant gentlemanlike manner. Yon shall see 
hint at the table-d’hdte to-day ; he promised to join us. In fact,” said 
0]g*,“ he proposed it himself.” 

“ 1 heard him,” said Mrs. Penton, placidly. “ Olga, I think you have 
made another conquest 1 remember ” &c. 

Poor Esther oould not wait any longer to hear Mrs. Fenton’s reminis- 
cences, or Olga’s aelf-congratulations ; she wont away quickly with Jack 
to her own room, and got her little Prissa into her lap, and made her |mt 
her two soft arms round her neck and love her. “ Mamma, why are yon 
crying?” said Jack ; “we are both quite well, and we have been vary good 
indeed, lately. Madame Bouchon says I am her pet^ mart. I ' ahgp’t 
iqany her though. 1 shall marry Lena when Pm a mant” 
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Esther dressed for dinner in her black gauze gown, and folloM^ed 
the others to her usual place at the long, crowded table. Her hands were 
cold, and she clasped them together, reminding herself by a gentle 
pressure that she must be quiet and composed, and give no sign that she 
remembered the past. She no longer wore her widow’s cap, only a little 
piece of lace in her hair, in which good old Spicer “took a pride as she 
pinned up the thick braids. Her grey eyes were looking up and down a 
little frightened and anxiously : but there was no one she had over seen 
before, and she sat down with a sigh of relief; only in another minute, 
somehow, there was a little stir, and Olga said, — “Esther, would you 
make room," and popped down beside her,* and then Esther, looking up, 
saw that her sister-in-law M’as signing to some one to come into the sent 
next beyond her. Some one in this case means the particular person, and 
there he was. Esther had been nervous and excited, but she was sud- 
denly quite herself again. As Smith took his place, he bent forward, and 
his eyes met Esther’s, and he put out his hand. Is it my old Esther ? he 
thought, with a thrill of secret delight at meeting her at last ; while 
Esther, as she put out her slim fingers, said to herself, Is this niy old 
friend ? and she looked wistfully to See whether she could read his kind, 
loyal heart, stamped in his face as of yore. Tliey were both quite young 
people again for five minutes, and Olga attributed the laughter and high 
spirits of her neighbour to the charms of her own conversation. Esther 
said not one word, did not eat, did not drink, but was in a sort of dream. 

After dinner they all got up, and went and stood in one of the wooden 
galleries, watching the lilac and gold as it rippled over the mountains, the 
Beclat, the Pic du Midi. And so this was all, and the long-looked- for 
meeting was over. Esther thought it was so simple, so natural, she could 
hardly believe that this was what she had hoped for and dreaded so long. 
Tliere was Smith, scarcely changed, — a little altered in manner perhaps, 
with a beard which jmproved him, but that was all. All the little tricks 
of voice and of manner, so familiar once, were there ; it was himself. She 
was glad, and yet it was not all gladness. Why did he not come up to 
hia old friend ? Why did he not notice or speak to her ? Why did he 
seem so indifferent ? Why did he talk so much to the others, so little to 
her ? Esther was confused, disappointed, and grieved. And yet it was no 
wonder. She thought she of all people had least right to expect much 
from him. She was leaning over the side of the gallery, Olga stood next 
to her in her white dress, with the light of the sunset in her raven black 
hair, and Smith was leaning arainst one of the wooden pillars, and talk- 
ing to Olga. He glanced n^m the raven black hair to the gentle 
bent head beyond. But he went on talking to Olga. Esther felt a little 
lonely, a little deserted. She was used to the feeling, but she sighed, and 
tamed away with a little impatient movement foom the beautiful lilac 
glow, A noisy, welcome comfort was in store for her. With a burst 
childisli noise and laughter, Priasa and Jacky came rushing up the gsHery^ 
and jumped upon her with their little eager arms wide open, 
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*^Com(i ^or a walk, A little, little short walk, pleM, mammy/* said 
Ja(ik. And Esther kissed him, and said yeS^ if ha Would i^h htr hat 
and her gloves, and her shawl. 

As she was going, Smith came np hesitating, and said. Hot IcToking bet 
full in the face, — 

“ I had a message fi'Om my cousin, to beg yon to look in there this 
evening. Miss Halbert has kindly promised to come.” And Either also, 
looking up with a reproachful glance he thought, answered very quietly 
she would try to come after her- walk. He watched her as she walked 
away down the long gallery with her children clinging to her side ; and 
all the sunset lights and shadows fulling upon them as they went. “ Whot 
a pretty picture it makes,” he said to Miss Halbert. 

“ Tm so glad you think Esther nice-looking,” said Olga. “ It is not 
everybody Who does, fihull w'e take a stroll towards the music, Mr. 
Smith ? . . . 

Esther liad no heart for the music and company, and wandered away 
into a country road. All the fields of broad Indian -corn leaves were 
glowing as the three passed along : low bright streaks 1;^' bi'yond the 
western plains, and a still evening breeze came blowing *hd gently 
stirring the fiat green leaves. Jacky and Prissa were chattering to one 
another. Esther could not speak very much ; licr heart was loo full. 
Was she glad — was she sad ? What had she expected ? Was this the 
meeting she had looked for so long? “He might have spoken one word of 
kindness, he might have said something more than that mere How do you 
do? Of course he was indifferent — ^how could it be otherwise? but he 
might have shammed a little interest,” poor Esther thought ; “only a very 
little would have satisfied me.” 

It was quite dark when sho reached Lady Mary’s, after seeing her 
children to bed. Olga, and Mr. Penton, and Smith were there alr^ftdy, 
and Lady Lucy was singing, when Esther came into -the great bare dark 
room. The young lady was singing a little French song in the dimness, 
with a pathetic, pleasant tune, — “ Si tu savais,” its name w'as. She gave 
it with charming expression, and when she had finished, they were all 
silent for a moment or two, until Lady Mary began to bustle about and to 
pour out the tea. 

“ Take this to Mrs. Halbert, Gcoffry,” she said, “ and tell her about 
my ■eberoe for to-morrow, and persuade her to come.” 

Smith brought the tea as he was bid. 

“ We all want to go over to Gnppe, if .you will come too,” he laid. 

He looked down kindly at her as be spoke, and the poor fboMsIl 
woman fitudied up with pleasure as she agreed to join them. She irAa 
Sony afterwards when she, and Olga, and^ Mr. Pelitoii indeed iNMtte 
together through the dark streets. 

“ 1 wonder whether Mr. Smith means to join id 6UI* ejfetftlfUklUs,*^ MM 
Hiss Halbert. “ I just mentioned my wish to see Chippe, ASld lie 
it it directly.” ^ 
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But Bettet felt a chill •omehow as Mr. Pentoti answered, — 

“ Certainly, I — ^a^remarked Olga ; you-a are not — ^pferhaps aware 
that yon hare attractions — to a— -no common degrWT. Mr. Smith has 
cei-tainly — a— diicovet^ed them.” . 

Poor Esther 1 it seemed hard to meet her old friend at last, only to 
ace how little he remembered her *, and yet she thought all is as it should 
be ; and with my Jacky and my Prissa to love, I am not to ho. pitied. 
Still, there was a strange ache in her^ heart next morning, when they all 
assembled afler the early break^: ^ahe could not feel cheery and 
nnconscious like Lady Mary, or consoions and flattered like Olga. The 
children in their clean cotton frocks were in raptures, and so far Esther 
was happy. 

The road to Grippe is along a beautiful mossy valley, with a dashing 
stream foaming over the pebbles, and little farms and homesteads dotting 
the smooth green slopes. Olga ^and Smith were on horseback ; Penton 
was also bumping majestically along upon a huge bay horse ; Esther and 
Lady Mary, and the Smith children and her own, were packed away into 
a big cari'iage with Mdlle. Bouchon, and little Geoflry Smith on the box. 
The children were in a state of friskiness which serionsly alarmed the two 
mammas. They seemed to have at least a dozen little legs a-piece. 
Their screams of laughter reached the equestrians, who were keeping up 
a somewhat solemn conversation upon the beauties of nature, and the 
cultivation of Indian com : Geoffry wondered what all the fun might be, 
and Olga remarked that the children were very noisy, and that Esther 
certainly spoilt little Jack. 

Lady Kidderminster strongly advises his being sent to a preparatory 
school,” said Penton, with a jog between each word ; while Smith looked 
up at the blue sky, then down into the green valley, and forgot all about 
them, trying to catch the tones of the woman he bad loved. 

I'he ch&let was a little rough nnflnished place at the foot of the Pic : 
the horses were put up, and the excursionists got down ; they all diank 
milk in clean wooden bowls, crowded round the wood Are, and peeped at 
the rough workmen and shepherds who were playing cards in the next 
compartment — room it could not be called, for the walls were only made 
of bars of wood at a certain distance from each other. The children's 
delight at seeing all over the bouse at once was unbounded. Jacky 
slipped his hand between the wooden bars, and insisted on shaking hands 
with a great rough road-maker in a sheepskin, who smiled kindly at the 
little fellow’s advances. 

Lady Mary was very much disappointed and perplexed to see the 
small result of her kindly schemes. It was unbelievable that Gkoflfiry 
should prefer that great, uninteresting, self-conscious Miss Halbert, to her 
gentle and terider little widow ; and yet it was only too evident. What 
could be the reason of it ? She looked from one to the other. Es^ier wpi 
sitting by the fire on a low urooden stool. I^e seemed a little asit^^ a 
little droopmg. The children were laughing about her as tsroal $ 
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was holiliog a big wooden bowl full of milk, from which they sipped 
\\hen they felt inclined. The firelight just caught the golden tints 

in her brown, thick hair ; her hat was on the floor at her feet ; little 
Prissa — like her, and not like her — was peeping over her shoulder. 

It was a pretty picture : the flame, the rough and quaint simplicity 

of the place, seemed to give it a sort of idyllic grace. As for Smith, 
he was standing at the panelesS windows looking out at the view; 
all the light was streaming through his red beard. It was a straight 
and well-set figure, Lady Mary thought; he looked well able to take 
care of himself and of her poor gentle Esther, too. He was 

abstracted — evidently thinking of something besides the green valleys 
and pastures — could it, could it be that odious affected woman stuck 
up in an attitude in the middle of tlic room who was the object of 
his dreams? 

‘ An odd jumble of past, present, and future w^aa running through 
Geoffry’s mind, as he looked out of the hole iu the wall, and speculated 
upon what was going to happen to him here in this green pasture- land by 
the side of tlie cool waters. Were they waters of comfort— was happiness 
his own at last ? somewhat sadly he thought to bimselt tliat it was not 
now what it would have been ten years ago. lie could look at the 
happiest future with calmness. It did not dazzle and transport him as it 
would have done in former times — he was older, more indifferent : he had 
seen BO many things cease and finish, so many fancies change, he had 
awakened from so many vivid dreams, that now perhaps he was still 
dreaming ; life had only become a light sleep, as it were, from w'hich he 
often started and seemed to awaken. Even Estlier .... what did it all 
mean ? did he love her less now that he had seen her, and found her 
unchanged, sweeter if possible — .and he could not help tliinking it — not 
indifferent ? Would the charm vanish with the difficulties, as the beauty 
of a landscape ends where the flat and prosperous plains begin. lie did 
not think so — he thought so — he loved her — he mistrusted her ; he talked 
to Olga, and yet he could not keep his eyes from following Esther as she 
came and went. All she said, all she did, seemed to him like some sort 
of music which modulates anJ changes from one harmonious thing to 
another. A solemn serenity, a sentiment of wordless emotion was hers, 
and withal, the tender waywardness and gentle womanliness which had 
always seemed to be part of her. She iras not handsome now, any more 
than she had ever been — the plalh lines — the heavy hair — ^the deep-set 
^es were the same — tlie same as those eyes Smith could remember 
in Roman gardens, in palaces with long echoing galleries, looking at him 
through imploring tears on the Pincian Hill. They had haunted him for 
seven years since he first caught the trick of watching to see them brighten. 
Now”, they brightened when the two little dark^headed children came 
running to her knee. Raphael could find no salject that pleased him 
better. Smith was no Raphael, but be, too, thought that axnohg all the 
beautiful pictures of daily life there is no combination so simple, so 
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touching ns that of children 'who are clinging about their mother. And 
these pictures are to be seen everywhere and in every clime and place ; 
no galleries are needed, no price need be paid ; the background is of end- 
less variety, the sun shines, and the mother’s face brightens, and all ovt,r 
^e world, perhaps, the children come running into her arms. White 
arms or dusky, bangled or braceleted, or scarred "with labour, they open, 
and the little ones, clasped -within loving walls, feel they are safe. 

Quite oblivious of some observation bf Miss Halbert’s, Smith suddenly 
left his window and walked across to the fire, and warmed his hands, and 
paid some little word to Esther, who was still sitting on her low seat. She 
was hurt and annoyed by his strange constraint and distance of manner. 
She answ'ered coldly, and got up by a sudden impulse, and walked away 
to where Lady Mary was standing cutlSng bread-and-butter for the 
children. “ Decidedly,” thought the elder lady, “ things are going wrong. 

I will ask GeofFry to-night what he thinks of my widow.” “ I am a fool 
for my pains,” GeofFry thought, standing by the fire, “ and she is only a 
hard-hearted flirt after all.” 

He was sulky and out of temper all the way back. In vain did Olga 
ransack her brain, and produce all her choicest platitudes for his entertain- 
ment. In vain Penton recalled his genteelest reminiscences. Smith 
answered civilly, it is true, but briefly and constrainedly, Jle was a fool 
to have come, to have fancied that such devotion as his could be appre- 
ciated or* understood by a woman who bad shown herself once already 
faithless, fickle, unwortliy. Smith forgot, in his odd humility and mis- 
trust of himself, that he, too, had held back, made no advance, kept aloof, 
and waited to be suramoned. 

Geoffry had the good habit of rising early, and setting out for long 
walks across the hills before the great heat came to scorch up all activity. 
The water seemed to sparkle more brightly than later in the day. The 
flowers glistened with fresh dew. Opal morning lights, with refractions 
of loveliest colour, painted hills and brooks, the water-plants, the fields 
where the women were working already, and the slippery moan tain-sides 
where the pine-tiees grew, and the flocks and goats with their tinkling 
bells were grazing. It was a charming medley of pastoral sights and scent 
and fresh air : shadows trembling and quivering, birds fluttering, green 
thrilling with colour, the clear-cut ridges of the hills, clear waters 
bubbling among reeds and creeping plants and hanging ferns, among 
which beautiful dragon-flies were darting. Smith had been up to the top 
of the Bedat, and was coming down into civilized life again, when he 
stopped for an instant to look at the bubbling brook which was rushing 
along its self-made ravine, some four or five feet below the winding path ; 

II field lay beyond it, and farther still, skirting the side of a hill, the pretty 
lime-tree wallt which leads to the baths in the n^ountain. Smith, who had 
been thinking matters over aa he stumbled down the steep pathway, and 
settling that it was too late — she did not care for him— he had ceased earing 

her— best go, and leave things as they were — suddenly came upoo a 
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ghjup i^liich toUclied and intctested lilfn, and made him wonder whether, 
after all, prudence and good scnso were always the Wisest ahd the most 
prudent of things. In the middle of the stream some thousand years ago, a 
great rock had rolled dowti from the heights above, and sunk into the bed 
of the stream, with the water rushing and bubbling all round it, and the 
water-lilies floating among the ripples. . . . Perched on the roc*k, like the 
naiad of the stream, was Esther, with Jacicy and Piissa clinging close to 
her, and sticking long reed'i and water-leaves into her hair. The rirerkin 
inahed away, twisting and twkling and disappearing into green. The 
leaves and water-plants swayed with the ripples, the childreti wriggled on 
their narrow perch, wdiilo' gsther, with a book in her hand, and a great 
green umbrella, looked briglit, atij kind, and happy. 

“ Cousin Jeff, colisin Jeff!” cried little Jack, in imitation of the little 
Smith^*-^* come into the steamer, there’s lots of room.” 

“ How d’ye'do? ” said her mother, still bright, and kind, and happy. 

“How d’ye do, Mrs. Undine?” said Smith, brightening and coming to 
the water’s edge. 

As Smith walked bock to his breakfast, he ihought to himself — “If 
she wouldrbut give me one liwle sign that <5lio liked rae^ I^fliihk — I tliiuk 
I could not help speaking.” 

And Lady who had her liltle talk out W'ith her cousin after 

hreakiiist, discovered, to her great surpiise, that what she had thought of 
HS a vague possibility some day, very far off, was not impossible, and 
might be near at hand after all. She did not say much to Smith, and ho 
did not guess how much she knew of all that was passing in his mind. 
“ He -will go awa}^ he will never come forw’urd unless Esther meets him 
half way,” the elder lady thought to herself, as he left the room ; and she 
longed to speak to Esther, but she could not summon courage, though 
opportunity was not wanting. 

They were standing in the b.alconj^ of the chAlet that very afternoon, 
watching the people go by : first one child went away, then another, and 
at last Lady Mary and Esther weic left alone. “ Look at that team of 
oxen diagging the great trunks of the trees,” said Lady Mary; “how 
picturesque the peasant people are in their mountain dress I ” 

“ The men look so well in their Esther said ; “ what a fine- 

looking young fellow that is who is loading the caii. How much prettier 
ind more pioturesque the blue* and rad caps are than our chimdey-pot 
hats. There is Mr. Smith crossing the street — ^Ko would look very well in 
u Mrdf with his long red beard,” 

“ Offaitily he would,” said Lady Mary ; and then idi6 suddettljr 
added, ^ Esther, wonld yon do me a favour 7 They have been talking 
of going to the fait at Taibes to-morrow. I shall be obliged to Stay at 
home with my husband^ and iMOf* Would you bring Qaoffiy a Mrsf, 
and give it to Um, ahd make him wear it? I know yon will if 1 
ask you.” 

“ A red, or a blue one ? ” said Esther, smiling. 
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** The liiflcsfe 3*ou (SftTi get,*’ Mid LftSy Mai*^. Than'fc you rdty Itilicli 
jtideed.” 

Lady Kiddermlnstof, wlia must liate Employed het <Jtn6 well while 
all® iraa in the Pyieneei, *‘ had been tery mneh ah-nck by Tarbes,” Mt. 
Pefiton declared. ** It Is pleasantly altttated,” MuJ*rtiy says, ** on the 
cleat* Adout^ in the midst of a fertile plain in flill rieW of the Pyrenees. 
Public Walks contribute to the public health add recreation. The market- 
people,' in their various costumes, are worth seeing.” 

Geoffry Smith received a short note from Mrs. Pen ton two mornings 
after the Grippe expedition. It ran as follows 

Dear Mn SmitU, — M r PentonTa making an excnrllon to Tarbes to-day. tTo start 
at t\y 0, so that we may not miss oar Innch. as It is not safe to trust to chatice fOr it, 
and we should be ranch pleased for you to join Us after, but in case of rain we should 
give It up Unfortunately, there appears no chance so refreshing. 

Btnoorely yours, v 

Miba. Femtox. 

To which ‘Smith, who was rather bewildered, briefly answered that lie 
Rhould be delighted to join them at the station at two. The station Wa** 
all alive with country folks, in their quaiUt pretty drosses,^ WnSfs, red 
caps, blown hoods, and snooded gay-coloured kcrchiefa, and red cloaks 
like ladies’ opei n-clonks. The faces underneath nil these bright trappings 
were sad enough, •with brown wistful eyes, and pinched, worn oheeks. 
Ru^'kin has wiitten of mountain gloom and mountain glory, and in truth 
the dwellers among the hills seem to us, who live upon the plain, sad and 
somewhat oppressed. 

Smith looked here and there for his patty, and discovered at last, 
rather to bis dismay, Olga, her sister and her brother-in-law, sitting on 
a bench together. Then Esther had not come after all ; he felt inclined 
to escape and go bhek to the town, but Olga catight sight of him too, 
and graciously beckoned. 

'‘Mrs. Halbertris not coming, I am afraid?” said Smithy shaking 
hands with them. 

“ Esther, do you mean ? ” n^ked Mrs. Petiton. " She was here A 
minute ago. Jaoky took her to look at a pig.*— Was it a pig or a gottt, 
Olga ? I didn’t notice.” 

Mrs. Fenton’s nnIfW remarks gave Smith a little trcuhle sometimeg, 
and he could not always suppress a faint smile. Fortunately Esther came 
tip at this moment, and it Was not perceived. 

Esther at oUe time had not meant to come, but she could not resist 
the ehildrcQ’s entreaties, or trust them to the PentonS alone. She was 
Weary and di^ritod j she had passed a wakeftft, ffeverish night. Sow or 
when or where it began, she did hot know, but ahe Was cemsOioUS noW 
that in her heart of hearts she had looked to meet Qeoffiy again aoms day 
and hoped and believed that ho would be unchanged. But she n6fW iiW 
tlwt it was not so-^he liked her only as be liked other people, wUli that 
khtd^ heart of his — no thought of what had been, occurred to hlnb He 
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nd^t he a friend, a pleasant acquilntance, but the friend of old, never, 
never again. How foolish she had been, how unwomanly, how forward. 
Even at nine-and-twenty Esther could blush like a girl -to think how she 
had thought of Geoffiy, She whose heart should be her children's only ; 
she who had rejected his affection when it jni^ht have been hers ; she 
who had been faithless and selfish ind remorseful so long — she was glad 
almost to suffer now, she was so angry and vexed with herself. In future 
she thought she would tjxy to be brave and more simple : she would love 
her darlings and live for them ; and pei'haps some day it might be in her 
power to do something for him — to do him some service — and when they 
were very old people, she would tell him perhaps how truly she had been 
bis friend all her life. 

The sun was blazing and burning up everything. The train stopped 
at a bridge, and tliey all got down from their carriages, and set off 
walkli^ towards the market. Squeak, chatter, jingle of bells, screaming 
of babies, pigs and pigs and pigs, pretty grey oxen, with carts yoked to 
their horns, priests, a crowd assembled round an old woman with a sort 
of tripod, upon which you placed your foot for her to blacken and 
smarten your shoes ; ^antillas, green and red umbrellas, rows of patient- 
looking women, with sad eyes, holding their w^es in their hatids, scraggy 
fowls, small little pears, a cabbage, perhaps • brought from over the 
mountain, A few potatoes in a shabby basket ; — the scarcity and barren- 
ness struck Smith very sadly. Esther was quite affected ; she was 
emptying her purse and putting little pieces right and left into the small 
thin hands of the children. They passed oije stall where a more pros- 
perous-looking couple— commer 9 ants from Toulouse — were disposing of 
piles of blue and red Pyrenean caps. £^er stopped and called Jack to 
her, and tried a little red beret on his dai'k curly head, and kissed her little 
son as she did so. She had not seen Smith, who yras close behind her 
with Olga, who smiled at the pretty picture. Miss Halbert, soon after 
leaving the railway carriage, hjdfi complained of fatigue, and taken poor 
Geoffiy fiiinly but gently by the arm, with n grasp which it was 
impossible to elude. Esther scarcely noticed them : she walked on with 
her childrei) as usual, and her motherly heart was melting over the little 
wan babies, whose own mothers found it so hard a struggle to support 
them. They were lying in the Vegetable-baskets on the ground, slung on 
to their mothers* hacks, and staring with their dark round eyes. Some 
of the most flourishing among them had little smart caps, with artificial 
flowery tied under their chins. After buying Jack’s hiret^ Mrs. Halbert 
seemed to hesitate, and then making up her mind she asked for another 
somewhat larger, which she paid for, and then turned to Smith with her 
old bright look and gave it him, saying,-— 

^ 1 Mok yen would look xery well in e^yret, Mr. Smith-^don’t you 
like a blue one best 7 

Smith wore his yrd all day; but Olga the inevitable held him, and 
would not let him go. Either thought it a little bard, only riie wat 





det^mined not to think about it Hiey \7and«red for bottn throu^ 
tho bare burning streets. There seemed to be no shade : the brooks 
sparkled, bright blazing flowers grew in gardens, the houses were close- 
shuttered, searcelj any one was to be seen ; little bright-plumaged birds 
camie and drank at the streams, and flew away stirring the dust. The 
children got tired and cross, and wear^ ; the elders* spirits sank. Borne 
one, standing at a doorway, told them of a paik, which sonnded shady 
and refreshing, and where they thought they would wait for their train. 
The road lay along a white lane with a white wall on either side, and 
dusty poplars planted at regular intervals.* Esther tried to cheer the 
children, and to tell them stories as well as she could in the douds 
of dust. Mrs. Penton clung to her husband, Olga hung heavily upon 
Geoffry’s aching arm. “ He might come and help me with the children." 
Esther thought he would have done so once. They reached the gates of the 
park at last. It was like utter desolation enclosed behind iron railings — so 
it seemed, at least, to the poor mother : ragged shrubs, burning sun, weeds 
and rank grass growing aleng the Neglected gravel walks. There was a 
great white museum or observatory in the middle to whidi all these gravel 
paths converged ; and there was — yes, at last — there vas a gloomy-looking 
clump of laurel and flr tre^ where she thought she might perhaps flu:* 
some shade for Jack and for Prissa. As she reached the place, it was ab 
she could do not to burst out ciying, she was so tired, so trebled, an^ 
every minute the dull aching at her heart seemed to grow worse and worse. 
Poor Esther ! The others came up and asked her if she would not like to 
see the view from the observatory ; but she shook her head, and said she 
was tired, and should stay where she was, and they all went away and left 
her. One French lady went by hh her slippers, with a faded Indian *carf, 
and an old Leghorn hat, discoursing as she went to some neglected- 
looking children, — 

Savez-vous, ma fille, que vous fai^s des grimaces ; ce n'eSt pas 
joli, mon enfant, il faut vous surveiller, n^9b H416ne. Les grimaces ne ae 
font pas dans la bonne soci^te. Le pare est vaste," ... she otintipued, 
changing the subjeqt ; her voice dwindled away into the arid, burning 

distance, and the desolation seemed greater than ever It seemed 

to Esther as if hours and hours had passed since the others had left hw. 

** I have some good news for you,” said Smithy dieerftilly, appearing 
from behind the laurels. “ Mrs. Halbert, we have only just time to catch 
the train. Come, Jack, Pm going to be your horse ; on my back,** 

and GeofEiy set off ronuing with the delighted Jack, just as Olga appeared 
in search of him. 

Esther and Prissa set off running too, and the Pentona followed as best 
they could. 

The little Station was agjain all* alive and crowded by peasaadi ini 
countrywomen, Spanish bandits with their packs, three Engflirii toUrisU 
in knickerbockers. Smith met them^with Jack capering at his side, and 
swingiitg by his new friend's hand, — * 
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“ I bare tiftkGiii t\m be . “ Thenb goqd»eB8, we b»?e «ki»e 

wirti TerbcB. Wb|t a bfiaatly bole il 4a.’* 

** X am surprised/’ Peotoa remarked, that I^dy Kiddeiwtinitor 
eboald have bad such a high opinion of tbo— ^a — place, IShe partiou^ 
larly mentioned an amphitheatre of which I can gain no informatiop.*’ 

“ Qh, dear I we ehall never got in in time for the table-d’h6te,” faintly 
gaeped Mrs. Fenton, sinking into a seat, and the dinner will be over.” 

The benches were full, and tliey were all obliged to disperse here and 
tliere as they oould dnd places. Esther 2)erched herself upon a packing- 
ease, with httle Frissa half asleep on her knee* AYhat a dreary day the 
had^pent-Hshe gave a sigh of relief to think it was over. 

“ Have you room heie for Jack?” said Geoffry, coming up. “He 
won’t ov(fn ho is tired.” .... 

” Come, my son,” said Esther, putting her arm round the boy, and 
pulling him up beside her. ” You have been very good to Jack, Mr. 
Smith,” she said, with an upward look of her cleai* eyes. 

Smith looked at her. 

” ]t seems ve^y stiange,” he said, with a sudden emotion, ” to meet 
yon again like this. X sometimes wonder whether it ^ indeed you and 
me, or quite ditferent people.” 

“ I thought,” said Esther, “ )ou had forgotten that we had ever been 
friends, Mr. Smith,” 

” X thought you had forgoUen it,” said Smith, very crossly. There 
*W|i a jar in his voice — there was a mist befeyre hot eyes. She was tired, 
veiled, Qver^done, Poor Esther suddenly burst iflto teais. 

” My dear, my dear, don’t cry,” said Smith. ” What can I say to 
beg your pardon ? you should have known me better — you . . 

I cannot understand about that amphitheatre,” said Mr. Penton, 
coming up. ^^Jdurray, you see, does not allude to it.” 

Why don’t you go and ask the man at the Ueket-offioe?” said Smith 
aiithoritaUvely, and PenSon, rather bewildered, obeyed. 

** X was a little afiaid of you,” said Smith, ” when 1 first saw you. 1 
tried to keep away, but I could not help myself, and came. 1 ahotild 
kgye gone to the end pf the world if you bad been there. I hwve never 
cbaQg^<— nerer fimgOtlW** I love you as X have always loved you. Bear 
Esther, say something to me ; put me out of this horrible siupens»-*~” 
Wbat a UmM twowd ; how it does crush one,” jaid Ifvs. PeatoBi 
suddenly appearing* ” Can you tell me where Charles baa hiddau hiaB- 
agH? }ie put my eau^e-Gologna in his pocket, and tu this 
crowd . . . 

Esther oould not answer. She was beading ovst PHWhi^ and Hying 
to bide her tears* * Smith politely pointed out the tiekoMileo to 
llff. Peutoa^ and tbumy w4b gnot grwrity» loiaad bla kmk the 
la^friliid took Istber'f bap4 «nd laid wstb hk Und vwmw, ikawlMiiiiv 
onoe you used not to be ai^d of teH ii| i. > m e whel you ikit i# * . Vim\ 
you'speak to me now ? Indeed I am the sai^O m | HiB «(a»*** 



I lilie 8^4 witi> ^wwit fu(i$ 

Rtill \vefc witli tears ; H»4 witE 4 taii4pr n^palso took her 

chil4ri8!tt> twQ Uttl0 bw4« »ft4 jElwip i°tp hrp^d palpi* 

G^iy iin4wtood hef, thoq^jb ha <ii4 jaot kiipw all she lyjeant. 

. Tl»a joine4 then; again, and iha train pame up, and the vthtrs 

wearily wuh into thair placea, but Mrs* Halbert’s fatigue wa# goue* AU 
tha way back neither Smith nor Esther spoke one word to each other. 
The sun was setting ; aU the land Was streaming with light j the attfPS were 
beginning to shine behind the hiijs when they got back to Bigorre, 

Will you come for a walk?” said Smithi as he left Esther at 
door of the inn ; and in the evening he came for her ; and, though Olgg 
looked puzzled and not over-pleased, Esther put on her hat, and said, — 

“ I am ready, Mr. Smith.” And they wont put together without any 
explanation. 

They went up the pretty lime-tree walk which leads to the baths of 
the Salut. People were sitting in the dark on the benches talking in low 
evening whispers. Priests were taking their recreation, and pacing up 
and 4own in groups. IVom the valley below came occasional tinkle 
of goats’ bells, a fush smell of wild thyme, a quizzing of crickets. The 
wain was moving, ovei the hill-side, the hghta twinkled from the houses in 
the town ; and Smith and Esther talked and talked, counting over liie fears, 
the doubts, and the perplexities of the last few days. Now, % the first 
time, Estjher felt a comfort add security which had never been hers-beibre, 
— not even in the firft eailydays of her marriage not sines’ the time 
when she bade Smith fiirewell on the Pincio, . It sesmed to her qow as if 
all care for the future, all bewilderment and uncertainty, were over, Hero 
was the faithful fritnd once moie ready to do battle for her with the 
di^culties of Ufo : ready to shield, and to serve, and encourage to de- 
cide, — to tell her what was light ; end poor Esther hi^ long felt that 
to her decision was hkc a great pain and impossibility. But hem was 
Smith to advise, and it seemed to her as if troubles and di^oultica 
became like stjrong places now that he was there» His manner of looking 
at file was unlike that of the people amofig wbmu she had been living : 
he seepis^ to see things fiom a diderent deVel, and yet she as if he 
only saw clearly, and that everything he said W$ righ^ ^^4 true. Borne 
I>eople seem by intuition to see only truth and right ; others must needs 
work it out. by fuihng and sorrow^. They realize truth by the pain of 
what is false, honour through dishonour, right by wrongs repented of 
viith bitter pangs. And Esther had long felt that this was her fate, ^ho 
did not realize all that she understood later, — only she felt it somehow ; 
she drifted into a peaceful ealm, and, thankful, she seemed suddenly and 
unaWarea Ic be gliding through still waters after thd tempest. 

When die awoke in the morning she knew that he was near at haisd^ 
aha.|iieard his hind voice, and the children’s prattle down in tha'potirt^ 
yard Wow. Later in the d^gr he would come up to sea her, and Ibhy 
(olkad over old days, and the nW days seemed to shine with a Wd^U 



fe« ^ hpawAptaww iNriily, 

the kB&mA bngliter; Q^«i!iitig 6f ttytteriouB 

«it4 o&d pe^ame ; ptople paanug ^ fleme4 8tK>QuiEg:> too, 
id « golden beatitude. They, too, Belher dimdy wait Mt ^ 

WeetnesB iod depth cf the twilight The «Mne with li bright 

not dnwiiSng with a great weighi^of pain ihid Ibrtleseneti n* bdhtw. 
In hot blase of the mM-day snn Geoffiy would oome into the ^adH 
room where the women were sitting at work by the window. 

It was, indeed, to him like a memoiy of old limea, to be sitting with 
Esther at an open window, with the ahadOVs of the orange-trees lying 
cfa the floor where the diade of the awning did not reach. Jack liked 
playing with the sliadowa, putting his little leg out into the sunshine, 
ai:^ pulling it back, to fry and cheat the light apd ckrry some away ; 
but Prissa (her growa-up nama was to be Priscilla) likhd best sitting 
quietly on her mother’s knee, and, as it were, staring at the stories she 
told her with great round eyes. The story broke off abruptly when 
Smith came in, and another tale began. It seemed like a dream to poor 
Geofiry to find himself sitting there, with Esther, at an ^pen window, 
with the sounds and the sunshine without, sounds of hewses at the water, 
of the water rushing, of voices calling to each other, *of Bidden bursts of 
bells from^Hhh steeples % Bagnkes de Bigorre. It seemed to him 
the years were not, and he wai^il old self ag^in. Can you 
fimey waiting, Iqpg resignation, long 

hopeLeesqi^, to find ^imself suddenly in port, as it were, with his wish 
there before him al)lht|^almOBt within his grasp. ^ Pea^, indifference, 
distance, other men ^d women, y&rs^forgetfiilneas, chance, and human 
ftmllty, had all been Wween them and divhftd them, and now all these 
things snimounted, like a miracle these two seemed to be brought together 
again, only divided by a remembrance. ** 

Some thit^ seem ao familiar, so natu&l, that though they befall ua 
only once or twice in a lifetime jferhaps, yet while they last they teem 
almost eternal, and as if^tibey ^^ad bW and would be for ever. They 
■nit us, uni barmo^^ part of ourselves and of our nature, and 

se" fhr in ifuth they itre eternal if we ourselTes are etcmal. With our 
eympethy and hopes and!^l|thfol love^ 
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CIIAPTm IV. 

Florence Burton. 

! T was now Chribtmas time at 
Stratton, or rather Christmas 
time was near at hand ; not the 
ChiTstmae next after the autumn 
of Lord Ongar’s marriage, but 
the following Christmas, and 
Harry Clavering had finished hia 
studies m Mr. Burton’s office. 
He flattered himself that he 
had not been idle while he 
was there, and was now about 
to commence his more advanced 
stage of pupilage, under the 
great Mr. Beflby in London, 
with hopes which were still 
good, if they were not so mag- 
nificent as they once had been. 
When he first saw Mr. Burton 
in his office, and beheld the 
dusty pigeon-lwdes with dusty 
papers, and caught the first 
glimpse of things as they really 
were in the workshop of that 
man of buBineas, he had, to 
wiy the truth, been disgusted. And Mrs. Burton’s early dinner, and 
Florence Burton’s “plain face” and plain ways, ‘‘had dia^certed him. 
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On that daj lie had repented of his intention with regard to Stratton ; but. 
he had carried out his purpose like a man, and now he rejoiced greatly 
that he had done so. He rejoiced greatly, though his hopes were some- 
what sobered, and his views of life less grand than they had been. He 
was to start for Clavering early on the following morning, intending to 
spend his Christmas at home, and we Avill see him and listen to him as he 
bade farewell to caie of the members of Mr. Burton’s family. 

He was sitting in a small back parlour in Mr. Burton’s house, and on 
the table of the room there was burning a single candle. It was a dull, 
dingy, brown room, furnished with horsehair-covered chairs, an old 
horscliair sofa, and heavy rusty curtains. 1 don’t know that there was in 
tlie room any attempt at ornament, as certainly there was no evidence of 
wealth. It was now about seven o’clock in the evening, and tea was over 
in Mrs. Burton’s establishment. Harry Clavering had had his tea, and 
had eaten his hot muffin, at the further side from the fire of the family 
table, while Florence had jioured out the tea, and Mrs. Burton had sat by 
the fire on one side with a handkerchief over her lap, and Mr. Burton had 
been comfortable with his arm-chair and his slippers on the other side. 
Wlien tea was over, Harry had made his parting speech Mrs. Burton, 
and that lady had kissed him, and bade God bless him. “ I’ll see you for 
a moment before you go, in my oflicc, Harry," Mi Burton had said. 
Then Harr}’ had gone downstairs, and some one else liad gone boldly with 
him, and they two were sitting together in the dingy brown room. After 
that I need hardly tell my reader wliat had become of Harry Claveiing’s 
perpetual life-enduring heart’s misery. 

lie and Florence were sitting on the old horselnur 80&, and Florence's 
hand was in his. ** My darling," lie said, liow am 1 to live for the next 
two year^ ? ’’ 

“ You mean five years, Harry.’’ 

“ No ; I mean two, — that is two, iinlehs I can make the time Ic'^s. I 
believe you’d be better pleased to think it was ten.” 

** Much better pleased to think it was ten than to have no Buch hope 
at all. Of course we shall see each other. It’s not as though you were 
going to New Zealand.’’ 

“ I almost wish I were. One would agree then as to the neoeasity of 
this cursed delay.” 

Harry, Hany ! ” 

** It is accursed. The prudence of the world in these latter days seems 
to me to be more abominable than all its otlicr iniquities.” 

** But, Hairy, we should have no income.” 

Income is a word that I hate.” 

** Now you are getting on to your high horse, and you know 1 always 
go out of the way when you begin to prance on that beast. As for me, I 
don’t want to leave papa’s houae where Fm sure of my bread and butler, 
till I’m sure of it in another.” 

** You say that, Florence, on purpose to torment me.” 
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“ Dear Harry, do you think I want to torment you on your last night ? 
The truth is, I love you so well that I can afford to be patient for you.” 

“ I hate patience, and always did. Patience is one of the worst vices I 
know. It’s almost as bad as humility. You’ll tell me you’re ’umbk next. 
If you’ll only add that you’re contented, you’ll describe yourself as one of 
the lowest of God’s creatures.” 

“ I don’t know about being ’umble, but I am contented. Are not you 
contented with me, sir ? ” 

“ No, — because you’re not in a hurry to be mtirried.” 

“ What a goose you are. Do you know I’m not sure that if you really 
love a person, and are quite confident about him, — as I am of you, — that 
liaving to look forward to being married is not the best part of it all I 
suppose you’ll like to get ray letters now, but I don’t know that you’ll can* 
for them much when we’ve been man and wife for ten years.” 

“ But one can’t live u 2 ion letters.” 

“ 1 shall exjicct you to live upon mine, and to grow fat on them. 
There ; — I heard papa’s step on the stairs. He said you were to go to 
luiji. Good-by, Harry; — dearest Harry I What a blessed wind it was 
that blew you here.” 

“ Stop a moment ; — about your getting to Clavering. I shall come 
for you on Ea8ter>eve.” 

“Oh, no ; — why should you have so much trouble and expense ? ” 

“ I toll you I shall come for you, — unless, indeed, you decline to travel 
'with me.” 

“ It will be so nice ! And then I shall be sure to have you with me 
tlie first moment I see them. I shall think it very awful when I first 
meet your father.” 

“ He’s the most good-natured man, I should say, in England.” 

“ But he’ll think me so plain. You did at first, you know. But he 
won’t bo uncivil enough to tell me so, as you did. And Mary is to be 
married in Easter week ? Oh, dear, oh, dear ; I shall be so shy among 
them all.” 

“ You shy 1 I never saw you sliy in my life. I don’t suppose yon 
were ever really put out yet.” 

“ But I must really 2 )ut you out, because papa is waiting for you. 
Dear, dear, dearest Harry. Though I am so patient I shall count the 
hours till you come for me. Dearest Harry ! ” Then she bore with hbn, 
as he pressed her close to his bosom, and kissed her lips, and her fore- 
head, and her glossy hair. When he was gone she sat down alone for a 
few minutes on the old sofa, and hugged herself in her happiness. What 
n h'lppy wind that had been wliich had blown such a lover as that for her 
to Stratton I 

“ I think he’s a good young man,” said Mrs. Burton, as soon as she 
was lefi; witli her old husband upstairs. 

“ Yes, he’s a good young man. He means very well.” 

“ But he is not idle ; is he ? ” 


10—2 
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“ No — ^no ; he’s not idle. And he’s very clever ; — too clever, I’m afraid. 
But 1 think he’ll do well, though it may take him some time to settle.” 

“ It seems so natural his taking to Flo ; doesn’t it ? They’ve all taken 
one when they went away, and they’ve all done very well. Deary me ; 
how sad the house will be when Flo has gone.” 

“ Yes, — it’ll make a difference that way. But what then ? I wouldn't 
wish to keep one of ’em at home for that reason.” 

“ No, indeed. I think Fd feel ashamed of myself to have a daughter 
not married, or not in the way to be married afore she’s thirty. I couldn’t 
bear to think that no young man should take a fancy to a girl of mine. 
But Flo’s not twenty yet, and Carry, who was the oldest to go, wasn’t 
four-and-twenty when Scarncas took her.” Thereupon the old lady put 
her handkerchief to the comer of her eyes, and wept gently. 

“ Flo isn’t gone yet,” said Mr. Bui*ton. 

“ But I hope, B., it’s not to be a long engagement. I don’t like long 
engagements. It ain’t good, — not for the girl ; it ain’t, indeed.” 

“We were engaged for seven years.” 

“ People weren’t so hiuch in a hurry then at anything ; but I ain’t 
Rare it waa very good for me. And though we weren’t j%st married, we 
were living next door and saw each other. What'll come to FJo if bhe's 
to be here and he’s to be up in London, pleasuring himself? ” 

“ Flo must bear it as other girls do,” said the lather, as he got up from 
his chair. 

“ I think he’s a good yoimg man ; I think he is,” said the mother. 
“ But don’t stand out for tob much for ’em to begin upon. What matters ? 
Sure if they were to be a little short you could help ’em.” To such a 
snggehtiou as this Mr. Burton thought it fis well to make no answer, 
but with ponderous steps descended to his olfice. 

“ Well, Harry,” said Mr. Burton, “ ^ you’re to be off in the morning ? ” 

“Tea, sir; I shall breakfast at home to-morrow.” 

“ Ah, — when I was your age I always used to make an early start. 
Three hours before breakfast never does any hurt. But it shouldn’t be 
loore than that. The wind gets Into the stomach.” Harry had no remark 
to make on this, and waited, therefore, till Mr. Burton ^vent on. “ And 
you’ll be up in London by the 10th of next month ? ” 

“Yes, sir ; I intend to be at Mr. Beilby’s office on tlie 11th.” 

“ That’s right. Never lose a day. In losing a day now, you don’t lose 
what you might earn now in a day, but what you might be earning when 
ydu’re at your best. A young man should always remember that. You 
can’t dispense with a round in the ladder going up. You only make your 
time at the top so much the shorter.” 

“1 hope you’ll find that I’m all right, sir. I don’t mean to 
be idle.” 

“ Prajr don’t. Of course, you know, I speak to you very differently 
firom what 1 should do if you were simply going away from ay office. 
Wbat 1 shall have to give Florence will be very little,' — that is, compa- 
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ratively little. She shall have a hundred a year, when she marries, till I 
die ; and after my death and her mother’s she will share with the others^ 
But a hundred a year will be nothing to you.” 

“ Won’t it, sir? I think a very great deal of a hundred a year. Fm 
to have a hundred and fifty from the office ; and 1 should be ready to 
marry on that to-morrow.” 

“ You couldn’t live on such an income, — unless you were to alter your 
habits vei’y much.” 

“ But I will alter them.” 

“ We shall see. Yott are so placed that by marrying you would lose 
a conbiderable income; and I would »^dvise you to put off thinking of it 
for the next two years.” 

“ My belief is, that settling down would be the best thing in the world 
to make me Avork.” 

“ We’ll try what a year will do. So Florence is to go to your father’s 
house at Easter ? ” 

“ Yes, sir ; she has been good enough to promise to come, if you have 
no objection.” 

“ It is quite as well that they should know her early. I only liope 
they will like her as well as we like you. Now I’ll say good-night, — and 
good-by.” Then Harry went, and walking up and down the High Street 
of Stratton, thought of all that he had done during the past year. 

On his arrival at Stratton that idea of perpetual misery arising from 
blighted affection was still strong within his bfcast. He had given all his 
heart to a false woman who had betrayed him. He had risked all his 
fortune on one cast of the die, and, gambler-like, had lost everything. 
On the day of Julia’s marriage he had shut himself up at the school, — 
luckily it was a holiday, — and had flattered himself that he had gone 
through some hours of intense agony. No doubt he did suffer somewhat, 
for in truth he had loved the woman ; but such sufferings are seldom 
perpetual, and with him they had been as easy of cure as w'ith most others. 
A little more than a year had passed, and now he was already engaged 
to another woman. As he thought of this he did not by any means 
accuse himself of inconstancy or of weakness of heart. It appeared to him 
now the most natural thing in the world that he should love Florence 
Burton. In those old days he had never seen Florence, and had haidly 
thought seriously of what qualities a man really wants in a wife. As he 
walked up and down the hill of Stratton Street with the kiss of the dear, 
modest, affectionate girl still warm upon his lips, he told himself that a 
marriage with such a one as Julia Brabazon would have been altogether 
fatal to his chance of happiness. 

And things had occurred and rumours had reached him which assisted 
him much ih adopting this view of the subject. It was known to all the 
daveriogs, — and even to all others who cared about such things,*— <that 
Lord and Lady Ongar were not happy together, and it had been already 
said that Lady Ongar had misconducted herself. There waa a 
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certain count whose name had come to be mingled with hers in a 
way that was, to say the least of it, very unfortunate. Sir Hugh 
Clavering had declared, in Mrs. Clavering’s hearing, though but little 
disposed in general to make many revelations to any of the family at 
the rectory, “ that he did not intend to take his sister-in-law’s part. She 
had made her own bed, and she must lie upon it. She had known what 
Lord Ongar was before she had married him, and the fault was her own.” 
So much Sir Hugh had said, and, in saying it, had done all that in him 
lay to damn hig sister-in-law’s fair fame. Harry Clavering, little as he 
had lived in the world during the last twelve months, still knew that 
some people told a different story. The earl too and his wife had not 
been in England since their marriage ; — so that these rumours had been 
filtered to them at home through a foreign medium. During most of 
their time they had been in Italy, and now, as Harry knew, they were at 
Florence. He had heard that Lord Ongar had declared his intention 
of suing for a divorce ; but that he supposed to be erroneous, as the two 
were still living under the same roof. Then he heard that Lord Ongar 
was ill; and whispers were spread abroad darkly and ^loubtingly, as 
though great misfortunes were apprehended. 

Harry could not fail to tell himself that had Julia become his wife, 
as she bad once promised, these whispers and this darkness would hardly 
have come to pass. But not on that account did he now regret that her 
early vows had not been kept. Living at Stratton, he had taught himself 
to think much of the quiet domesticities of life, and to believe that 
Florence Bmixm was fitter to be his wife than Julia Brabazon. He 
told himself that he had done well to find this out, and that he had been 
wise to act upon iL His wisdom had in truth consisted in his capacity 
to feel that Florence was a nice girl, clever, well-minded, high-principled, 
and full of spirit, — and in' falling in love with her as a consequence. All 
his regard for the quiet domesticities bad come from his love, and had 
had no share in producing it. Florence was bright-eyed. No eyes were 
eyer brighter, either in tears or in laughter. And when he came to look at 
her well he found that he had been an idiot to think her plain. There 
are things that grow to beauty a* you look at them, — to exquisite beauty ; 
and you are one of them,” he had said to her. And there are men,” 
■he had answered, who grow to flattery as you listen to them, — to 
impudent flattery ; and you are one of them.” ^ 1 thought you plain the 
flrst day I saw you. That’s not flattery.” Yes, sir, it is ; and you 
mean it for flattery. But after all, Hany, it comes only to this, that you 
want to tell me that you have learned to love me.” He repeated all this to 
himself as he walked up and down Stratton, and deolared to himaelf that 
she was very lovely. It had been given 4o him to ascertain this, and 
he was rather proud of himself. But he was a little diffident about his 
lather. He thought that, perhaps, his father mig^t see Florence ss he 
himself had first seen her, and might not have disoemment enough to 
ascertain his mistake as he had done. But Florenee was not going to 
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CJavering at once, and he would bo able to give beforehand his o^vn 
account of her. He had not been home since his engagement had been a 
thing settled ; but his position with regard to Florence had been declared 
by letter, and his mother had written to the young lady ashing her to come 
to Clavering. 

When Harry got home all the family received him with congratula- 
tions. “ I am so glad to think that you should marry early,” his mother 
said to him in a whisper. “ But I am not married yet, mother,” he 
answered. 

“Do show me a lock of her hair,” said Fanny, laughing. 
twice prettier hair than youra, though she doesn’t think half so much 
about it as you do,” said her brother, pinching Fanny’s arm. “ But 
you’ll show me a lock, won’t you,” said Fanny. 

“ I’m so glad she’s to be here at my marriage,” said Mary, “ because 
then Edward will know her. I’m so glad that he will see her.” “ Edward 
will have other fish to fry, and won’t care much about her,” said Harry, 

“ It seems you’re going to do the regular thing,” said hia father, 

“ like all the good apprentices. Marry your master’s daughter, and then 
become Lord Mayor of London.” This was not the view in which it had 
pleased Harry to regard his engagement. All the other “young men” 
that had gone to Mr. Burton’s had married Mr. Burton’s daughters, —or, 
at least, enough had done so to justify the Stratton assertion that all had 
fallen into the same trap. The Burtons, with their five girls, were 
supposed in Stratton to have managed their affairs very well, and some- 
thing of these hints had' reached Harry’s ears. He would have preferred 
that the thing should not have been made so common, but he was not fool 
enough to make himself really unhappy on that head. “ I don’t know 
much about becoming Lord Mayor,” he replied. “ That promotion 
doesn’t lie exactly in our line.” But marrying your master’s daughter 
does, it seems,” said the Bector. Harry thought that this as coming from 
his father was almost ill-natured, and therefore dippped the conversation. 

“ I’m sure we shall like her,” said Fanny. 

“ 1 think that I shall like Harry’s choice,” said Mrs. Clavering. 

“ I do hope Edward will like her,” said Mary. 

“ Mary,” said her sister, “ I do wish you were once married. When 
you are, you’ll begin to have a self of your own again. Now you’re no 
better than an unconscious echo.” 

“ Wait for your own turn, my dear,” said the mother. 

Harry had reached home on a Saturday, and the following Monday 
was Christmas-day. Lady Clavering, he was told, was at home at the 
park, and Sir Hugh had been there lately. No one from the house except 
the servants were seen at church either on the Sunday or on Christmas- 
day. “ But that shows nothing,” said the Bector, speaking in anger. He 
very rarely does come, and when he does, it would be better that |ie 
should be away. I think that he likes to insult me by mifioonduoting 
himself. They say that she is not well, and I can easily believe that all 
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this about her sister makes her unhappy. If I were you I would go up 
and call. Your mother was there the other day, but did not see them. I 
think you’ll find that he’s away, hunting somewhere. I saw the groom 
going off with three horses on Sunday afternoon. He always sends them 
by the church gate just as we’re coming out.” 

So Harry went up to the house, and found Lady Clavering at home. 
She was looking old and careworn, but she was glad to see him. Harry 
was the only one of the rectory family who had been liked at the great 
house since Sir Hugh’s marriage, and he, had he cared to do so, would 
have been made welcome there. But, as he had once said to Sir Hugh’s 
sister-in-law, if he shot the Clavering game, he would be expected to do so 
in the guise of a head gamekeeper, and he did not choose to play that part. 
It would not suit him to drink Sir Hugh’s claret, and be bidden to ring the 
bell, and to be asked to step into the stable for this or that. He was a 
fellow of his college, and quite as big a man, he thought, as Sir Hugh. He 
would not be a hanger-on at the park, and, to tell the truth, he disliked 
his cousin quite as much as his father did. But there had even been a sort 
of friendship, — nay, occasionaUy almost a confidence, between him and Lady 
Clavering, and he believed that by her he was really bkea. 

Lady Clavering had heard of his engagement, and of course congratu- 
lated him. Who told you ? ” he asked, — “ was it my mother ? ” 

“No; I have not seen your mother I don’t know when. I think it 
was my maid told me. Though we somehow don’t see much of you all at the 
rectoiy, our servants are no doubt more gracious with the rectory servants. 
I’m sure she must be nice, Harry, or you would not have chosen her. I 
hope she has got some money.” 

“ Yes, 1 think she is nice. She is coming here at Easter.” 

“ Ah, we shall be away then, you know ; and about the money ? ” 

“ She will have a little, but very littk ; — a hundred a year.” 

“ Oh, Harry, is not that rash of you ? Younger brothers should always 
get money. You're the same as a younger brother, you know.” 

“ My idea is to earn my own bread. It’s not very aristocratic, but, 
after all, there are a great many more in the same boat with me.” 

“ Of course you will earn your bread, but having a wife with money 
would not hinder that. A girl is not the worse because she can biing 
some help. However, Pm sure I hope you’ll be happy.” 

“ What 1 meant was that I think it best when the money comes from 
the husband.” 

« Pm sure I ought to agree with you, because we never had any.” Then 
there was a pause. “ 1 suppose you’ve heard about Lord Ongar,” she said. 

“ I have heard that he is very ill." 

“ Very ill. I believe there was no hope when we hoard last ; but 
J ulia never writes now." 

“ Pm sorry that it is so bad as that,” said Harry, not well knowing 
what else to say. 

“ As regards Julia, I do not know whether it may not be for the best. 
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It seems to be a cruel thing to say, but of course I cannot but think most 
of her. You have heard, perhaps, that they have not been happy ? ” 

Yes; I had heard that.’^ 

“ Of course ; and what is the use of pretending anything with you ? 
You know what people have said of her.” 

“ I have never believed it.” 

‘‘ You always loved her, Harry. Oh, dear, I remember how unhappy 
that made me once, and I was so afraid that Hugh would suspect it. She 
would never have done for you ; — would she, Harry ? ” 

She did a great deal better for herself," said Harry. 

“ If you mean that ironically, you shouldn’t say it now. If he dies, 
fthe will be well off, of course, and people will in time forget what has been 
said, — that is, if she will live quietly. The w6r8t of it is that she fears 
nothing.” * 

“ But you speak as though you thought she had been — been — ” 

“ I think she was probably imprudent, but I believe nothing Worse than 
that. But who can say what is absolutely wrong, and what only impru- 
dent ? I think she was too proud to go really astray. And then with such 

a man as that, so difficult and so ill-tempered I Sir Hugh thinks ” 

But at that moment the door was opened and Sir Hugh came in. 

“ What does Sir Hugh think ? ” said he. 

“We were speaking of Lord Ongar,” said Harry, sitting up and shaking 
hands with hi^ cousin. 

“ Then, Harry, you were speaking on a subject that I would rather 
not have discussed in this house. Do you understand that, Hermione ? 
I will have no talking about Lord Ongar or his wife. We know very 
little, and what we hear is simply uncomfortable. Will you dine hero 
to-day, Harry ? ” 

“ Thank you, no ; I have only just come home.” 

“ And I am just going away. That is, I go to-morrow. I cannot 
staTid this place. I think it the dullest neighbourhood in all England, and 
the most gloomy house I ever saw. Hermione likes it.” 

To this last assertion Lady Clavering e-xpressed no assent ; nor did she 
venture to contradict him. 


CHAPTER V. 

Lady Ongar’s Keturn. 

But Sir Hugh did not get away from Clavering Park on the next morning 
as he had intended. There came to him that same afternoon a message by 
telegraph, to say that Lord Ongar was dead. He had died at Florence on 
the afternoon of Christmas-day, and Lady Ongar had expressed her inten-* 
tion of coming at once to England. 

“ Why the devil doesn’t she stay where she is ? ” said Sir Hugh, to 
his wife. “ People would forget her there, and in twelve months time the 
row would be all over." 
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“ Perhaps she does not want to be forgotten,” said Lady Gavering. 

“ Then she should want it. I don’t care whether she has been guilty 
or not. When a woman gets her name into such a mess as that, she 
should keep in the background.” 

I think you are unjust to her, Hugh.” 

“ Of course you do. You don’t suppose that I expect anything else. 
But if you mean to tell me that there w'ould have been all this row, if she 
had been decently prudent, I tell you that you’re mistaken.” 

“ Only think what a man he was." 

“ She knew that when she took him, and should have borne with him 
while he lasted. A woman isn’t to have seven thousand a year ior 
nothing.” 

“ But you forget that not a syllable has been proved against her, or 
been attempted to be proved. She has never left him, and now she has 
been with him in his last moments. I don’t think you ought to be the 
first to turn against her.” 

“ If she would remain abroad, I would do the best I could for her. 
She chooses to return home ; and as I think she’s ^v^0Dg,^I won’t have her 
here ; — that’s all. You don’t suppose that I go about the world accusing 
her ? ” 

I think you might do something to fight her battle for her.” 

“ I will do nothing, — unless she takes my advice and remains abroad. 
You must WTite to her now, and you will tell her what I say. It’s an 
infernal bore, his dying at this moment ; but 1 suppose people won’t 
expect that I’m to shut myself up.” 

Por one day only did the baronet shut himself up, and on the following, 
he went whither he had before intended. 

Lady Clavering thought it proper to write a line to the rectory, 
informing the family there that Lord Ongar was no more. This she 
did in a note to Mis. Clavering ; and when ijb was received, there came 
over the iaces of them all that lugubrious look, which is, as a matter of 
course, assumed by decorous people when tidings come of the death of 
any one who has been known to them, even in the most distant way. 
With the exception of Harry, all the rectory ClaveringB had been intro- 
dnoed to Lord Ongar, and were now bound to express something 
approaching to sorrow. Will any one dare to call this hypocrisy ? 
If it be 80 called, who in the world is not a hypocrite? Where is 
the man or woman who has not a special face for sorrow before company ? 
ITie man or woman who has no such face, would at once be accused of 
heartleM impropria^. 

It is Teat7 sad,” said Mrs. Ghurering ; only think, it is but little 
more than a year since you married them I ” 

And twelve such months as they have been for her I ” aaid the 
liector, shaking his head. His face was very lugal)rious, for though as 
a parson he was essentiaUy a kiodlpi easy man, to whom humbug was 
odious, and who dealt little in the austerities of clerical d e nun c iation^ still 
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he had his face of pulpit sorrow for the mns of the people, — what I may 
perhaps call his clerical knack of gentle condemnation, — and could therefoie 
assume a solemn look, and a little saddened motion of his head, with more 
ease than people who are not often called upon for such action. 

“ Poor woman 1 ” said Fanny, thinking of the woman’s married 
sorrows, and her early widowhood. 

Poor man,” said Mary, shuddering as she thought of the husband’s 

fate. 

“ I hope,” said Harry^ almost sententiouflly, “ that no one in this house 
will condemn her upon such mere rumours as have been beard.” 

“ Why should any one in this house condemn her,” said the Rector, 
“ even if there were more than rumours ? My dears, judge not, lest ye 
be judged. As regards her, we are bound by close ties not to speak ill of 
her — or even to think ill, unless we cannot avoid it. As far as 1 know, 
we have not even any reason for blinking ill.” Then he went out, changed 
the tone of his countenance among the rectory stables, and lit his cigar. 

Three days after that a second note was brought down from the 
great house to the rectory, and this was from Lady Clavering to Harry. 
“ Dear Harry,” ran the note, — “ Could you find time to come up to me 
this momiog ? Sir Hugh has gone to Nortli Priory. — ^Ever yours, H. C.” 
Han*}’’, of course, went, and as he went, he wondered how Sir Hugh could 
have had the heart to go to North Priory at such a moment. North 
Priory was a hunting seat some thirty miles from Claveriug, belonging to 
a great nobleman with whom Sir Hugh much consorted, Harry was 
grieved that his cousin had not resisted the temptation of going at such 
a time, but be was quick enough to perceive that Lady Clavering alluded 
to the absence of her lord as a reason why Harry might pay his visit to 
the house with satisfaction. 

“ Pm so much oftiged to you for coming,” said Lady Clavering. “ I 
want to know if you can do something for me ” As she spoke, she had a 
paper in her hand which he immediately perceived to be a letter from Italy. 

“ I’ll do anything I can, of course, Lady Clavering.” 

But I must tell yoti, that I hardly know whether I ought to ask you. 
Pm doing what would make Hugh very angry. But he is so unreasonable, 
and so cruel about Julia. He condemns her simply because, as he aays, 
there is no smoke without fire. That is such a cruel thing to say about a 
woman ; — is it not ? ” 

Harry thought that it was a cruel thing, but as he did not wish to 
speak evil of Sir Hugh before Lady Clavering, he held his tongue. 

When we got the first news by telegraph, Julia said that she intended 
to come home at once. Hugh thinks that ^ould remain abroad frr 
some time, and indeed I am not sure but that would be best. AX any 
rate he made me write to her, and advise her to stay. He declared that 
if she came at once he would do nothing for her. The truth is, he doea 
not want to have her here, for if ahl^ were ^gain in the house he would 
have to take her part, if ill-natured thii^ were said.” 
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That’s cowardly,” said Harry, stoutly. 

“ Don’t say that, Harry, till you have heard it all. If he believes 
these things, he is right not to wish to meddle. He is very hard, and 
always believes evil. But he is not a coward. If she were here, living 
with him as my sister, he would take her pai*t, whatever he might himself 
think.” 

“ But why should he think ill of his own sister-in-law ? I have never 
thought ill of her.” 

“ You loved her, and he never did ; — though I think he liked her too 
in his way. But that’s what he told me to do, and I did it. I wrote to 
her, advising her to remain at Florence till the warm weather comes, 
saying that as she could not specially wish to be in London for the season, 
I thought she would be more comfortable there than here and then 
I added that Hugh also advised her to stay. Of course I did not say tliat 
he would not have her here, — but that was his threat.” 

“ She is not likely to press herself where she is not wanted.” 

“ No, — and she will not forget her rank and her money : — for that 
must now be hers. JuUa can be quite as hard and as sWIbborn as he can. 
But I did write as I say, and 1 think that if she had got my letter before 
she had written hersell, she would perhaps have stayed. But here is a 
letter from her, declaring that she will come at once. She will be starting 
almost as soon as my letter gets there, and 1 am sure she will not alter her 
purpose now,” 

“ I don’t see why she should not come if she likes it.” 

Only that she might be more comfortable there. But read what she 
says. You need not read the first patt.* Not that there is any secret; 
but it is about him and his last moments, ahd would only pain you.” 

Harry longed to read the whole, but he be was bid, and began 

the letter at the spot which Lady Clavering marked for him with her 
finger. ‘‘ I have to start on the third, and as I shall stay nowhere except 
to sleep at Turin and Paris, I shall be home by the eighth ; — I think on 
the evening of the eighth. I shall bring only my own maid, and one of 
his men who desires to come back with me. I wish to have apartments 
taken for me in London. I suppose Hugh will do as much as this 
for me 7 ” 

“ I am quite sure Hugh won’t,” said Lady Clavering, who was 
watching his eye as he read. 

Harry said nothing, but went on reading. I shall only 'want two 
sitting-rooms and two bedrooms, — one for myself and one for Clara, and 
should like to have them somewhere near Piccadilly, — in Clarges Street, 
or about there. Yon can write me a line, or send me a message to the 
H6tel Bristol, at Paris. If anything fails, so that I should not hear, 1 
shall go to the Palace Hotel ; and, in that case, should telegraph toi rooms 
irom Paris.” 

** Is that all Pm to read 7 ” Harry adeed. 

** You can go on and see what she says as to her reason for coming.” 
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So Harry went on reading. “ I have suffered much, and of course I know 
that I must suffer more ; but I am determined that I will face the worst 
of it at once. It has been hinted to me that an attempt will be made to 

interfere with the settlement ” “ Who can have hinted that 7 ” said 

Harry. Lady Clavering suspected who might have done so, but she made 
no answer. I can hardly think it possible ; but, if it is done, I will not 
be out of the way. I have done my duty as best I could, and have done 
It under circumstances that I may truly say were terrible ; — and I will go 
on doing it. No one shall say that I am ashamed to show my face and 
claim my own. You will be surprised when you see me. I have aged 
80 much ; ” 

“ You need not go on,” said Lady Clavering. “ The rest is about 
nothing that signifies.” 

Then Harry refolded the letter and gave it back to his companion. 

“ Sir Hugh is gone, and therefore I could not show him that in time 
to do anything ; but if I were to do so, he would simply do nothing, and 
let her go to the hotel in London. Now that would be unkind; — would 
it not ? ” 

“ Very unkind, I think.” 

It would seem so cold to her on her return.” 

“ Very cold. Will you not go and meet her ? ” 

Lady Clavering blushed as she answered. Though Sir' Hugh was a 
tyrant to his wife, and known to be such, and though she knew that this 
was known, she had never said that it was so to any of the Claverings ; 
but now she was driven to confess it. “ He would not let me go, Harry. 

1 could not go without telling him, and if I told him he would forbid it.” 

‘‘ And she is to be all alone in London, without any friend 7 ” 

I shall go to her as^oon as he will let me. I don’t think he will 
.orbid my going to her, |»fhaps after a day or two ; but I know he would 
not let me go on purpose to. meet her.” 

“ It does seem hard.” 

“ But about the apartments, Harry ? I thought that perhaps you would 
see about them. After all that has passed 1 could not have asked you, 
only that now, as you are engaged yourself, it is nearly the same as though 
you were married. I would ask Archibald, only then there would be a 
fuss between Archibald and Hugh ; and somehow I look on you more as 
a brother-in-law than I do Archibald.” 

“ Is Archie in London 7 ” 

His address is at his club, but I daresay he is at North Priory also. 
At any rate, I shall say nothing to him.” 

“ I was thinking he might have met her.” 

“ Julia never liked him. And, indeed, I don’t think she will care so 
much about being met. She was always independent in that way, and 
would go over the world alone better than many men. But couldn’t you 
run up and manage about the apartments 7 A woman coming home as a 
widow, — and in her position, — ^feeli an hotel to be so public.” 
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^ I will Bee about the apartments.” 

“ I Isn&jfT you would. And there will be time for you to send to me, 
so that I can write to Paris ; — will there not ? There is more than a 
week, you know.” 

But Henry did not wish to go to London on this business immedistdy. 
fie had made up his mind that he would not only take the rooms, but 
that be would also meet Lady Ongar at the station. He said nothing of 
this to Lady Clavering, as, perhaps, she might not approve ; but such 
was his intention. He was wrong no doubt. A man in such cases 
should do what he is asked to do, and do no more. But he repeated to 
himself the excuse that Lady Clavering had made, — namely, that he was 
already the same as a married man, and that, therefore, no harm could 
come of his courtesy to his cousin’s wife’s sister. But he did not wish to 
make two journeys to London, nor did he desire to be away for a full 
week out of his holidays. Lady Clavering could not press him to go at 
once, and, therefore, it was settled as he proposed. She would write to 
• Paris immediately, and he would go up to London after three or four 
days. “ If we only knew of any apartments, wc could write,” said Lady 
Clavering. “ You could not know that they were t^mfortable,” said 
Ilarr^' ; “ and you will find that I will do it in plenty of time.” Then 
lie took hie leave ; but Lady Clavering had still one other word to say to 
him. ** You had better not say anything about all this at the rectory ; 
had you ? ” Harry, without considering much about it, said that he 
would not mention it. 

Then he went away and walked again about the park, thinking of it 
all. He had not seen her since he had walked round tlie park, in his 
miser)^, after parting with her in the garden. How much had happened 
since then 1 She had been married in her glory, had become a countess, 
and then a widow, and was now returning with a tarnished name, almost 
repudiated by those who had been her dearest fiicnds ; but with rank 
and fortune at her command, — and again a free woman. He could not 
but think what might have been his chance were it not for Florence 
Burton ! But much had happened to him also. He liad almost perished 
in bis misery ; — so he told himself ; — but had once more tricked his 
beams,” — ^that was his expression to himself^ — and was now flaming in 
the forehead ” of a glorious love. And even if tliere had been no such 
love, would a widowed countess with a damaged name have Bodted his 
ambition, simply because slie had the rich dower of the poor wretch to 
whom she had sold herself? No, indeed. There could be no question of 
renewed vows betwe^ them now ; — ^therc could liave been no such ques- 
tion even had there been no glorious love,” which had accrued to him 
almost as his normal privilege in ri^t of his pupilage in Mr. Burton^s 
office. No;— there eouid be, there could have been, nothing now 
between him and the widowed Countess of Ongar. But, nevertheless, he 
liked the idea of meeting her in London. Ho ffilt soatie triumph in the 
thought that he should be the first to knuffi her hand on her after 
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all that she had Buffered. He would be very courteouB to her, and would 
spare no trouble that would give her any ease. As for 1^ rooms, he 
would see to ever 3 rthing of which he could think that might add to her 
comfort ; and a wish crept upon him, uninvited, that might be ocn- 
Bcious of what he had done for her. 

Would she be aware, he wondered, that he was engaged ? Lady 
Clavering had known it for the last three months, and would probably 
have mentioned the circumstance in a letter. But perhaps not The 
sisters, he knew, had not been good correspondents ; and he almost willed 
tliat she might not know it. “ I should not care to be talking to her 
about Florence,” he said to himself. 

It was very strange that they should come to meet in such a way, 
after all that had passed between them in former days. Would it occur 
to her that he was the only man she had ever loved ? — for, of course, as 
he well knew, she had never loved her husband. Or would she now be 
tdo callous to everything bnt the outer world to think at all of such a 
subject ? She had said that she was aged, and he could well believe it 
Then he pictured her to himself in her weeds, worn, sad, thin, but still 
proud and handsome. He had told Florence of his early love for the 
woman whom Lord Ongar had married, and had described with rapture 
his joy that that early passion had come to nothing. Now he would have 
to tell Florence of this meeting ; and he thought of the comparison h€ 
would make between her bright young charms and the shipwrecked 
beauty of the widow. On the whole, he was proud that he had been 
selected for the commission, as he liked to think of himself as one to 
wliom things happened which were out of the ordinary course. His only 
objection to Florence was that she had come to him so much in tne 
ordinary course. 

I suppose the truth is you are tired of our dulness,” said his father 
to him, when he declared his purpose of going up to London, and, in 
nnswci- to certain questions that were asked him, had hesitated to tell his 
business. 

“ Indeed, it is not so,” said Harry, earnestly ; but I have a coinmis- 
fiion to execute for a certain person, and I cannot explain what it is.’* 
Another secret ; — eh, Harry ? ” 

“ I am very sorry, — but it is a secret. It is not one of my own seek- 
ing; that is all I can say.” His mother and sist^s also asked him a 
question or two •„ but when he became mysterious, they did not persevere. 
“ Of course it is something about Florence,” said Fanny. “ I’ll be bound 
he is going to meet her. What will you bet me, Harry, yon don’t go to 
the play with Florence before you come home ? ” To this Henry deigned 
no answer ; and after that no more questions were asked. 

He went up to London and took rooms in Bolton S^eet. There was 
a pretty fresh-looking light drawing-room, or, indeed, two drawing-rooms, 
and a small dining-room, and a large bed-room looking over upoi;L the 
trees of aomf great nobleman's gaerden. As Harry stood at the window it 
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seemed so odd to him that he should be there. And he was busy about 
everything in the chamber, seeing that all things were clean and well 
ordered. Was the woman of the house sure of her cook ? Sure ; of 
course she was sure. Had not old Lady Dimdaff lived there for two years, 
and nobody ever was so particular about her victuals os Lady Dimdaff. 
^‘And would Lady Ongar keep her own carriage?” As to this Harry 
could say nothing. Then came the question of price, and Harry found his 
commission very difficult. The sum asked seemed to be enormous. 
** Seven guineas a week at that time of the year ! ” Lady Dimdaff had 
always paid seven guineas. But that was in the season,” suggested 
Harry. To this the woman replied that it was the season now. 
Harry felt that he did not like to drive a bargain for the Countess, who 
would probably care very little what she paid, and therefore assented. 
But a guinea a day for lodgings did seem a great deal of money. He 
was prepared to marry and commenee housekeeping upon a less sum for 
all his expenses. However, he had done his commission, had written to 
Lady Clavering, and bad telegraphed to Paris. He had almost brought 
himself to write to Lady Ongar, but when the moment came he abstained. 
He had sent the telegram as from II. Clavering. Shd' might think that 
it came from Hugh if she pleased. 

He was unable not to attend specially to his dress when he went 
to meet her at the Victoria Station. He told himscll that he was an 
ass, — but still he went on being an ass. During the whole afternoon he 
could do nothing but think of what ho had in hand. He was to tell 
Florence everything, but had Florence known the actual state of his 
mind, I doubt whether she would have been satisfied with him. The 
train was due at 8 p.m. lie dined at the Oxford and Cambridge Club at 
six, and then went to hU lodgings to take one last look at his outer man. 
The evening w^as very fine, but he went down to the station in a cab, 
because he would not meet Lady Ongar in soiled boots. He told himself 
again that he was an ass ; and then tried to console ^lynsclf by thinking 
that such an occasion os this seldom happened once to any man, — could 
hardly happen more than once to any man. He had hired a carriage for her, 
not thinking it fit that Lady Ongar should be taken to her new home in a 
cab ; and when he was at the station, half an hour before the proper time, 
was very fidgety because it had not come. Ten minutes before eight he 
might have been seen standing at the entrance to the station looking out 
anxiously for the vehicle. The man was there, of course, in time, but 
Ilany made himself angry because he could not get the carriage so placed 
that Lady Ongar might be sure of stepping into it without leaving the 
platform. Punctually to the moment the coming train announced itself 
by its whistle, and Hurry Clavering felt himself to be in a flutter. 

The train came up along the platform, and Hany stood there expecting 
to see Julia Brabaaon*s head projected from the first window that caught 
his eye. It was of Julia Brabazon’s bead, and not of Lady Ongar’s, that 
he was thinking. But ha saw no sign of her presence while the carriages 
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were coming to a stand-still, and the platform was covered with pas- 
sengers before he discovered her whom he was seeking. ^At last he 
encountered in the crowd a man in livery, and found from him that he 
Vas Lady Ongar’s servant. “ I have come to meet Lady Ongar,” said 
Harry, “ and have got a carriage for her.” Then the servant found his 
mistress, and Harry offered his hand to a tall woman in black. She wore 
a black straw hat with a veil, but the veil was so thick that Harry could 
not at all see her face. 

Is that Mr. Clavering ? ** said she. ^ 

“ Yes,” said Harry, it is I. Your sister asked me to take rooms for 
you, and as I was in town I thought I might as well meet you to see if 
you wanted anything. Can I get the luggage ? ” 

“Thank you; — the man will do that. He knows where the things 

are. 

“I ordered a carriage; — shall I show him where it is? Perhaps 
you will let me take you to it ? They are so stupid here. They would 
not let me bring it up.” 

“It will do very well I’m sure. It’s very kind of you. The rooms 
are in Bolton Street. I have the number here. Oh I thank you.” But 
she would not take his arm. So he led the way, and stood at the door 
while she got into the carriage with her maid. “ I’d better, show the man 
where you are now.” This he did, and afterwards shook hands with her 
through the carriage window. This was all he saw of her, and the words 
which have been repeated were all that were spoken. Of her face he had 
not caught a glimpse. 

As he went home to his lodgings he was conscious that the interview 
had not been satisfactory. He could not say what more he wanted, but 
he felt that there was something amiss. He consoled himself, however, 
by remindmg himself that Florence Burton was the girl whom he had 
really loved, and not Julia Brabazon. Lady Ongar had given him no 
invitation to com#mnd see her, and therefore he determined that he would 
return home on the following day without going near Bolton Street. He 
had pictured to himself beforehand the sort of description he would give 
to Lady Clavering of her sister ; but, seeing bow things had turned out, 
he made up his mind that he would say nothing of the meeting. Indeed, 
he would not go up to the great house at all. He had done Lady 
Clavering’s commission, — at some little trouble and expense to himself, 
and there should be an end of it. Lady Ongar would not mention that 
she had seen him. He doubted, indeed, whether she would remember 
whom she had seen. For any good that he had done, or for any senti- 
ment that there had been, his cousin Hugh’s butler might as well have 
gone to the train.. In this mood he returned home, consoling himself 
with the fitness of things which had given him Florence Burton instead of 
Julia Brabazon for a wife. 


VOL. XIII. — NO. 75 . 


14 . 



274 


THE CLAYERINQS. 


CHAPTER VI. 

The Rev. Samuel Saul. 

Dubing Ilarry's absence in London, a circumstance had occurred at the 
rectory which had surprised some of them and annoyed others a good 
deal. Mr. Saul, the curate, had made an offer to Fanny. The Rector 
and Fanny declared themselves to be both surprised and annoyed. That 
the Rector was in truth troubled by the thing was very evident. Mrs. 
Clavering said that she had almost suspected it, — that she was at any rate 
not surprised ; as to the offer itself, of course she was sorry that it should 
have been made, as it could not suit Fanny to accept it. Mary was sur- 
prised, as she had thought Mr. Saul to be wholly intent on other things ; 
but she could not see any reason why the offer should be regarded as bemg 
on his part unreasonable. 

“ How can you say so, mamma ? ” Such had been Fanny’s indignant 
exclamation when Mrs. Clavering had hinted that Mr. Saul’s proceeding 
had been expected by her. ^ 

Simply because I saw that he liked you, my dear. Men under such 
droumstances have different ways of showing their liking.” 

Fanny, who had seen all of Mary’s love-affair from the beginning to 
the end, and who had watched the Reverend Edward Fielding in all bis 
very conspicuouB manoouvres, would not agree to this. Edward Fielding 
from the first moment of his intimate acquaintance with Mary had 
left no doubt of his intentions on the mind of any one. lie had talked 
to Mary and walked with Mary whenever he was allowed or found it 
possible to do so. When driven to talk to Fanny, he had always talked 
about Mary. He had been a lover of the good, old, plainspoken stomp, 
about whom there had been no mistake. From the first moment of his 
ooming much about Clavering Rectory the only question had been about 
his income. “ I don’t think Mr. Saul ever said a word to me except 
about the poor people and the church services,” said Fanny. That was 
.merely his way,” said Mrs. Clavering. “ Then he must be a goose,” said 
Fanny. I am very sorry if I have made him unhappy, but he had no 
bonxwBs to come to me in that way.” 

I suppose 1 shall have to look for another curate,” said the Rector. 
Bnt this was said in private to his wife. 

I don’t see that at all,” said Mrs. Clavering. With many men it 
ironld be so ; but 1 think yon will find that he will take on answer, and 
that there will be an end of it.” 

Fanny, perhaps, had a right to be indignant, for certainly Mr. Saul had 
given her no fair warning of hia intention. Mary had for some months 
been mtent rather on Mr. Fielding’s churoh matters than on those going 
on in her own parish, and therefore there had been nothing singular in the 
fact that Mr. Saul had said more on such matters to Fanny than to her 
sister. Fanny was eager and active, and as Mr. Saiil was very eager and 
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very active, it was natural that they should hare had some intereata in 
common. But there had been no private walkings, and no talkings that 
<wuld properly be called private. There was a certain book which Fanny 
kept, containing the names of all the poor people in the parish, to which 
Mr. Saul had access equally with herself; but its contents were of a most 
prosaic nature, and when she had sat over it in the rectory drawing-room, 
with Mr. Saul by her side, striving to extract more than twelve pennies 
out of charity killings, she had never thought that it would lead to 
a declaration of love. ^ 

He had never called her Fanny in his life, — not up to the moment 
when she declined the honour of becoming Mrs. Saul. The offer itself 
was made in this wise. She had been at the house of old Widow Tubb, 
half-way between Cumberly Green and the little village of Clavering, 
striving to make that rheumatic old woman believe that she had not 
been cheated by a general conspiracy of the parish in the matter of 
a distribution of coal, when, just as she was about to leave the cottage, 
Mr. Saul came up. It was then past four, and the evening was becoming 
dark, and there was, moreover, a slight drizzle of rain. It was not a 
tempting evening ibr a walk of a mile and a half through a very dirty 
lane ; but Fanny Clavering did not care much for such things, and wjis 
just stepping out into the mud and moisture, with her dress well looped 
up, when Mr. Saul accosted her. 

I’m afraid you’ll be very wet, Miss Clavering.” 

“ That will be better than going without my cup of tea, Mr. Saul, 
which I should have to do if I stayed any longer with Mrs. Tubb. And 
I have got an umbrella.” 

“ But it is so dark and dirty,” said he. 

“ I’m used to that, as you ought to know.” 

“ Yes ; I do know it,” said he, walking on with her. “ I do know 
that nothing ever turns you away from the good work.” 

There was something in the tone of his voice which Fanny did not 
like. He had never complimented her before. They had been very- 
intimate and had often scolded each other. Fanny would accuse him 
of exacting too much from the people, and he would retort upon her 
that slie coddled them. Fanny would often decline to obey him, and 
he would make angry hints as to his clerical authority. In this way 
they had worked together pleasantly, without any of the awkwardness 
which on other terms would have arisen between a young man and a 
yotmg woman. But now that he began to praise her with some pecu- 
liar intention of meaning in his tone, she was confounded. She had 
made no immediate answer to him, but walked on rapidly through the 
mud and slush. 

“ You are veiy constant,” said he ; “I have not been ^o years 
at Clavering without finding that out.” It was becoming worse and worse. 
It was not BO much his words which provoked hw as the tone in whitdi 
they were uttered. And yet she had not the slightest idea of what was 
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comiDg. If, thoroughly admiring her devotion and mistaken as to her 
character, he were to ask her to become a Protestant nun, or suggest to 
lier that she should leave her home and go as nurse into a hospital, then 
there would have occurred the sort of folly of which she believed him to be 
capable. Of the folly which he now committed, she had not believed him 
to be capable. 

It had come on to rain hard, and she held her umbrella low over her 
head. He also was walking with an open umbrella in his hand, so that 
they were not very close to each other. Fanny, as she stepped on impe- 
tuously, put her foot into the depth of a pool, and splashed herself 
thoroughly. 

“ Oh dear, oh dear,” said she ; “ this is very disagreeable.” 

“ Miss Clavering,” said he, “ I have been looking for an opportunity to 
speak to you, and I do not know when I may find another so suitable as 
this.” She still believed that some proposition was to be made to her 
which would be disagreeable, and perhaps impertinent, — but it never 
occurred to her that Mr. Saul was in want of a wife. 

“ Doesn’t it rain too hard for talking? ” she said, 

“ As I have begun I must go on with it now,” he replied, raising his 
voice a little, as though it were necessary that he should do so to make her 
hear him through the rain and darkness. She moved a little further away 
from him with unthinking irritation ; but still he went on with his pur- 
pose. ** Miss Clavering, I know that I am ill-suited to play the part of a 
lover ; — very ill suited.” Then she gave a start and again splashed herself 
sadly. I liave never read how it is done in books, and have not allowed 
my imagination to dwell much on such things.” 

“ Mr. Saul, don’t go on ; pray don’t.” Now she did understand what 
was coming. 

“Yes, Miss Clavering, I must go on now; but not on that account 
would I press you to give mo an answer to-day. I have learned to love 
you, and if you can love me in return, I will take you by the hand, and 
you shall be my wife. I have found that in you which I have been unable 
not to love, — not to covet that I may bind it to myself as my own for ever. 
Will ^ou think of this, and give me an answer when you have considered 
it fully?” 

He had not spoken altogether amiss, and Fanny, thongh fdie was 
very angry witli him, was conscious of this. The time he had" chosen 
might not be considered suitable for a declaration of love, nor the 
place ; but having chosen them, he had, perhaps, made the best of them. 
There had been no hesitation in his voice, and his words had been per- 
fectly audible. 

“ Oh, Mr. Saul, of course I can assure you at once,” said Fanny. 
** There need not be any consideration. I Veally have never thought 

” Fanny, who^knew her own mind on the matter thoroughly, 

was hardly able to express herself plainly and without incivility. As 
soon as that phrase ** of course ” had passed her lipS| she felt that it 
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should not have been spohen. There was no need that die should 
insult him by telling him that such a proposition from him could have 
but one answer. 

“ No, Miss Clavering ; I know you have never thought of it, and there- 
fore it would be well that you should take time. I have not been able to 
make manifest to you by little signs, as men do who are less awkward, all 
the love that I have felt for you. Indeed, could I have done so, I should 
still have hesitated till I had thoroughly resolved that I might be bettor 
with a wife than without one ; and had resolved also, as far as that 
might be possible for me, that you also would be better with a husband.” 

“ Mr. Saul, really that should be for me to think of.” 

‘‘ And for me also. Can any man offer to marry a woman, — to 
bind a woman for life to certain duties, and to so close an obligation 
witliout thinking whether such bonds would be good for her as well 
as for himself? Of course you must think for yourself; — and so have 
1 thought for you. You should think for yourself, and you should think 
also for me.” 

Fanny was quite aware that as regarded herself, the matter was one 
which required no more thinking. Mr. Saul was not a man with whom 
she could bring herself to be in love. She had her own ideas as to what 
was loveable in men, and the eager curate, splashing through the rain by 
her side, by no means came up to her standard of excellence. She was 
unconsciously aware that he had altogether mistaken her character, and 
given her credit for more abnegation of the world than she pretended to 
possess, or was desirous of possessing. Fanny Clavering was in no hurry 
to get married. I do not know that she had even made up her mind that 
marriage would be a good thing for her ; but she had an imtroubled con- 
viction that if she did marry, her husband should have a house and an 
income. She had no reliance on her own power of living on a potato, 
and with one new dress every year. A comfortable home, with nice, com- 
fortable things around her, ease in money matters, and elegance in life, were 
charms with which she had not quarrelled, and, though she did not wish 
to be hard upon Mr. Saul on account of his mistake, she did feel that in making 
his proposition he had blundered. Because she chose to do her d^ as a 
parish clergyman’s daughter, he thought himself entitled to regard her as 
devot^Oj who would be willing to resign everything to become the wife of 
A clergyman, who was active, indeed, but who had not one shilling of 
income beyond his curacy. Mr, Saul,” she said, ** I can assure you 1 
need take no time for further thinking. It cannot be as you would 
have it.” 

“ Perhaps I have been abrupt. Indeed, I feel that it is so, though I 
■did not know how to avoid it” 

*‘It would have made no difference. Indeed, indeed, Mr. Saul, 
nothing of that kind could have made a difference^*' 

Will you grant me this ; — that I may speak to you again on the same 
subject after six months?'” ^ 
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It cAnnot do any good.” 

** It will do this good ; — that for so much time you will have had the 
idea before you.” Fanny thought that she would have Mr. Saul himself 
before her, and that that would be enough. Mr. Saul, with his rusty 
clothes and his thick, dirty shoes, and his weak, blinking eyes, and his 
mind always set upon the one wish of his life, could not be made 
to present himself to her in the guise of a lover. He was one of those 
men of whom women become very fond with the fondness of friend- 
ship, but from whom young women seem to be as far removed in the 
way of love as though they belonged to some other species. “ I will 
not press you further,” said he, “ as I gather by your tone that it 
distresses you.” 

“ I am so sorry if I distress you, but really, Mr. Saul, I could give 
you, — I never could give you any other answer.” 

Then they walked on silently through the rain, — silently, without a 
single word, — for more than half a mile, till they reached the rectory 
gate. Here it was necessary that they should, at any rate, speak to each 
other, and for the last three hundred yards Fanny ^ad been trying to 
find tlie words which would l>e suitable. But he was the first to break 
the silenco. ** Good-night, Miss CJavering,” he said, stopping and putting 
out his hand. 

“ Good-night, Mr. Saul.” 

I hope that there may be no difference in our bearing to each other, 
because of what I have to-day said to you ? ” 

“ Not on my part ; — ^that is, if you will forget it.” 

** No, Miss Glavering ; I shall not forget it. If it had been a thing to 
be finrgotten, I should not have spoken. I certainly shall not forget it.” 

“ You know what I mean, Mr. Saul.” 

“ I shall not forget it even in tlic way that you mean. But still I 
think you need not fear me, because you know that I love you. 1 think 
I can promise that you need not withdraw yourself from me, because of 
what has passed. But you will tell your father and your mother, and of 
course will be guided by them. And now, good-night.” Then he went, 
and she was astonished at finding that lie had had much the best of it in 
his manner of speaking and conducting himself. She had refused him 
very curtly, and he had borne it well He had not been abashed, nor had 
he become sulky, nor had he tried to melt her by mention of his o^vn 
misery. In truth he had done it very well, — only that he should have 
known better than to make any such attempt at all. 

Mr. Saul bad been right in one thing. Of course she told her mother, 
and of course her mother told her father. Before dinner that evening the 
whole affair was being debated in the family conclave. They all agreed 
that Fanny had had no alternative bnt to rejeat the propoaition at once. 
That, indeed, was so l^ronghly taken for granted, tbiU the point was not 
discussed. But there came to be a difference between the BcKitor and 
Fanny on one aide, and Mrs. Clavering and Maiy on the other. ^ Upon 
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my word,” said the Rector, “ I think it was very impertinent.'” Fanny 
would not have liked to use that word herself, but she loved her father 
for using it. 

“ I do not see that,” said Mrs. Clavering. He could not know what 
Fanny’s views in life might be. Curates very often marry out of the 
houses of the clergymen with whom they are placed, and I do not see why 
Mr. Saul should be debarred from the privilege of trying.” 

“ If he had got to like Fanny what else was he to do ? ” said Mary. 

“ Oh, Mary, don’t talk such nonsense,” said Fanny. “ Got to like ! 
People shouldn’t get to like people unless there’s some reason for it.” 

“ What on earth did he intend to live on ? ” demanded the Rector. 

“ Edward had nothing to live on, when you first allowed him to oome 
here,” said Mary. 

But Edward had prospects, and Saul, as far as I know, has none. 
ITc had given no one the slightest notice. If the man in the moon had 
come to Fanny I don’t suppose she would have been more surprised.” 

‘‘ Not half so much, papa.” 

Then it was that Mrs. Clavering had declared that she was not 
surprised, — that she bad suspected it, and had almost made Fanny angry 
by saying so. When Harry came back two days afterwards, the family 
news was imparted to him, and be immediately ranged bimself on his 
father’s side. Upon my word I think that he ought to be forbidden 
the bouse,” said Harry. “ He has forgotten himself in making such a 
proposition.” 

“ That’s nonsense, Harry,” said his mother. If he can be com- 
fortable coming here, there can be no reason why he should be uncom- 
fortable. It would be an injustice to him to ask him to go, and a great 
trouble to your father to find another curate that would suit him Bo well.” 
There could be no doubt whatever as to the latter proposition, and there- 
fore it was quietly argued that Mr. Saul’s fault, if there had been a fault, 
should be condoned. On the next day he came to the rectory, and they 
were aU astonished at the ease with which he bore himself. It was not 
that he affected any special freedom of manner, or that he altogether 
avoided any change in his mode of speaking to them. A slight blush 
came upon his sallow face as he first spoke to Mrs. Clavering, and he 
hardly did more than say a single word to Fanny. But he carried him- 
self as though conscious of what he had done, but in no degree ashamed 
of the doing it. The Rector’s manner to him was stiff and formal ; — seeing 
which Mrs. Clavering spoke to him gently, and with a smik. ^ I saw you 
were a little hard on him,* and therefore I tried to make up for it,” said 
she afterwards. You were quite right,” said the husband. You always 
are. But 1 wish he had not made sudi a fool of himself. It will never 
be the same thing with him again.” Harry hardly spoke to Mr. Saul the 
first time he met him, all of which Mr. Saul understood perfectly. 

“ Clavering,” he said to Harry, a day or two after this, “ I hone there 
is to be no difference between you and me.” 
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“ Difference ! I don’t know what you mean by difference.” 

“ We were good friends, and I hope that wc are to remain so. No 
doubt you know what has taken place between me and your sister.” 

“ Oh, yes ; — I have been told, of course.” 

“ What I mean is, that I hope you arc not going to quarrel with me 
on that account 7 What I did, is it not what you would have done in ray 
position 7 — only you would have done it successfully ? ” 

“ I think a fellow should have some income, you know.” 

** Can you say that you would have waited for income before you spoke 
of marriage 7 ” 

“ I think it might have been better that you should have gene to my 
father.” 

“ It may be that that is the rule in such things, but if so I do not 
know it. Would she have liked that better ? ” 

“ Well ; — I can’t say.” 

“ You are engaged 7 Did you go to the young lady’s family first ? ” 

I can’t say I did ; but I think I had given them some ground to 
expect it. I fancy they all knew w'hat I was about, l^t it’s over now, 
and I don’t know that we need say anything more about it.” 

** Certainly not. Nothing can be said that would be of any use ; but 
I do not think I have done anything that you should resent.” 

Resent is a strong word. I don’t resent it, or, at any rate, I won’t ; 
and there may be an end of it.” After this, Harry was more graciou.s 
with Mr. Saul, having on idea tliat the curate had made some sort of 
apology for what he had done. But that, I fancy, was by no means 
Mr, Saul’s view of the case. Had he offered to marry the daughter of 
the Archbifthop of Canterbury, instead of the daughter of the Rector of 
Clavcriilg^Jbe would not have imagined that bis doing so needed on 
apology. 

The day after his return from London Lady Ciavering sent for Harry 
up to the house. “ So you saw my sister in London 7 ” she said. 

** Yes,” said Harry blushing; *‘as I was in town, I thought that I 
might as well meet her. But, as you said, Lady Ongar is able to do 
without much assistance of that kind. I only just saw her.” 

** Julia took it so kindly of you ; but she seems surprised that you 
did not come to her the following day. She thought you would have 
caUed.” 

Oh, dear, no. 1 fancied that she would be too tired and too busy to 
wish to see any mere acquaintance.” 

** Ah, Harry, I tee that she has angered you,” said Lady Clavering ; 
** otherwise you would not talk about mere acquaintance.” 

** Not in the least Angered me ! How could she anger me ? What 
1 meant was that at such a time she would probably wish to see no one 
bat people on businessi-^unless it was some one near to her, like yourself 
or Hugh.” 

“ Hugh will not go to her.” 
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But you will do so ; will you uot ? ” 

“ Before long I will. You don’t seem to understand, Harry, — and, 
jperhaps, it would be odd if you did, — that I can’t run up to town and 
’back as I please. I ought not to tell you this, I dare say, but one feels 
as though one wanted to talk to some one about one’s affairs. At the 
present moment, I have not the money to go, — even if there were no 
other reason.” These last wordB she said almost in a whisper, and then 
she looked up into the young man’s face, to see what he thought of the 
communication she had made him. 

“ Oh, money 1 ” he said. “ You could soon get money. But I hope 
it won’t be long before you go.” 

On the next morning but one a letter came by the post for him from 
Lady Ongar. When he saw the handwriting, which he knew, his heart 
was at once in his mouth, and he hesitated to open his letter at the 
breakfast-table. He did open it and read it, but, in truth, he hardly 
understood it or digested it till ho had taken it away with him up to his 
jwn room. The letter, which was very short, was as follows: — 

Dear Friend, 

I FELT your kindness in coming to me at the station so much ! — the more, 
perhaps, because others, who owed me more kindness, have paid me less. Don't 
suppose that I allude to poor Hermione, for, in truth, 1 have no intention to complain 
of her. I thought, pci haps, you would have come to see me before you left London ; 
but I suppose you were hurried. I hear from Clavering that you ore to be up about 
your new profession in a day or two. Pray come and see me before you have been 
many days in London. I shall have so much to say to yon ! The rooms you have 
taken are everything that I wanted, and I am so grateful ! 

Yours ever, 

J. P. 

When Hai’ry had read and had digested this, he became^WWare that 
he was again fluttered. “ Poor creature ! ” he said to himself ; “ it is sad 
to thuik how much she is in want of a friend.” 





PAKT I. 

The summer before last I spent some weeks at Llandudno, on the Wei A 
coast. The best lodging-houses at Llandudno look eastward, towards 
Liverpool; and from that Saxon hive swarms are incessantly issuing, 
crossing the bay, and taking possession of the beach and the lodging- 
houses. Guarded by the Great and Little Orme’s Head, and alive with 
the Saxon invaders from Liverpool, the eastern bay is an attractive point 
of interest, and many visitors to Llandudno never contemplate anything 
else. But, putting aside the charm of the Liverpool steamboats, perhaps 
the view, on this side, a little dissatisfies one after a while ; the horizon 
wants mystery, the sea wants beauty, the coast wants'Vcrdure, and has 
a too bare austereness and aridity. At last one turns round and looks 
westward. Everything is changed. Over the mouth of the Conway and 
its sands is the eternal softness and mild light of the west ; the low line 
of the mystic Anglesey, and the precipitous Penmaenmawr, and the great 
group of Camedd Llewelyn and Carnedd David and their brethren fading 
away, hill behind hill, in an aerial haze, make the horizon : between the 
foot of Penmaenmawr and the bending coast of Anglesey, the sea, a 
wlver stream, disappears one knows not whither. On this side, Wales, — 
Wales, where the past still lives, where every place has its tradition, every 
name its poetry, and where the people, the genuine people, still knows 
this past, this tradition, this poetry, and lives with it, and clings to it; 
while, alas, the prosperous Saxon on the other side, the invader from 
Liverpool and Birkenhead, has long ago forgotten liis. And the pro- 
montory where Llandudno stands is the very centre of this tradition ; it is 
Creuddjm, the bloody city, where every stone has its story ; there, opposite 
its decaying rival, Conway Castle, is Diganwy, not decaying but long since 
utterly decayed, some crumbling foundations on a crag-top and nothing 
more ; — Diganwy, where Mael-gwyn shut up Elphin, and where Taliesin 
came to free him. Below, in a fold of the hill, is Llan-rhos, the church 
of the marsh, where the same Mael-gwyn, a British prince of real history, 
a bold and licentious chief, the original, it is said, of Arthur's Lancelot, 
shut himself up in the church to avoid the Yellow Plague, and peeped out 
through a hole in the door, and saw the monster and died. Behind 
among the woods, is Glod-daeth, the place of feasting^ where the bards were 
entertained; and fiirther away, up the valley of the Conway towards 
Llanrwst, is the Lake of Ceirionydd and Taliesin's grave. Or, again, 
looking seawards and Anglesey-wards, you have Pen-mon, Seiriol's isle 
and priory, where Mael-gwyn lies buried ; you have the Sands of 
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Lamentatiwi and Llys Helig, Helig's Maen^icn, a Tnaneion under the waves, 
a sea-buried palace and realm. Eac ihat Simois ; hie est Sigeia tellua. 

As I walked up and down, last August year, looking at the waves 
as they washed this Sigeian land which has never had its Homer, end 
listening with curiosity to the strange, unfamiliar speech of its old 
possessors’ obscure descendants, bathing people, vegetable-sellers, and 
donkey boys, who were all about me, — suddenly I heard, through the 
stream of unknown Welsh, words, not English, indeed, but still familiar. 
They came from a Frendi nursery-maid, with some children. Pro- 
foundly ignorant of her relationship, this Gaulidi Celt moved among her 
British cousins, speaking her polite neo-Latin tongue, and full of com- 
passionate contempt, probably, for the Welsh barbarians and their jargon. 
What a revolutions was here ! How had the star of this daughter of 
Gomer waxed, while the star of these C3rmry, his sons, had waned I What 
a difference of fortune in the two, since the days when, speaking the same 
language, they left their common dwelling-place in the heart of Asia; 
since the Cimmerians of the Euxine oame in upon their western kinsmen, 
the sons of the giant Galates ; since the sisters, Gaul and Britain, cut the 
mistletoe in their forests, and saw the coming of Ctesar ! Blanc, rouge, 
rocher, champ, eglise, seigneur , — these words, by which the Gallo-Roman 
Colt now names white, and red, and rock, and held, and church, and lord, are 
no part of the speech of his true ancestors, they are words he has learnt ; 
but since he learnt them they have had a world-wide success, and we all 
teach them to our children, and armies speaking them have domineered 
in every city of that Germany by which the British Celt was broken, 
and in the train of these armies, Saxon auxiliaries, a humbled contingent, 
have been fiiin to follow ; — the poor Welshman still says, in the genuine 
tongue of his ancestors, gwyn, goch, craig, mass, Man, arglwydd ; but his 
land is a province, and his history petty, and his Saxon subduers scout 
his speech as an obstacle to civilization ; and the echo of all its kindred 
in other lands is growing every day fainter and more feeble; gone in 
Cornwall, going in Brittany and the Scotch Highlands, going, too, in 
Ireland ; — and there, above all, the badge of the beaten race, the property 
of the vanquished. 

But the Celtic genius was just then preparing, in Llandudno, to have 
its hour of revival. Workmen were busy in putting up a large tent-like 
wooden building, which attracted the eye of every new-comer, and which 
my little boys believed (their wish, no doubt, being father to their belief,) 
to be a circus. It turned out, however, to be no circus for Castor and 
Pollux, hut a temple &fr Apollo and the Muses. It was the place 
where the Eisteddfod, or Bardic Congress of Wales, was ed>out to be held ; 
a meeting which has for its object (I quote the words of its pronsoters) 
the diffusion of useful knowledge, the eliciting cf native talent, and the 
cherishing of love of home and honourable £une by the oultivatioD of 
poetry, music, and art.’’ My little boys were disappointed ; hut I, whoe 
circus days are over, I, who have a professional iotorast in poetry, and 



284 


THE STUDY OF CELTIC LITERATURE. 


who, also, hating all one-sidednesa and oppression, wish nothing better 
than that the Celtic genius should be able to show itself to the world and 
to make its voice heard, was delighted. 1 took my ticket, and waited 
impatiently for the day of opening. The day came, an unfortunate 
one ; storms of wind, clouds of dust, an angry, dirty sea. The Saxons 
who arrived by the Liverpool steamers looked miserable ; even the 
Welsh who arrived by land, — whether they were discomposed by the bad 
morning, or by the monstrous and crushmg tax which the London and 
North-Western Railway Company levies on all whom it transports across 
those four miles of marshy peninsula between Conway and Llandudno, — 
did not look happy. First we went to the Gorsedd, or preliminary con- 
gress for conferring the degree of bard. The Gorsedd was held in the 
open air, at the windy comer of a street, and the morning was not favour- 
able to open-air solemnities. The Welsh, too, share, it seems to me, with 
their Saxon invaders, an inaptitude for show and spectacle. Show and 
spectacle are better managed by the Latin race, and those whom it has 
moulded; the Welsh, like us, are a little awkward and resourceless in the 
organization of a festival. The presiding genius of thornnystic circle, in 
our hideous nineteenth century costume relieved only by a green scarf, 
the wind drowning his voice and the dust powdering his whiskers, looked 
thorouglily wretched ; so did the aspirants for bardic honours ; and I 
believe, after about an hour of it, we all of us, as we stood shivering round 
the sacred stones, began half to wish for the Druid’s sacrificial knife to 
end our sufferings. But the Dnud's knife is gone from his hands ; so wc 
sought the shelter of the Eisteddfod building. 

The sight inside w'as not lively. The president and liis supporters 
mustered strong on the platform. On the floor the one or two front 
benches were pretty well fllled, but their occupants were for the most pai't 
Saxons, who came there from curiosity, not from enthusiasm ; and all the 
middle and back benches, where should have been the true enthusiasts, — 
the Welsh people, — were nearly empty. The president, I am sure, showed 
a national spirit which was admirable. lie addressed us Saxons in our 
own language, and called us the English branch of the descendants of 
the ancient Britons.” We received the compliment with the impassive 
dulness which is the characteristic of our nature ; and the lively Celtic 
nature, which should have made up for the dulness of ours, was absent. 
A lady who sat by me, and who was the wife, 1 found, of a distinguished 
bard on the platform, told me, with emotion in her look and voice, how 
dear were these solemnities to the heart of her people, how deep was the 
interest which was aroused by them. 1 believe her, but still the whole 
performance, on that particular morning, was incurably lifeless. The 
recitation of the prise compodtiona began : pieces of verse and prose in 
the Welsh language, an essay on punctualiQr being, if 1 remember right, 
one of them ; a poem on the march of Havelock, another. This went on 
for some time. Thm Dr. Vanghan,— the well-known Nonconformist 
minister, a Welshman, and a good patriot,-T^ddreised ns in English. His 
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speech was a powerful one, and he succeeded, I confess, in sending a faint 
thrill through our front benches ; but it was the old familiar thrill which 
we have all of us felt a thousand times in Saxon chapels and meeting- 
halls, and had nothing bardic about it, I stepped out, and in the street 
I came across an acquaintance fresh from London and the parliamentary 
session. In a moment the spell of the Celtic genius was forgotten, the 
Philistinism of our Saxon nature made itself felt ; and my friend and I 
walked up and down by the roaring waves, talking not of ovates and bards; 
and triads and englyns, but of the sewage question, and the glories of our 
local self-government, and the mysterious perfections of the Metropolitan 
Board of Works. 

I believe it is admitted, even by the admirers of Eisteddfods in general, 
that this particular Eisteddfod was not a success. Llandudno, it is said, 
was not the right place for it. Held in Conway Castle, as a few years 
ago it was, and its spectators, — an enthusiastic multitude, — filling the grand 
old ruin, I can imagine it a most impressive and interesting sight, even to 
a stranger labouring under the terrible disadvantage of being ignorant of 
the Welsh language. But even seen as I saw it at Llandudno, it had 
the power to set one thinking. An Eisteddfod is, no doubt, a kind of 
Olympic meeting ; and that tl)e common people of Wales should care for 
such a thing, shows something Greek in them, something spiritual, some- 
thing humane, something (I am afraid one must add) which in the English 
common people is not to be found. This line of reflection has been 
followed by the accomplished Bishop of St. David’s, and by the Saturday 
Review : it is just, it is fruitful, and those who pursued it merit our best 
thanks. But, from peculiar circumstances, the Llandudno meeting was, 
as t have said, such as not at all to suggest ideas of Olympia, and of a multi- 
tude touched by the divine flame, and hanging on the lips of Pindar. It 
rather suggested the triumph of the prosaic, practical Saxon, and the 
approaching extinction of an enthusiasm which he derides as factitious, a 
literature which he disdains os trash, a language which he detests as a 
nuisance. 

I must say I quite share the opinion of my brother Saxons as to the 
practical inconvenience of perpetuating the speaking of Welsh, It may 
cause a moment’s distress to one’s imagination when one hears that the 
last Cornish peasant who spoke the old tongue of Cornwall is dead ; but, 
no doubt, Cornwall is the better for adopting English, for becoming more 
thoroughly one with the rest of the country. The fusion of all the 
inhabitants of these islands into one homogeneous, English-speaking 
whole, the breaking down of barriers between us, the swallowing up of 
separate provincial nationalities, is a consummation to which the natural 
course of things irresistibly tends ; it is a necessity of what is called 
modem civilization, and modem civilization is a real, legitimate force ; 
the change must come, and its acoomplishment is a mere aflair of time. 
The sooner the Welsh language disappears as au instrument of the 
practical, political, social life of Wales, the better ; the better for EngUmd, 
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the better for Wales itself. Traders and tourists do excellent service hj 
pu^ng the English wedge Airther and further into the heart of the 
prindpaltty ; government, by hammering it harder and harder into the 
elementary schools. Nor, perhaps, can one have much sympathy with 
the literary cultivation of Welsh as an instrument of living literature; 
and in this respect Eisteddfods encourage, I think, a fantastic and 
mischief- working delusion. For all serious purposes in modem literature 
(and trifling purposes in it who would care to encourage ? ) the language 
of a Welshman is and must be English ; if an Eisteddfod author has 
anything to say about punctuality or about the march of Havelock, he 
had much better say it in English ; or rather, perhaps, what he has to say 
on these subjects may as well be said in Welsh, but the moment he has 
anything of real importance to say, anything the world will the least care 
to hear, he must speak English. Dilettantism might possibly do much 
harm here, might mislead and waste and bring to nought a genuine 
t^ent. For all modem purposes, I repeat, let us all as soon as possible be 
one people ; let the Welshman speak English, and, if he is an author, let 
him write English. ^ 

So far, I go along with the stream of my brother Saxons ; but here, 

I imagine, I part company with them. They will have nothing to do with 
the Welsh language and literature on any terms ; they would gladly make 
a clean sweep of it from the face of the earth. I, on certain terms, wish 
to make a great deal more of it than is made now ; and I regard the 
Welsh literattire, — or rather, dropping the distinction between Welsh and 
Irish, Gaels and Cymris, let me say Celtic literature, — os an object of 
very great interest. My brother Saxons have, as is well known, a 
terrible way with them of wanting to improve everything but themselvos 
off the face of the earth ; 1 have no such passion for finding nothing but 
myself everywhere ; I like variety to exist and to show itself to me, and 
I would not for the world have the lineaments of the Celtic genius lost. 
But I know my brother Saxons, I know their strength, and I know that 
the Celtic genius will make nothing of trying to set uj) bamers against 
them in the world of fact and brute force, of trying to hold its own against 
them as a political and social counter-power, as the soul of a hostile 
□atioiiality. To me there is something moumfiil (and at this moment, 
when one sees what is going on in Ireland, how well may one say so ! ) 
in hearing a Welshman or an Irishman make pretensions, — natural pre- 
teaaioiis^ 1 admit, but how hopelessly vain ! — to such a rival self-establish- 
meat; there is something moumfril in hearing an Englishman scout them. 
Strength 1 alaa^ it la not strength, strength in the material world, which ia 
wattlmg to lu Saxons ; we have plenty of strength for swallowing up and 
absovfaing as much as we dioose ; there is nothing to hinder us from 
c&eing the last poor material remains of that Celcio power which once 
was everywhere, but bas long since, in the race of civilisation, ikhan out of' 
sight. We may threaten them with extiueckm if we will, and may almost 
say m so threatemng them, like Cseaar in thresetemDg with death the tribune 
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MetelluB, who dosed the treasury doors agamst him: **And when 1 
threats this, young man, to threaten it is more trouble to me than to do 
it.” It is not in the outward and visible world of material life, that the 
Geltio genius of Wales or Ireland can at this day hope to count for much ; 
it is in the inward world of thought and science. What it hoB been, what 
it has done, let it ask us to attend to that, as a matter of science and 
history ; not to what it will be or will do, as a matter of modem 
politics. It cannot count appreciably now as a material power; but, 
perhaps, if it can get itself thoroughly known as an object of science, it 
may count for a good deal, — far more than we Saxons, most of us, imagine, 
—as a spiritual power. 

The bent of our time is towards science, towards knowing things as 
they are ; so the Celt’s claims towards having his genius and its works 
lairly tieated, as objects of scientific investigation, the Saxon can hardly 
reject when these claims are urged simply on theii* own merits, and are not 
mixed up with extraneous pretensions which jeopardize them. What the 
French call the science des origines^ the science of origins, — a science 
which is at the bottom of all real knowledge of the actual world, and 
which is every day growing in interest and importance, — is very incom- 
plete without a thorough critical account of the Celts, and their genius,, 
language, and literature. This science has still great progress 'to make, but 
its progress, made even within the recollection of those of us who are in 
middle life, has already affected our common notions about the Celtic 
race; and this change, too, shows how science, the knowing things as 
they are, may even have salutary practical consequences. I remember 
when I was young I was taught to think of Celt as separated by an im- 
passable gulf from Teuton ; my father, in particular, was never w^eary of 
contrasting them ; he insisted much oftener on the separation between us 
and them than on the separation between us and any other race in the 
world ; in the same way Lord Lyndhurst, in words long famous, called 
the Irish, “ aliens in speech, in religion, in blood." This naturally created 
a profound sense of estrangement; it doubled the estrangement which 
political and religious differences already made between us and the Irish : 
it seemed to make this estrangement immense, incurable, fatal. It begot 
a strange reluctance, as any one may see by reading the preface to the 
great text-book for Welsh poetry, the Myvgrian Archaologi/y publidied at 
the beginning of this century, to further,' — nay, allow, — even among quiet, 
peaceable people like the Welsh, the publication of the documents of their 
ancient literature, the monuments of the Cymric genius ; such was the sense 
of repulsion, the sense of incompatibility, of radical antagonism, making it 
seem dangerous to us to let such opposites to ourselves have speech and 
utterance. Certainly the Jew, — the Jew of ancient times, at least,— then 
seemed a thoiisand degrees neoirer than the Celt to us. Puritanism hadao 
assimilated Bible ideaaand phraseology ; names like Ebenezer, and notiona 
like that of hewing Agag in pieces, came so natural to us, thatt the seme of 
affinity betweoEi ^ Teutonic and the Hebrew nature waa quite atrong; 
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a Bteadj, middle-claBB Anglo-Saxon znncli more imagined himself Ehud^s 
cousin than Ossian'a. But meanwhile) the pregnant and striking ideas of the 
ethnologists about the true natural grouping of the human race, the doctrine 
of a great Indo-European unity, comprising Hindoos, Persians, Greeks, 
Latins, Celts, Teutons, Slavonians, on the one hand, and, on the other 
hand, of a Semitic unity and of a Mongolian unity, separated by profound 
distinguishing marks from the Indo-European unity and from one another, 
was slowly acquiring consistency and popularizing itself. So strong and 
real could the sense of sympathy or antipathy, grounded upon real identity 
or diversity in race, grow in men of culture, that we read of a genuine 
Teuton, — Wilhelm von Humboldt, — finding, even in the sphere of religion, 
that sphere where the might of Semitism has been so overpowering, the 
fdbd which most truly suited his spirit in the productions not of the alien 
Semitic genius, but of the genius of Greece or India, the Teuton’s bom 
kinsfolk of the common Indo-European family. “Towards Semitism he 
felt himself,” we read, “ far less drawn ; ” he had the consciousness of a 
certain antipathy in the depths of his nature to this, and to its “ absorb- 
ing, t3rrannous, terrorist religion,” as to the opener, mftre flexible Indo- 
European genius, this religion appeared. “ The mere workings of the 
old man in him ! ” Semitism will readily reply ; and though one can 
hardly admit this short and easy method of settling the matter, it must 
be owned that Humboldt’s is an extreme case of Indo-Europcanism, 
useful as letting us see what may be the power of race and primitive 
constitution, but not likely, in the spiritual sphere, to have many com- 
panion cases equalling it. Still, even in this sphere, the tendency is in 
Humboldt’s direction ; the modem spirit tends more and more to establish 
a sense of native diversity between our European bent and the Semitic 
bent, and to eliminate, even in our religion, certain elements os purely 
and excessively Semitic, and therefore, in right, not combinable with our 
European nature, not assimilable by it. This tendency is now quite 
visible even among ourselves, and even, as I have said, within the great 
sphere of the Semitic genius, the sphere of religion ; and for its justidca- 
tion this tendency appeals to science, the science of origins ; it appeals to 
thi« science as teaching us which way our natural affinities and repulsions 
lie. It appeals to this science, and in part it comes from it ; it is, in con- 
siderable part, an iaflirect proetioal result from it. In the sphere of politics, 
too, there has, in the same wsy, M;>eared «n indirect practical result from 
this science ; the sense of antipatfll^to the Irish people, of radical estrange- 
ment from them, has visibly abated amongst all the better port of us ; 
the remorse for past ill-treatment of them, the wish to make amends, to 
do them justice, to fairly unite, if possiblei in one people with them, has 
visibly increased ; hanily a book on Ireland is now published, hardly a 
debate on Ireland now posses in Parliament, without this appealing. 
Fiinoifbl as the notion may at first seem, I am inclined to th(nk that the 
march of smence, — science insiating that there is no such original chasm 
between the Celt and the Saxon as we once popularly imagined, that they 
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nre not tmly, what Lord Lyndburst called them, aliens in Hood from us, 
that they are our brothers in the great Indo-European family, — has had 
a share, an appreciable share, in producing this changed state of feeling. 
No doubt, the release from alarm and struggle, the sense of firm possession, 
solid security, and overwhelming power; no doubt these, allowing and 
encouraging humane feelings to spring up in us, have done much ; no 
doubt a state of fear and danger, Ireland in hostile conflict with us, our 
union violently disturbed, might, while it drove back all humane feelings, 
make also the old sense of utter estrangement revive. Nevertheless, so 
long as such a malignant revolution of events does not actually come 
about, so long the new sense of kinship and kindliness lives, works, and 
gathers strength ; and the longer it so lives and works, the more it makes 
any such malignant revolution improbable. And this new, reconciling 
sense has, I say, its roots in science. 

However, on these indirect benefits of science we must not lay too 
much stress. Only this must be allowed ; it is clear that there are now 
in operation two influences, both favourable to a more attentive and 
impartial study of Celtism than it has yet ever received from us. One 
is, the strengthening in us of the feeling of Indo-Europeanism ; the other, 
tlie strengthening in us of the scientific sense generally. The first breaks 
down barriers between us and the Celt, relaxes the estrangement between 
us ; the second begets the desire to know his case thoroughly, and to be 
just to it. This is a very different matter from the political and social 
Celtization of which certain enthusiasts dream ; but it is not to be 
despised by any one to whom the Celtic genius is dear; and it is 
possible, whi'e the other is not. 

To know the Celtic case thoroughly, one must know the Celtic people ; 
and to know them, one must know that by which a people best express 
themselves, — their literature. Few of us have any notion what a mass 
of Celtic literature is really yet extant and accessible. One constantly 
'iuds even very accomplished people, who fancy that the remains of Welsh 
and Irish literature are as inconsiderable by their volume, as, in their 
opinion, they are by their intrinsic merit ; that these remains consist of a 
few prose stories, in great part borrowed from the literature of nations 
more civilized than the Welsh or Irish ns^ipn. and of H^rne unintelligible 
poetry. As to Welsh literature, tbey ^ l^^^ eard, perhaps, of the Blacl 
Book of CaermarthenfoT of the JMpq/* Hergesty an^ they imagine 
that one or two famous manuscript boob these contain the wble 
mutter. They hrf^e no notion that, in real truth, to quote the words of one 
who is no friend to die high pretensions of Welsh literature, but their 
most formidable impugner, Mr. Nash ; — ** The J^vyrian manuscripts 
alone, now deposited in the Britidi Museum, amount to 47 volumef of 
poetry, of various sizes, containing about 4,700 pieces of poetry, in 
pages, besides about 2,000 englynion or epigrammatic stanzas. Thece 
axe also in die same collection, 58 volumes of prose, in about 15,800 
pages, containing a great many curious documents on various subjects. 
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Besides these, -which -were purchased of the -widow of the celebrated Owen 
Jones, the editor of the Myvyrian Archceology^ there are a vast number 
of collections of Welsh manuscripts in London, and in the libraries of the 
gentry of the principality.” The Myvyrian Archaeology here spoken of 
by Mr. Nosh, I have alrctidy mentioned : he calls its editor, Owen Jones, 
celebrated ; he is not so celebrated but that he claims a word, in passing, 
from a professor of poetry. He was a Denbighshire peasant, born before 
the middle of the last century, in that vale of Myvyr, -which has given its 
name to his archaeology. From his childhood he had that passion for the 
old treasures of his country’s literature, which to this day, as I have 
said, in the common people of Wales is so remarkable ^ these treasures 
were unprinted, scattered, difficult of access, jealously guarded. “ More 
than once,” says Edward Lhuyd, who in his Archaeofogia Britannica^ 
brought out by liim in 1707, would gladly have given them to tlie world, 
“ more than once I had a promise from the owner, and the jiromise was 
afterwards retracted at the instigation of certain persons, pseudo-poli- 
ticians, as I think, rather than men of letters.’’ So Ow^n Jones wont up, 
a young man of nineteen, to London, and got employment in a furrici’s 
shop in Thames Street ; for forty years, with a single objert in view, lie 
worked at his business ; and at the end of that time his object was won. 
He had risen in his employment till the business had become Ins own, 
and he was now a man of considerable means ; but tbose means had been 
sought by him for one purpo.«ie only, the purpose of his lile, the dream of 
his youth, — the giving permanence and publicity to llie ti-easnres of his 
national litemture. Gradually be got manuscript after manuscript tran- 
scribed, and at la.st, in 1801, be jointly -with two friends brought out in 
three large volumes, printed in doubla columns, his Myvyrian Arch(Fology 
of Wales. The book is full of imperfections, it presented itself to a public 
which could not judge of its importance, and it brought upon its author, 
in his life-time, more attack than honour. lie died not long afterwards, 
and now he lies buried in All-hallow\s Church, in London, witli his tomb 
turned towards the cast, away fi'om the green vale of Clwyd and the 
mountains of his native Wales; but his book is the great repertory of the 
literature of his nation, tlie comparative study of languages and literatures 
gains every day more followers, and no one of those followers, at homo or 
abroad, touches Welsh literatur# without paying homage to the Denbigh- 
shire peasant’s^narae ; if the bfeiis' glory and his own are still matter of 
moment to him, — si quid inmiem mortalia tangtintj — he may be latisfied. 

Even the printed stock of early Welsh literature therefore, con- 
siderable, and the mannscript stock of it is very great indeed. Of Irish 
literature, the ttoQjk»«^ printed and manuscript, is truly vast; the work 
of eatalogning and describing this haa been odniirtbly performed by 
another remarkafaie man, who died only the odior day, lir. Engefie O’Cnny, 
Obscure Soaiiger of n despised literature, he deserves some wetgfatier Toioe 
to pniise hint than the voice of an unlearned belietrietie tn^er like me ; 
he belongs to the raoe of the giants in Hterioy resesich sad industry,—* 
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race now almost extinct. Without a literary education, and impeded too, 
it appears, by much trouble of mind and infirmity of body, he has accom- 
plished such a thorough work of classification and description for the 
chaotic mass of Irish literature, that the student has now half his labour 
saved, and needs only to use his materials as Eugene O’Curry hands then! 
to him. It was as a professor in the Catholic University in Dublin that 
O’ Curry gave the lectures in which he has done the student this service; 
it is touching to find that these lectures, a splendid tribute of devotion to 
tlie Celtic cause, had no hearer- more attentive, more sympathizing, than a 
man, himself, too, the champion of a cause more interesting than prosperous, 
— one of those causes which please noble spirits, but do not please Destiny, 
which liave Cato’s adherence, but not Heaven’s, — Dr. Newman. Eugene 
O’Curry, in these lectures of his, taking as his standard the quarto page of 
Dr. O’Dono van’s edition of the Annah of the Font* Masters (and this printed 
monument of one branch of Irish literature occupies by itself, let me say in 
passing, seven large quarto volumes, containing 4,215 pages of closely 
pi inted matter), Eugene O’Curry says, that tlie great vellum manuscript 
hooks belonging to Trinity College, Dublin, and to the Koyal Irish 
Academy, — books with fascinating titles, the Book of the Dun CoWy the 
Booh of Leinster, the Booh of Balhjmote, the Speckled BooJ^, the Book of 
Lecnin, the Yellow Booh of Lecain, — have, between them, matter enough 
to fill 11,400 of these pages; the other vellum manuscripts in the library 
of Trinity College, Dublin, have matter enough to fill 8,200 pages more ; 
and the paper manuscripts of Trinity College, and the Royal Irish 
Academy together, would fill, he says, tSO,000 such pages more. The 
ancient laws of Ireland, the so-called Hrehon laws, which a commission is 
now publisliing, were not yet completely transcribed when O’Curry wrote; 
but what had even then been transcribed was sufficient, he says, to fill 
nearly 8,000 of Dr, O’Donovan’s pages. Here are, at any rate, materials 
enough with a vengeance. These materials fall, of course, into several 
divisions. Tim most literary of these divisions, the Tales, consisting of 
Historic Tales and Imaginative Tales, distributes the contents of its His- 
toric Tales as follows : — Battles, voyages, sieges, tragedies, cow-spoils, 
courtships, adventures, land-expeditions, sea-expeditions, banquets, elope- 
ments, loves, lake-irruptions, colonizations, visions. Of wbat a treasure- 
house of resources for the history of Celtic life and the Celtic genius docs 
that bare list, even by itself, call up the image 1 The Annals of the Four 
]\f asters give “ the years of foundations and destructions of churches and 
castles, the obituaries of remarkable persons, the inaugurations of kings, 
the battles of chiefs, the contests of dans, the ages of bards, abbotsj 
bisliops, &o.”* Through other divisions of this mass of materinls, — the 
books of pedigrees and genealogies, the martyrologies Ind feetologies, such 
as the Felird of Angus th^ Culdee, the topographical tracts, such as 
Dinnsenchas, — we touch ** the meet ancient traditions of Irisb, tradi^ 
tions which were committed to writing at a period when the 

- ■ — ' - — ■ - — — - my. 1 1 . It 

* Dr. O’Conor in his Catalogue of the Stowe MSS* (quoted by O’Cntry). 
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customs of the people were unbroken.” We touch “ the early history of 
Ireland, civil and ecclesiastical.” We get “ the origin and history of the 
countless monuments of Ireland, of the ruined church and tower, the 
sculptured cross, the holy well, and the commemorative name of almost 
every townland and parish in the whole island.” We get, in short, “ the 
most detailed information upon almost every part of ancient Gaelic life, a 
vast quantity of valuable details of life and manners.” * 

And then, besides, to our knowledge of the Celtic genius, Mr. Norris has 
brought us from Cornwall, M. de la Villemarqu^ from Brittany, contribu- 
tions, insignidcant indeed in quantity, if one compares them witli the mass 
of the Irish materials extant, but far from insignificant in value. 

We want to know what all this mass of documents really tells us 
about the Celt. But the mode of dealing with these documents, and with 
the whole question of Celtic antiquity, has hitherto been most unsatis- 
factory. Those who have dealt with them, have gone to work, in general, 
either as w’arm Celt-lovers or ns warm Celt-haters, and not as disinterested 
students of an important matter of science. One party seems to set out 
with the determination to find everything in Ccltism and its remains ; the 
otlier, with the determination to find nothing in them. simple seeker 
for truth has a hard time of it between the two. An illustration or so will 
make clear what I mean. First let us take the Celt-lovers, w-ho, though 
tliey engage one’s sympathies more than the Celt-haters, yet, inasmuch 
as assertion is more dangerous than denial, show their w’eaknesses in a 
more signal way. A very learned man, the Kev. Edw'ard Davies, published 
in the early part of this century two important books on Celtic antiquity. 
The second of these books. The Mythology and Rites of the British Druids^ 
contains, with much other interesting matter, the charming story ol 
Taliesiu. Bryant’s book on mythology was then in vogue, and Bryant, in 
the fantastical manner so common in those days, found in Greek mythology 
what he called an arkite idolatry, pointing to Noah’s deluge and the ark, 
Davies, wishing to give dignity to his Celtic mythology, determiuoa to 
find the arkite idolatry there too, and the style in which he proceeds to 
do this afibrds a good specimen of tlie extravagance which has caused 
Celtic antiquity to be looked upon with so much suspicion. The story of 
Taliesin begins thus : — 

** In former times there was a man of noble descent in Fenllyn. Ilis 
name was Tegid Yoel, and his paternal estate was in the middle of the 
Lake of Tegid, and his wife was called Ceridwen.” 

Nothing could well be simpler ; but what Davies finds in this simple 
opening of Taliesin’s story, is prodigious : — 

** Ifet us take a brief view of the proprietor of this estate. Tegid 
Vobcl — hald wenilty — presents itself at once to our fancy. The painter 
would find no embarrassment in sketching the portrait of this se<)ate, 
venerable personage, whose crown is partly stripp^ of its hoaiy honours. 
Bat of all the gods of antiquity, none oould with propriety sit for this 
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picture excepting Saturn, the acknowledged representative of Noah, and 
the husband of Rhea, which was but another name for Ceres, the genius 
of the ark.” 

And Ceres, the genius of the ark, is of course found in Ceridwen, ‘‘ the 
British Ceres, the arkite goddess who initiates us into the deepest mysteries 
of the arkite superstition.” 

Now ihe story of Taliesin, as it proceeds, exhibits Ceridwen as a sor- 
ceress ; and a sorceress, like a goddess, belongs to the world of the super- 
natural ; but, beyond this, the story itself does not suggest one particle of 
relationship between Ceridwen and Ceres. All the rest comes out of 
Davies’s fancy, and is established by reasoning of the force of that about 
“ bald serenity.” 

It is not ifficult for the other side, the Celt-haters, to get a triumph 
over such adversaries as these. Perhaps I ought to ask pardon of Mr. Nash, 
whose Taliesin it is impossible to read without profit and instruction, for 
classing him among the Celt-haters ; his determined scepticism about 
^Yelsh antiquity seems to me, however, to betray a preconceived hostility, 
a bias taken beforehand, as unmistakable as Mr. Davies’s prepossessions. 
But Mr. Nash is often very happy in demolishing, for really the Celt- 
lovers seem often to try to lay themselves open, and to invite demolition. 
Full of his notions about an arkite idolatry and a Helio-daemdnic worship, 
Edward Davies gives this translation of an old Welsh poem, entitled The 
Panegyric of Lludd the Great : — 

“ A song of dark import was composed by the distinguished Ogdoad, 
who assembled on the day of the moon, and went in open procession. On 
the day of Mars they allotted wrath to their adversaries ; on the day of 
Mercury they enjoyed their full pomp ; on the day of Jove they were 
delivered from the detested usurpers ; on the day of Venus, the day of the 
great influx, they swam in the blood of men ; * on the day of the Sun there 
truly assemble five ships and five hundred of those who make supplication ; 
O Brithi, Brithoi 1 O son of the compacted wood, the shock overtakes me j 
we all attend on Adonai, on the area of Pwmpai.” 

That looks Helio-dasmonic enough, undoubtedly; especially when Davies 
prints 0 Brithi^ Brithoi! in Hebrew characters, as being “vestiges of 
sacred hyraps in the Phoenician language.” But then comes Mr. Nash, 
and says that the poem is a middle-age composition, with nothing Helio- 
deemonio about it ; that it is meant to ridicule the monks ; and that 
0 Brithij Brithoi ! is a mere piece of unintelligible jargon in mockery of 
the chants used by the monks at prayers ; and he gives this counter-trans- 
lation of the poem : — 

“ They make harsh songs ; they note eight numbers. On Monday 
they will be prying about. On Tuesday they separate, angry with their 
adversaries. On Wednesday they drink, enjoying themselves ostenta- 
tiously. On Thursday the^ are in the choir ; their poverty is disagree- 
able. Friday is a day of abundance, the men are swimming* in pleasures.* 

• Here, where Saturday should come, something is wanting In the manuscript. 
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On Sunday, certainly, five Icgiona and five hundreds of them, they p‘ay, 
they make exclamations : O Brithi, Brithoi 1 Like wood-cuckoos in noise 
they will be, every one of the idiots banging on the ground.” 

As one reads Mr. Nasli's explanation and translation after Edward 
Davies's, one feels that a flood of the broad daylight of common-sense has 
been suddenly shed over the Fanegyric on Lludd the Great^ and one is very 
grateful to Mr. Nash. 

Or, again, when another Celt-lover, Mr. Herbert, has bewildered us 
with his fancies, us uncritical as Edw'urd Davies’s; with bis neo-Druidism, 
his Mithriac heresy, his Crist-celi, or man-god of the mysteries ; and, 
above all, his ape of the sanctuary, signifying the mercurial principle, 
that strange and unexplained disgrace of paganism,” Mr. Nash comes to 
our assistance, and is most refreshingly rational. To confine ourselves 
to the ape of the sanctuary only. Mi. Herbert constructs his monster, — 
to whom he says “ great sanctity, together with foul criiife, deception, and 
treachery, is ascribed, — out ol’foui lines ol old 'Welsh j)ocliy, of which he 
adopts the following translation : — 

“ Without the ape, without the stall of the cow, withc^it the mundane 
rampart, the world will become desolate, not lequiring tli« cuckoos to 
convene the appointed dunce o\cr the green.” 

One is not very clear w'hat all this means, but it has, at any rate, a 
solemn air about it, which prepares one for the devolupinent of its first- 
named personage, tlie ape, into the mystical ape of the sanctuary. The 
cow, too, — says another famous Celt-lover, Dr. Owen, the learned author of 
the WeUh Dictionary ^ — the cow {henfon) is tlie cow of transmigrution ; and 
this also sounds natural enough. But Mr. Nash, who has a keen eye for 
the piecing which frequently hapj)en8 in these old fragments, has observed 
that just here, where the ape of the winctuary and the cow of transmigra- 
tion make their appearance, there seems to come a cluster of adages, 
popular sayings ; and ho at once rememhers on adage preseiwed with the 
word henfon in it, where, as he justly says, “ tlie cow of transmigration 
cannot very well have place.” This adage, rendered literally in English, 
is : — o Whoso owns the old cow, let him go ut her tail and the meaning 
of it, as a popular saying, is clear and simple enough. With this clue, 
Mr. Nai^ examines the whole passage, suggests that heb eppa^ without 
the ape,” with which Mr. Herbert begins, in truth belongs to something 
going before and is to lie translated somewhat differently ; and, in short, 
that what W'e really have here is simply these threo adages one aflcr 
another : — ** The first share is the full one. Politeness is natural, says the 
ape. Without the cow-stall there would be no dung-heap.” And one 
can hardly doubt that Mr, Nash is quite right. 

Even friends of the Celt, who are perfectly inoapable of extravaganoes 
of this sort, fall too often into a loose mode of oritioism oonoeming him 
and the documents of his history, which is unsatisfactory in itself, and also 
gives an advantage to his many enemies. One of the beat and most 
delightful friends he has ever had, — M. de la YUlemarqu^, — ^ha9 seen clearly 
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enough that often the alleged antiquity of his documents cannot be proved, 
that it can be even disproved, and that he must rely on other supporta 
than this to establish what he wants ; yet one finds him saying : I open 
the collection of AVelsh bards from the sixth to the tenth century. 
Taliesin, one of the oldest of them,” . , . and so on. But his adversaries 
deny that we have really any such thing as a collection of Welsh bards 
from the Rixth to the tenth centui’y,” or that a “ Taliesin, one of the 
oldest of them,” exists to be quoted in defence of any thesis. Sharon 
Turner, again, whose Vindication of the Ancient British Poem was 
prompted, it seems to me, by a critical instinct at bottom sound, is weak 
and uuciitical in details like this : “The strange poem of Taliesin, called 
tho Spoils of Annwrij implies the existence (in the sixth century, he 
means) of mythological tales about Arthur; and the fi^equent allusion of 
the old Welsh bards to the persons and incidents which we find in the 
Mabinoyionj are fuither proofs that there must have been such stories in 
ciiculation amongst the Welsh.” But the critic has to show, against his 
adversaiies, that the Spoils of Annwn is a real poem of the sixth century, 
with a real sixth -century poet called Taliesin for its author, before he can 
use it to prove what Sharon Turner there wilhes to prove ; and, in Uk^ 
manner, the high antiquity of persons and incidents that are found in the 
manuscripts of the Mahinogion^ — manuscripts written, like the famous 
Jied Book of Ilcrgcst, in the library of Jesus College at Oxford, in the 
fouiteenth and fifteenth centuries, — is not proved by allusions of the old 
Welsh bards, until (which is just the question at issue) the pieces contain- 
ing these allusions are proved themselves to possess a very high antiquity. 
In the piesent state of the question as to the early Welsh literature, this 
sort of icasouing is inconclusive and bewildering, and merely carries us 
round in a circle. Again, it is worse than inconclusive reasoning, it 
shows so uncritical a spirit that it begets grave mistrust, when Mr. 
Williams ab Ithcl, employed by the Master of the liolls to edit the Brat 
y TywysogioHj Uie “ Chronicle of the Princes,” says in his introduction, 
in many respects so useful and interesting: “We may add, on the 
authority of a .scrupuloubly faithful antiquary, and one that was deeply 
versed in the traditions of his order — the late lolo Morgauwg — that King 
Arthur in his institutes of the Bound Table introduced t)iQ age of the 
world for events which occurred before Christ, and the year of Christ’s 
nativity for all subsequent events.” Now, putting out of question lolo 
Morganwg’s character as on antiquary, it is obvious that no one, not 
Grimm himself, can stand in that way as “ authority ” for King Arthur’s 
having thus regulated chronology by his institutes of the Bound Table, 
or even for there ever having been any such institutes at all* And finally, 
greatly as I respect atid admire Mr. Eugene O’Curry, unquestionable 
us is the sagacity, the moderation, which he in general unites with his 
immense learning, I must say that he, too, like his brother Celt-lovers, 
sometimes lays himself dangerously open. For instance, the Boyal Irish 
Academy possesses in its Museum a relic of the greatest v*due, the 
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Domhnach Airgid^ a Latin manuscript of the four gospels. The outer 
box containing this manuscript is of the 14th century, but the manuscript 
itself, Bays O’Curry (and no man is better able to judge) is certainly of 
the 6th. That is all very well. But,” O’Curry then goes on, “ I believe 
no reasonable doubt can exist that the Domhnach Airgid was actually 
sanctified by the hand of our great Apostle.” One has a thrill of excite- 
ment at receiving this assurance from such a man as Eugene O’Curry ; 
one believes that he is really going to make it clear that St. Patrick did 
actually sanctify the Domhnach Airgid with his own hands ; and one 
reads on : — “ As St. Patrick, says an ancient life of St. Mac Carthainn 
preserved by Colgan in his Acta Sanctorum Ilibemicr^ was on his way 
from the north, and coming to the place now called Clogher, he was 
carried over a stream by hia strong man. Bishop Mac Carthainn, who, 
while bearing the Saint, groaned aloud, exclaiming : ‘ Ugh I Ugh ! ’ 

“‘Upon my good w'ofd,’ said the Saint, ‘it was not usual with you 
to make that noise.’ 

“ ‘ I am now old and infii m,’ said Bishop Mac Carthainn, ‘ and all 
my early companions in mi.‘^sion-woik you have scttlecj^ down in their 
respective churches, while T am still on my travels.’ 

“ ‘ Found a church then,’ .said the Saint, ‘ that shall not be too near us 
(that is to his owm Church of Armagh) for familiarity, nor too far from 
us for intercourse.’ 

“ And the saint then left Bishop Mac Carthainn there, at Clogher, and 
bestowed the Domhnach Airgid upon him, w’hich had been given to Patrick 
from heaven, when lie was on the sea, coming to Erin.” 

The legend is full of poetry, full of humour ; and one can quite appre- 
ciate, after reading it, the tact which gave St. Patrick such a prodigious 
success in organizing the primitive church in Ireland ; the new bishop, 
“ not too near us for familiarity, nor too far from us for intercourse,” is a 
masterpiece. But how can Eugene O’Curry have imagined that it takes 
no more than a legend like that, to prove that the particular manuscript 
now in the Museum of the Royal Irish Academy was once in St. Patrick’s 
pocket ? 

I insist upon extravagances like these, not in oraer to throw ridicule 
upon the Celt-lovers, — on the contrary, I feel a great deal of sympathy 
with them, — but, rather, to make it clear what an immense advantage the 
Celt-haters, the negative side, have in the controversy about Celtic 
antiquity ; how much a clear-headed sceptic, like Mr. Nash, may utterly 
demolish, and, in demolishing, give himself the appearance of having won 
an entire victory. But an entire victory he has, as I will next proceed to 
show, by no means won. 
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^otes on fhi{ 

Intelligent foreigners have observed of us as a nation that though we 
fail to carry out our precautionary and remedial measures with that 
admirable and timely precision which is so easy to a despotic government, 
we attempt a greater number of things, and that if we accomplish them 
less perfectly, we do, in a fashion, educfite ourselves in the process. 
When our education is complete, we shall, of course, undertake more 
feats, and perform them better, than any other people. Meanwhile, it 
may not be amiss to consider how we have dealt with the Cattle Plague 
which now devastates onr land ; and though we have not any cure to 
propose which is tlic result of our actual experience, it may yet be that 
by a careful summary of all the views which have been unfolded, and all 
tlic propositions that have been ventilated, by pushing them to their 
logical conclusions, and making that which all sermon -writers know as 
the “ third head, or practical application,” something definite and useful 
may be evolved, if not for the animals, at least for ourselves. Of remedies 
so ciilled there have been scores announced and sold ; but of those abso- 
lutely efficacious, so far as is known, not one. Inoculation — the only 
thing which, short of death, was recommended by old Australian cattle- 
holders — has been vciy little tried here, probably because those who 
advised it admitted that “ it caused the tail to swell enormously ; ” and 
as we all made up our minds, in the first instance, that every beast 
attacked must die, we were desirous not needlessly to disfigure him, lest 
inspectors might challenge the carcase, and people refuse to buy and eat 
of it. The few large owners of the high-bred short-horns (almost price- 
less in value) divided their herds into small lots, which were domiciled in 
dififerent sheds far from the high roads. Each lot bad its separate herds- 
man, whose duty it was to attend exclusively to his own animals, and on 
no account to approach the others, or to go beyond the boundaries of 
the farm, or to hold intercourse with other herdsmen, cattle-dealers, or 
drovers. Any stock sold, as sheep, pigs, &c., were invariably driven 
into the public road before changing hands ; and no animals of any kind 
were bought or allowed to be domiciled in the farm, whether from infected 
districts or not. So far these expedients seem to have answered perfectly 
well. The small farmers and cowkeepers daubed the noses of their beasts 
with tar, and hung around their necks little bags of camphor or strings of 
onions, which it is to be supposed would act more as a species of charm 
than according to any rational theory. In a general way, these men 
attempted little more ; and having done this, they awaited the result, 
some with confidenoe, some with fear. As might have been anticipated, 
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they were heavy eufferers. When the disease once commenced it quickly 
emptied the sheds and fields, and a week was often sufficient to turn a 
prosperous cowkeeper into a ruined man. When the cows were visibly 
affected some gave them salt, others chalybeate waters and quinine ; some 
administered opium and castor-oil, others turpentine and gin; some 
sulphur and whisky, others mineral acids and creosote ; some rubbed 
them and gave them ginger, others fomented them and gave them globules ; 
some kept them warm, some kept them cold ; but all was wildness, terror, 
and confusion, or blind confidence and final dismay. Nothing seems to 
have been done on any recognized principle of‘ medical practice. Miss 
Burdett Coutts loved her flock not wisely, but too well ; for so much 
whisky was administered that several died, not of the disease, but of 
delirium tremens. The teetotal papers have not yet thought fit to improve 
that occasion ; and we make the Alliance company a present of the sug- 
gestion, and invito them to supjily the omission. The action of the 
Executive seems to have been, in the first iustunc(‘, confined to three 
measures. The l^nvy Council was summoned to deliberate, a Ito^^al Com- 
mission was called into existence, and the Archbishop Canterbury "was 
ordered to compose a prayer. The results of the cogitations of the Lords in 
Council were communicated to the expectant world by Mr. Helps. These 
comprised a list of wearyful and onerous precautions to be observed towards 
the living, and of more innumerable and mournful duties to be performed in 
connection ^^ith the funeral obsequies, which no one has yet, so far as ordi- 
nary observation extends, attempted to carry out in tlieir integrity. As for 
the animals actually affected, those m the first report my Lords doomed at 
once — for Uicm there w’as no hope; all endeavours were to be directed to 
one final deed, i.e. to knock the creature on tlie head. Smite hip and 
thigh, slay and sjiare not, was the advice of the Government, and the 
practice of tlie inspectors and veterinary surgeons in the first panic of the 
plague. Another notable 6ugge.stion was that all persons attending dis- 
eased cattle sliould wear a safety dress. It is not needful to describe this 
dress as elaborately os Mr. Helps was compelled’ to do ; it will be sufficient 
to say that the man so equipped would in all essential particulars, and 
certainly in appearance, resemble the diver at the Polytechnic. He was 
not to see or tend healthy beasts, nor to wander about the roads, nor to 
touch or associate with his own kind until he had got out of his safety 
dress, immersed it in disinfeotaut fluid, and treated his own head, eyes, 
ears, and such parts of his person as had been necessarily exposed in the 
same severe manner; and ns the dress was to be worn over the usual 
clothes, the latter were likewise to be taken off and fumigated. It is 
always well to economize trouble, and the necessity for the last precaution 
might well have been obviated by the simple plan of the man getting in 
and out of his safety clothes in the dress with which nature has provided 
him. Some people thought that by smearing the skin well with oil, 
absorption and exhalation would be in a great degree ohedttd, mu} infec- 
tion thus prevented ; l>at it is clearly better to take adfaatege of a grea^ 
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natural lavv than to provide against its operation. Man is an absorbing 
and exhaling animal ; and by this perpetual soaking and saturation it was 
perhaps intended by the authorities that he should be transformed into a 
living and moving disinfectant, giving off fumes of chlorine gas in all 
directions ; in fact, a kind of highly-charged vessel, or “ head-centre ” of 
health. 

The funeral rites were too numerous to detail. The animals were to 
be buried where they died, and in quick-lime, with all their belongings, 
except the horns and hoofs. This was misplaced leniency, for the horns, 
hoofs, and tail are things well known to be typical and suggestive of the 
embodiment of evil, and therefore ought, more than anything else, to have 
been buried away out of sight. The droppings of the unfortunate deoeased 
were ordered to be carefully interred whei e they were dropped, along with 
the piece of turf which they had defiled, by means of an instrument 
which, as described, would be a kind of cross between a “ spud " and a 
long gravy-spoon. When this had been thoroughly and exhaustively 
done in every field, such grass os was bold aud ill-advised to grow thereon, 
was to be formally burned. The quickest plan would have been, no doubt, 
to have sown the accursed spot with salt, but in the hurry of business, 
this idea does not seem to have occurred to any one. These recommen- 
dations were eventually greatly modified, and indeed were never carried 
out with any kind of accuracy or unanimity. Otherwise it would have 
been a singular, and yet a suggestive spectacle, to see the landscape dotted 
over and our fair fields perambulated by the sombre and cai*eworn figures 
of the men who, clad in their safety dress, and spud or spoon in hand, 
would patiently pursue their odoriferous and endless task. There was a 
cry at one time, that horses, chickens, pigs, and sheep were liable to the 
disorder, but tliis gradually died out. It is, however, pretty certain that 
sheep imbibe and carry about the infection in their wool; and it was 
proposed that all dogs should be tied up lest they should become mediums 
of contagion. This would have rendered necessary an enormous addition 
to the staff of shepherds and drovers, since, as is well known, a man and 
his dog can collect and drive more sheep than twenty men without a dog. 
A flock of sheep driven by a score of men disguised in thQ safety dress, 
would have been something to see, besides looking like being thoroughly 
in earnest. Sheep are notoriously stupid creatures, but a little child was 
not long since terrified to death by the sight of a lurplioed clergy man," 
and to be pursued by such drovers might drive even sheep into insanity. 
Another idea ventilated, was to bum bonfires, let off crackers and fire- 
works, and make much smoke ; it was reported that by these means the 
cholera had greatly abated at Toulon, Marseillee, d:c., acting chiefly, it 
was eupposed, by diverting the minds of the survivors; and amuriimg 
that the cholera «&d tlie rinderpest are alike judgments, what would 
remove one would remove the oth^. This was a bold adoption of pi^cho- 
logioal therapeutics, and as ^uch might well be oomxnepded ite inge- 
nuity. It hgs oflen been awerte4 |hat agricullurtet^, by the oi' 
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association, not only acquire the bovine gaze, but contract the bovine cast 
of thought ; therefore each man would be competent to invent diversions 
for his own beasts. If any should be at fault, or visibly incompetent to 
his task, the philanthropists who improvise recreation for the “ pet-lambs” 
of the Home Office ought to be made to assist him. What has been 
found to amuse the minds of the goats, could hardly fail to afford salutary 
distraction to the sheep. Up to this point no cures had been effected, 
hardly any even attempted ; there was indiscriminate slaughter on all sides, 
80 that it was computed that more were killed by order of the inspectors, 
than really perished of actual plague, the deaths from lung-disease being 
often mistaken for the other. Owing to conflicting circumstances, the 
Archbishop had not yet composed his prayer, and many people called 
loudly for a day of fasting and humiliation to be appointed. One w’riter 
expressed himself in the papers as follows : — “ Like the potato disease, no 
satisfactory reason, humanly speaking, has been assigned as to the cause 
of this terrible calamity. It must, I think, be referred to a higher power, 
and should be regarded as a severe visitation from God.” There was 
about this view one merit, that while we were all fr «3 to look uj)on 
it as a Divine judgment, we were all equally free to determine as to 
the person or things who had caused it ; and equally sure to ascribe it to 
those moat obnoxious to ourselves. Thus one man imputed it to slavery, 
another to the consumption of ardent spirits, a third to sabbath-breaking, 
a fourth to free-trade, a fifth to our persecution of the Pope, a sixth to 
our flirtation with the same. Orangeism, Fenianism, John Bright, May- 
nooth, and Earl Russell — all have had their turn, while the more orthodox 
of the Bishops detected in it the just punishment of the nation which 
produced Colenso, and of the Privy Council which refused to excommuni- 
cate him. Another writer owned that to appoint a fast and day of humi- 
liation might be in the abstract, and per sc, highly desirable, only he was 
afraid that it might be seized upon as a kind of holiday, and thus 
become to very many an occasion for sin.” By this time not one, but 
many days of fasting and humiliation had come to be inevitable, at 
least for the poor; the holding of cattle-markets was in various parts 
prohibited by the authorities (though unfortunately this was not done 
unanimously), the slaughter was immense both of sound and unsound 
beasts ; and, to be candid, a good deal more of the flesh of the latter has 
been eaten than people are at all aware of.* There was in many places 
quite a glut of beef in the market, but though the wholesale price was 
die same or lower than in 1864, the butchers with cynical shamelessness 
continued to raise their demands to starvation point. 

At length the prayer of his Grace of Canterbury was published. 
Suggestions, advice, and commentaries reiqiecting it luul been already 
largely poured forth on the sabject ; some had pr^icted for it all sorts of 
one-sidedness and defects, others had questioned the lawfulness of it, but the 

* One benevolent man did indeed trsnsform himuU into a eorpuM vih^ ai;4 
vtflttptarily ooDSoned diseased meat, without any evH , effects, it Is stated. 
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final unkindnese was dealt by those who undertook to describe the painful 
difficulties and protracted labours which attended its birth, the ruthless 
cruelties of the surgeons accoucheurs, the rough dandling of the nurses, 
and the sufferings of the august and reverent parent condemned to stand 
in the background, and behold in silent agony the mutilation of his 
offspring. Foreigners learned not without a certain compassion that one 
Archbishop is first ordered by the Queen to prepare a prayer on a given 
subject ; this done, he is required to submit it for approval to the Lords 
of the Privy Council : these gentlemen, we are told, commonly make some 
alteration in it, sufficient at least to maintain their right to alter what they 
please. It has been said that a member of the Privy Council many years 
ago, anxious to reassure the minds of those who feared “ such Puseyite 
nonsense as the independence of the Church,” remarked that “ no one 
who had ever been present at a meeting of Privy Council and seen the 
Archbishop stand waiting while the lay members of the Council were 
leading and altering his prayer, would ever again talk about that'^ The 
Prayer, after being duly operated on, is sent as it were bleeding from all’ 
its wounds to the Queen’s printer, and is thence despatched to the parochial 
clergy, who are ordered to read it aloud in their respective churches, and 
read it is accordingly. Certainly it seems at first sight strange that, having 
appointed an Archbishop, and given him a subject for prayer, we yet 
cannot trust him to compose a fitting form without correction ; and no 
doubt there arc those who deem the ungodly creatures and lax theologians 
to be found in the Privy Council wholly unfit either to suggest or criticize 
in such matters. But as yet our people prefer to be in bondage to the 
State rather than to the Bishops, and we like, though indirectly, to have 
some say as to what we will pray for, and how we will do it. 

The poor farmers caught it on all hands. In a paroxysm of terror 
and for any price they could get, they consigned to the butcher their 
beasts, fat and lean alike. On the first they had no profit, and on the last 
a considerable loss ; they paid fees to magistrates’ clerks and others for 
permits to travel, to the inspector who first inspected their cows and then 
condemned them, to the man who killed them, and to the fellow who 
buried them. One slaughterman was said to have realized 600/. in three 
months. The members of the Cattle Plague Commission sat with great 
industry on what people irreverently termed addled eggs, and no one was 
found to admire the result of their hatching. The public was disappointed 
to observe that as to the origin of the disease, as well as to the mode of 
dealing with it, these gentlemen were equally divided, and as regarded 
remedy or curative treatment, they did not, at all events in their first report, 
even discuss it. The labours of the commissioners are only now beginning 
to acquire their real value in popular estimation. Unquestionably, had 
their somewhat timid recommendations been at once carried out, a very 
different state of things might have been anticipated. On one point they 
were very strenuous, namely, on the signal injustice of the order which 
required not only that beasts dying and dead should be slaughtered and 
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interred, but that all wbioh wei'e attacked, or eren supposed to be attacked) 
should be, 'without any kind of compensation to the farmer, at once 
knocked on the head by inspectors, who, newly appointed, and burning to 
distinguish themselves, had often very hazy views respecting the proper 
symptoms of genuine rinderpest. That, in the iiret instance, doctrinaire 
in political economy should on principle object to reimburse the farmer for 
such of his stock os perished of disease, was to be expected ; their theory 
has proved itself to be an expensive and short-sighted one, but it was at 
any rate logical and consistent. But when men, suffering already to a 
large extent, were ordered to sacrifice their property solely for the public 
good, and were refhsed liberty to use their skill in the endeavour to save 
the remnant of their stock, it would be difficult to imagine a case in 
which compensation for the ceding of rights over property would liave 
been more wisely and justly accorded. Government did indeed accept the 
principle as laid down by the commissioners, but were more than 
usually unhajipy in their application of it. Like an Irishman of all-work 
who darts off to carry out the first Sentence of an order without tarrying 
to hear the conclusion, the Lords of the Pi ivy Council <#yere active in 
precisely the opposite direction of the one ini ended, and hastened, not to 
order compensation, but to stay the slaughter, lest coinpensation should 
become inevitable. And thus was stamped out, not the Plague, but iho 
chance of extinguishing it. It had been originally ordered that all iniected 
animals dying or slain were to be interred then and there on tho s[>ot, and 
thus to our knowledge it happened that out of six cows belonging to one 
man, and which died on a Saturday night, five were buried on tlie Sunday 
morning in the midst of a crowded district, and surrounded by houses, 
yards, and courts, swarming with women and children. This piece of 
hasty legislation had to be annulled, along with one or two other impruc- 
ticablo orders. In several towns the milkmen, envious of the superior 
opportunities of the butcher, held meetings at which they agiecd am. con. 
to raise the price of milk, and simultaneously to dinunibh the sizo oi’ dieir 
measures, and though the matter was not openly discussed, tliere is )ittle 
doubt that many of them did, in tlielr own minds, propose, secondi gnd 
carry ft resolution to have a more frequent recourse in future to that 
which is popularly known as the cow with the iron tail." On the 
suriaca the cowkeepers had justice on their side, but it ivas of a kind 
apparent than real, for this reason : — in nine cases out of ten the cow- 
keeper whose animals caught the disease lost, not onc-tliird or one-half of 
liii stock, but every head that he possessed, liit trade was simply gonS) 
and he had no milk, either good or bad, with which to supply his cus- 
tomers, and therefure could not be affected by the increased price of the 
commodity. Those whs continued to supply milk were generally those 
whose stock hsd altogetlier esosped iniedion. It was they who rsftpsd 
the rirofits, and though they hid a perieot moral and legal righli 
would be a mistake ibr any one to auppose that by paying tha SKtra price 
W M ftid , he was theiaby yehnbuming the man wha had laid thair 
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cattle.” It wal simply a mode by whioh those who had been exception^ 
ably fortunate realised in solid cash the benefit of their good luck. 

Meanwhile, though the prayer was duly said, the plague was not 
stayed. “ We’ve gotten t’ cattle pleague an* it’s naw use a praying to 
kep it fro’ oor sliores ; it ’ud be moor likely if we were to pray to kep it 
oot of oor paviali,” said one despairing rustic to another after service on 
Sunday. It was believed, and there is much reason and evidence to 
support the assertion, that the Government inspectors were themselves the 
most active in disseminaiing the disease, that they went from herd to 
herd and farm to ikrru, carrying about with them in their clotlies and 
on their person the infection, that they adopted little or no kind of 
precaution, and that in some cases the horse they rode, being first tied 
lip in one stable and then another, was a fertile source of infection wheiH 
ever it approached sound cattle. “ If I see one of these Government 
chaps on my farm I’ll shoot him if I hang for it to-morrow,” exclaimed one 
larmer in the extiemity of his wrath and terror. It must be borne in 
mind that these gentlemen, besides their fixed salaries, received their 
travelling expenses, and were thereby stimulated into unnatural activity, 
and a large majority imagined that the more they slew, and the greater 
the quantity of ground they crossed, the greater their merit and vigilance. 
Perhaps if we had in the first instance besought God for what we should 
stand the most grievously in need of ultimately, we should have prayed 
Him to infuse, — 

A spirit of courage into the Queen’s Ministers, so that they should not 
continue to behave as if the penalty for failure would be the loss of their 
heads instead of the loss of their places ; 

A spirit of unanimity into the commissioners, so that they might 
neither confound the dull nor anger the wise by reason of the opposite 
nature of their suggestions ; 

A spirit of decency into the butchers, so that they might resist the 
temptation for turning a national calamity into an occasion for wholesale 
robbery 5 

A spirit of moderation into the inspectors, so that they might neither 
infect nor slay more than should be necessary to earn their salaries and 
extras ; 

And lastly to send, 

A spirit of patience into all men who should be required to have 
dealings with the above-mentioned persons in whatever capacity. 

Meanwhile the authorities on the Continent dealt with the scourge 
in a widely different manner, and with i\ success which will be hereafter 
alluded to. 

Before the old year was out it began to be rumoured that the riudev^ 
pest was not the rinderpest at all, but malignant smallpox, for which it 
was reasonable to believe that vaccination was true and speoi^^ 
remedy. Several eminent authoritiea were iueline^ to odppt thie 
gad a aomber of saaguiae apiriis uuheskabugiy proclaimed Umut ooAr 
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version. Mr. Tollemacbe magnanimously devoted a portion of his stock 
for the pui*po8e of experiment, and there was a universal rush for vaccine 
matter, which commodity consequently rose to a premium. Those who 
sought it w ent from one institution to another, from the National Vaccine 
Society to the Small Pox Hospital, from pillar to post, from one doctor 
to the other, with small success. The very hospital authorities declined 
to fuimish vaccine for cattle, forgetful of the fact that one cow properly 
vaccinated would afford vaccine matter for twenty other operations 
within three days. A number of unprincipled scoundrels immediately 
advertised as true vaccine an abominable compound of irritant drugs, 
which W'hen introduced into the system did undoubtedly produce a quite 
useless eruption, sufficient only to add to the wretched animal’s discomfort, 
and also to destroy faith in the so-called remedy. Meanwhile, for once, 
English people began to wish that they had been treated even as the Irish 
are; and that the enlightened despotism which then forbade the importa- 
tion of cattle, and which, had it been more enlightened still, would have 
forbidden the importation of Fenians likewise, had been also exercised 
with regard to this country. In vain the leading clubs rfhd societies, the 
Central Farmers, the Koyal Agricultural, and the Smithfield Club, be- 
sought the Executive for measures, not only immediate and stringent, but 
which should be everywhere alike compulsory. Alas ! not even from the 
Vatican could the non poasumus be uttered with a more plaintive obstinacy 
than from the English council-chamber. With a singular pusillanimity, 
Government persisted in declining its proper responsibility, and suffered 
the burden of authority to be taken up or cast off at will by those on 
whom it ought never to have been forced. The powers given to the 
courts of quarter sessions as regards transit, the stoppage of traffic, &c., 
were entirely optional, and no sort of unanimity in action resulted. In 
some places fairs and markets were prohibited, in others not. The incor- 
porated market-towns were in all cases a law unto themselves ; and Leeds 
market was continued long after all surrounding fairs were closed, and 
became naturally a head-centre of infection. In other cases, towns, villagea, 
and even farms, being, ns it were, border towns, or lying within two 
quarter- sessions districts, had the advantage of being subject to two sets 
of conflicting regulations ; and a man might start with some beasts, 
furnished with a clean bill of health and every requisite permit, and 
within a couple of miles, or even a couple cf hundred yards, find himself 
where he could neither drive them further nor drive them back, sell them, 
pasture them, nor slaughter them.* Cattle might be driven along the high- 

* A very vshuible boll, fktm the celebrated Worlaby herd, was some time ago 
despatched into Benrickshire ; the Catterick statiun-master, however, refused to book 
it further than KewessUe, and when it arrived there, another set of regulationf were 
in force, and a new certificate was requisite. The North-Eaitom Company declined 
to convey it north, onless two farmers of substantial poatUon, living within so nany 
milea, could certify to ita health. The farmers were found, but another Utoh oocutred. 
They must have known the oreatnre intimately for the space of twenty-eight days, 
and the bull was, in every sense of the word, a recent aeqnahitaiioe. It was equally 
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road to a railway station, but not to a butcher’s shop, nor from one farm 
to another ; offal and manure might be cai’ted here, but not there ; and 
an invisible line on the public road was the boundary on one side of 
which the owner might drive his sheep at pleasure, on the other he would 
be liable to a heavy fine. It was entirely optional with the railway com- 
panies to disinfect their cattle-trucks or otherwise ; and the utter fatuity 
of such regulations as Government had ventured to put forth may be 
measured by this, that whereas a respectable farmer, giving his proper 
address, and furnished with a licence for his own district, might be sum- 
marily stopped so soon as he overstepped his boundary, there was up to 
the second week in February nothing which could possibly prevent a 
perfect stranger from driving his cattle all over the country. A rural 
policeman might indeed arrest him, but it would be at his peril ; he 
might also ask him questions, equally the stranger might lawfully refuse 
to answer them. The justices were incessantly occupied in making new 
orders without repeating the Told ones, until some conviction disclosed the 
fact that the two were in conflict. On an average, fresh instructions were 
issued once a week. The clerks to the magistrates and farmers were 
employed, how vainly they best know, in trying to understand or reconcile 
them. Drovers were brought up and fined in nominal sums, because it 
was evident that they bad acted in an ignorance which their best efforts 
could not dispel. No two sets of magistrates issued the same orders, no 
two inspectors gave the same advice ; no one could show the boundary 
lines ; and, in general, the justices could never agree as to what their own 
orders meant, or how they were to be carried out. If Government had 
tried to bring about a state of things in which concealment of disease, 
evasion of the law, and every kind of subterfuge, should appear to the 
stock-holder as his only chance of self-preservation, nothing better calcu- 
lated for that purpose could have been devised than the present system. 

Before January was out it was clear the theory of small-pox was 
no longer tenable. Several of the vaccinated calves and heifers which 
Mr. ToUemache had caused to be exposed to infection had died of rinder- 
pest ; and Professor M‘Call, of Glasgow, reported to the Lancet that he 
had vaccinated successfully an animal which had passed through an attack 
of the plague. This, of course, indicates the absence either of identity 
or antagonism between cow-pox and rinderpest or plague. Hitherto 
it had been supposed that sheep, thougli they could convey infection in 
their fleece, were not liable themselves to take the disease. But in 

useless to send for some of its old friends at Catterick, since they did not live within 
the limits laid down. The railway authorities hesonght of the attendant to vacate the 
horse-box, and take his bull with him | but this request was sturdily refused, and the 
evil disposition of Taurus was too plainly evident for any official to ventore to evict 
him in person. So for ten days the animal lived in the horse-box triumphantly, along 
with the attendant who administered to its wants ; at the end of which time the CJom- 
pany, urged probably by despair, agreed to convey it to its destination, where, in the 
first instance, the owner refused to rooeive it, on aocoont of its long detention in a 
district notorioasly plagne-stricken. 
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February, 1865, Inspector Day reported that a large number of sheep on 
a farm iu Yorkshire were dead or dying of the plague. In the first three 
weeks of February the deaths reported averaged 11,000 per week, rc])re- 
seuting a loss of something like 300,000/. ; the country gentlemen grew 
furious, and furmei's were in despair. Meanwhile the plague had been 
stamped out in Fiance and Prussia by the adoption of stringent measures 
— closing of the ports, sliict isolation, and slaughter of all beasts either 
infected or which had been exposed to infection, accompanied in all cases 
by full compensation to the owners. The same thing was done iu Belgium; 
which certainly pioves that a strictly constitutional Government can, if it 
is disposed, deal satisfactoi ily with this calamity. The total amount 
expended iu compensation did not exceed 12,000/. for the three countries. 
There was a good deal of evasion and irregularity practised in the bui}ing 
of diseased carcases. The regulation was that they shoi^ld be ])laced 
under at least five feet of euith ; occasionully, theiefore, it happened that 
they were put into a hole two feet m depth, and a little conical mound, 
not quite three feet high, ’v\as juled o\cr them. 'I'hesc graves became, of 
course, centres of infection. 'J'he ^Metched auiuialb BuiluA^d many things 
of divcis physicians. A writer in the Lancet pro[)Otk;d that variolous 
mutter from the ISniall-Pox Hospital should be used instead of vaccine 
lymph for vaccination. The necklaces of onions not having proved 
sufficiently powerful, a benevolent nobleman (Lord Leigh) recommended 
the iuteiual administiation of a bruised pulp composed of onions, 
gut lic, shalot, ossafoeiida, and ginger ; and it is probable that tlie 
amazing nastiness of the mess would of itself inspiie the agricultural 
mind with faith iu its healing virtue. The most unkind cut of all 
was dealt by Ministers, who, when charged in Puihauieiit with having 
conspicuously failed in their duty with regard to the plague, boldly 
declared that more than they had done, no mortal man could have accom- 
plished, on account of the wictchedly backward state of public opinion — 
a statement which, ii' true, pioves either that we are a much more stupid 
people than we commonly suppose oui selves to be, or that her Majesty’s 
advisers are remarkable for a degree of modesty, aelf-diffidence, and 
poverty of spirit, wbiuh some would esteem admirable in women, but 
seems slightly out of place among English legislators and statesmen. Up 
to this time the duties of fasting, prayer, and humiliation have been 
pretty evenly divided. The People have fasted, the Cloig^y have prayed, 
and the Ministers have humiliated themiMilves, and been humiliated by 
others. But at last — when this article is written — we have reason to 
hope for such energetic measures us are best calculated to overcome the 
disaster. 
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“ I’m thinking she’ll no riae for an hour yet.” The observation was made 
by a very strong-minded man — one keenly alive to the value of truth in 
the matter to which his words related. It was made to an idle man 
keenly interested in that very matter. It was not his own wife, or my wife, 
or any one’s wife, or indeed anything female of which he spoke. The idle 
man had made the moat strenuous exertions — had indeed put forth a 
sustained power of which he hud no idea, and was at that moment sick 
even unto death ; his heart beat so that every great throb banged through 
Ills brain — Lis body heaved, hia eyes swam — hot scalding drops ran down 
Ins brow, sweltered over his eyes, sank into the thirsty folds of his 
garments. Exhausted, panting, he lay extended on the sward, biting 
in vacuous pain a piece of bulrush, and staring with wide eyeballs at 
some object straiglit before him. It was a hot day early in October 
—the sun wore just the slightest inautle of gauzy clouds, and was all 
Itie warmer by reason of the screen. Its diffused white light cast broadly 
through tlie slieen, flooded a vast landscape in which there was more 
water than land to be seen — blue-gray water set in every variety of 
form among the broad expanse of brown moor, which rolled away on 
tlie right to a hazy cloudland wheie sea and sky blended together, and 
on the left and everywhere else inland lose in wave-like folds higher 
and higher till it lapped the base of a shore of mountains seamed with 
ravines and whitened by water-courBes. There was a grand silence afar. 
But close to the ear there was a gentle music made by a combination 
of breeze-borne gnats, buzzing daddylonglegs, and agitated heather- 
bells which Bv^ayed beneath the balmy wind. Now and then a hoarse 
croak overhead called attention to a black object which flew in graceless 
mazes through the sky, and down on the ridges below us the chuckling 
gabble of the cook-grouse provoked an uneasy grunt from the great gillie 
before me. There were two of us — one a long, thin-legged man, with red 
hair, grey eyes, red whiskers, blue cheeks, red hands, and purple brow. 
On his head was a grey cap pulled down over his flapping ears, a grey 
sliooting coat of many pockets pulled up on his shoulders covered the 
great bands of muscle which held his bones in their iron grasp— a dusky- 
coloured knickerbooker distended wide apart by his brawny legs lappi^ 
across the stout worsted stockings which crept up from his brogues over 
a hillock of calf. Prone on his face be lay amid the surging heather, 
hia spying glass neatly fixed on a tussock with the end ready to his eye, 
and one brawny hand placed backwards on the shoulder of his oompanion. 
Whether that person has sinew or ham he does not know. He dotig 



308 JACQUES IN THE FOREST. 

know, however, that, if he bad, they were not of mucli use to him, for he 
gasped and puffed like an overworked steam-engine. As to his attire, it 
was simply elegant, though it was not of a kind adapted for the streets of 
a fashionable city. Why should it be ? He and his comrade were intent 
on murder, there, on the hill-side, as ready for a deed of blood as that 
Menschikoff of whom Mr. Kinglake writes in his beautiful poem called 
the Crimean War. A double-barrelled rifle lay stript of its cover beneath 
the carcase of the puffing carl on the left, with its tubes pointed in a line 
with the telescope of the gaunt red man — but ever and anon as the former 
essayed to raise his head from the gnat-haunted heather, the gaunt, red 
man pressed it down again, and in a husky whisper, cautious and guilt- 
like, said, “ Hisht — not yet ! not yet ! ” 

We were both together under circumstances of a painful nature. 
The night before I had gone to sleep— I am the man with the gun — 
with the full and fell intent of committing the crime, to the scene of 
wliich I have brought you. My dreams were light and so was my 
sleep, and before I had well forgotten, as it seemed to me, the sentences 
of the novel which swam before my eyes ere I blew^out my candle, 
a red-bearded man by my bedside flashed a light across my face and 
woke me up to consciousness. It’s time, major, for ye to be stirrin’, the 
captain’s at breakfast.” There were the zinc renovator filled with water, 
shining like a moon under the rays of the candle, on the dark carpet; 
the greased brogues beside the chair on which were deposited tlio strata of 
garments to be worn on that day, the jug of shaving water, and a nairow, 
pillar-like bar of light, marking the division of tlie shutters, and justifying 
the admonitions of tlie grisly Angus. Hang that last bumper of claret.” 
Or could it be the solitary libation of toddy ? Or might it be the pipe 
which wound up a course of cigars ? Any way there was a slight 
feverdom in the blood and on the tongue. But wliish ! splash ! slush ! 
mid slattcr 1 sponge and spring water I stamp, and pufiT and rub ! and in 
all the glories of the nude Apollo rubescens the vapours of the evening 
ity away, and the rasp of the razor over the unwonted stubble left by the 
overthrow of Crimean and Indian crops of beard by Horse Guard regula- 
tions offers the last sacrifice to the graces and to comfort. The shuttei-s are 
thrown open, up goes the window ; k crowd of red-wings in the holly-tree 
are holding council as to their proceedings for the day ; already a flock 
of wood-guests are pouting through the cornfield outside the garden ; and 
the rooks in the grove are taking easy flights, to ascertain if the morning 
be well-aired enough for their breakfast-gaining forays. A riotous rabbit 
is frisking on the small lawn, which descends in a slope to the brawling 
stream, fringed with boulders and dwarf shrubs — terror of far-casting 
anglers. In the wliirling pools one can see the rise of the brown trout and 
the bold runs of the impetuous salmon as he rushes onwards and upwards 
from the loch below. At the porch, already equipped with ponderous deer- 
saddle, stands the shaggy Highland pony. Beside him is the keen-eyed 
gillie, Rory Grant, with his brace of mongreltlooking gr^hounds in the 
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leaah, quivering and whimpering in the cold. All else is shrouded in a 
white, sheet- like cloud. But there are mountains all around ; for our dear 
little lodge— (0 Farquhar of Moneypenny, how can you ask such infernal 
rents— and get them ?) — our deal* little lodge is situated in the midst of 
Strathbagpipe, by the side of Haultfishfag, with Torriebaccagh on one side 
and Drnincanagen on the other, so that the mist likes the locality, and lies 
there on a fair resting-ground till late in the day at times. It is not far 
from our bed-room to the dining-room — a circumstance more valuable and 
appreciated at night than in the early morning ; and so ere half an hour 
has elapsed the person who has been spoken of is seated at the board, which 
is still illuminated by candles, and is surveying, in comprehensive view, a 
disli of kipper salmon, each section wrapped in snowy paper, just 
embrowned at the edges, and speckled with fish fat — a disli of Loch 
Fynes ; a dish of hashed grouse ; a smoking glory of red-deer venison 
collops ; an expanse of poached eggs spread over the red ham, as snow- 
wreaths lie on the moor hillocks ; jam and marmalade in enamelled 
columns ; ewers of milk and cream ; mounds of various cuke, sauces, and 
bread ; a loch of porridge, and a mountain of toast; a liissing urn, and a 
gloiviiig fount of tea. The captain has gone off — a lank, sleepless, lean, 
conspuutor of a man, to the manner born — early afoot ever, and late to 
bed, always to be marked in his ways by a grey fume of tobacco-smoke 
— a very Stromboli of smokers ; kilt-wearing, light-bonneted, scar- 
legged. “ Off-an’-aw'ay a gude half hour with McAlister to Glenfunaben,’’ 
my gillie tells me. “ I’m leady now.” “Skreek 1 fis-s-s.” That is my 
vesuvian, as I stiuke my light at the hall-door, and take my first mouthful 
of the heavenly azure, slightly flavoured with Havannah. The “ pony Jane ” 
siglis as she views the bulk of the grand man who approaches ; the dogs 
whimper, the gillie gives me the compliments of the early morning. Then 
out comes the man with sandwiches, the “ men’s dinners,” as they are 
called ; a bottle of cold tea, a flask of something more exciting and less 
wholesome.' — The capacious game-bag swallows them all up. The pony 
Jane gives a tremendous humph and grunt of disgust as the person alluded 
to gets a leg-up,” and is deposited in the saddle. The red man shoulders 
the macintosh -guarded rifle, lights his pipe, and steps on ahead with that 
easy, light-toed, heelless step which has taken these mountain men up 
many a smoke-wreathed hill slope, and can never be stopped but by 
the leaden or iron messenger which carries his special billet. The 
gillie and the dogs follow, and down the gravelled avenue we troop on 
our errand. 

The sun has just climbed — I would write clombe an I dared — 
up the side of a grey barrier which has fenced in the darkness all night 
long, and he is now sending out hia scouts to search for the mountain- 
tops— right through the columns of cloud which have lain over th6 
valleys and straths, the glens and the corries. ’Tis a lovely sight to 
see these ever-growing islands rise in sharp outlines, from the obscure, and 
spread into orange-tinged undulations across the cold sea of the mondng I 
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But WQ press on — our poetical sentiments evaporate in hard marching on 
the hard high-road and in the tramp of the pony’s hoofs as he presses on 
after the stalwart stalkers with his ferdel of flesh, pipe-smoking, and 
shivering on his cold saddle. No word is spoken. It is too cold for 
talking even for those who walk, and the equestrian is lost in considering 
how it is that the toes can administer such exceeding pain to all the body 
corporate under the influenres of deficient circulation. At every turn in 
the white road which winds on and up and down and sideways over 
hillside by tarn, past burn, and over stream, the edges of the mountains 
which suriound us vary in shape and hue, the light grows so strong at last 
that Angus’s crisp red cuils light up his bonnet-flaps like tlio flame of 
a candle flicking from under an extinguisher, 'fhere he plods on, broad- 
backed, round-shouldered, narrow-waisted, lean-hipped, light-legged, clnd 
in Saxon-cut shooting-coat and vest, and knickerbocker, in Highland 
hose and shoon, bearing the watorproof-cascil rifle on his shoulders, wdiilst 
the gillie witli the dogs straining on the leash, keeps step beside him 
and exchanges horrid converse m floods of loiv guttural Gaelic, inter- 
mittent wiili puffs of smoko from .niicient cutty pipes. .tVjrd as we tramp 
along there comes from a ravine near at hand a sound hoarser than the 
never-ending cry of the waters which rush in unseen depths towards tlie 
sea, and a raven scenting death within the iron tubes calls to liis wife 
below, and claps the deep leaden hill-side with his heavy wing till his 
mate joins him, when they rise higher and higher, and take their way to 
the coiTie in front of us. It is a six-mile tramp along the hard-high road. 
The sun ns it climbs from ridge to ridge loses its strength in the lap of 
the cold clouds. It liglitcns up range upon range of rugged rock till 
from the high level of the road W'e look on cither side and behold a 
tumultuous sea of granite and slate fixed lor ever in angry crest and 
overhanging ridges above the valley of purple heather and green marsh. 
A bitter wind sweeps over them, but spends its rage in vain on all save 
my miserable legs and on Brahan and Oscar, who cringe behind the 
gillie’s legs. The fizz of another vesuv'ian was only an incident in this 
journey of an hour and a half. At last the road turning abruptly over 
the ravine, mounted more steeply and pierced the moor, which lapping it 
with a fringe of heather receded in brown folds higher and higher till it 
reached the base of the first rocky shore whence the deer forest swept 
round to meet the rays of the morning sun. 

Angus halted — took his telescope from tlie cover, and looking round 
for a stone to prop his back against, lay down with his legs stretched out, 
and kis elbow resting on one knee to support the glass, with which he 
proceeded to make a deliberate survey of the bill-side. What a blessing 
that was— with what a rapturous sough I threw myself down on the 
heather ; for the steady, long stride of these hiU-men is trying to 
nnaociistoined legs. Each Uiuook seems to rise against the fisot, every 
heather-covered hump throws out its lumt to impede the iabcauiug aidiie^ 
the hill-side^ which from the distance ieeine4 ^ slope, grows into,* 
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Bteep lung-testing ascent, the water-couMes swell into streams, the very 
stones live and move under his uncertain steps. “ Whew 1 how hot it 
ij}l” “Ye’d better not make a nise in the forest,” quoth the red man. 
Ugh 1 ugh ! ugh 1 rings out a sharp sultry cough. The red man looks 
round with an air of pity and despair which says plainly, “ If you do that 
again, we may as well turn back.” Joy then at the halt and the repose. 
For a time I hear nothing but the bumping of my own heart. Then I 
become aware of the fact that I am very high up ; and the lodge is glisten- 
ing like a snow-drop in the trees far below. Next I perceive that Angus 
has removed his eye from the telescope, and is looking at me without 
saying a word. “Did you see anything?” A nod. “What is it?” 

“ It’s a good peest enough. It’s a goot stag, and three heends. But 
thee’re a long way. And it’s a difficult staak, I’m thinkin’.” “ Let me 
see them.” “Do yon see ta pig white staan by ta green spot, just unter 
ta cairn over ta burn? There it is — a leetle more to ta left ? ” “ / see 

it.” “ Well, ta stag is lying down under ta staan, and the heends is 
standing up below him feeding.” I look, I stare, I squint : use right eye, 
left eye, both eyes. O, Lynceus, aid me 1 “ I can’t see anything, Angus.” 
“ITah, sir, yer not lookin’ in ta rect dareckshiin at all; it’s a hundret 
yarts to ta left of ta cairn.” Steady, sedulous sweeping of the whole area. 
At last “ I see three reddish specks below the white rock.” “ That’.s ta 
heends.” “ And I see now a big dark speck close to the corric.” “ Tat’s 
la stag.” “ ITow do you know ? ” “1 see his horns; it’s a goot peest.” 

I .should have liked very much to have then and thero denounced Angus 
as a Payer of the thing that was not, but controlled the impulse. Then 
came another pause. “ It’s a vara difficult corrie to get till with the 
weend in this niH,” quoth Angus, And then to my indignation he 
Blood up, “ What the deuce arc you at? Why, they’ll be off! ” “ Heck, 
major, they’re two mile away, and the poests have not got spying-glasses.” ‘ 
Angus picked a piece of the fluffy wool of his coat, held it between his 
fingers, let it go and watched it as it floated away to leeward. “ We 
must just chance it, major. The wind is vara bad for us ; it’s a long, long 
staak.” There was a click, click, click as Angus put up his telescope, put 
it into the case, looked all round, and then to my intense surprise, without 
a word, turned down the hill and proceeded with long bounding steps to 
take the direction from which we had come. A rest at full length, despite 
the gnats, on a natural bed of heather gives a false feeling of strength to 
the inexperienced southerner. There is also great eeee at first in a descent, 
and so I, the major, striding grandly from tuft to tuft, splashing into soft 
places, lighting agilely on boulders, for some time imagined that going down 
hill was a pleasant unfatiguing operation, in which the master was as good 
as his man. But no one ever saw such a hill. The mote ©iM went down 
it the more it lengthened on and on, and when the ridge which seemed to 
bound the descent by a wide plain of moor was reach^ lot it was but a 
vantage ground for a fresh humilior. Hie heather became contrary and 
pugnacious, the boulders grew unsteady and uncertain ; an unacoount- 
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able tendency to slijjping and stumbling forwards and backwards, and 
sideways, began to manifest itself, and at last thei’c was a quivering 
of the knee, and a sort of shock to the brain which made the eyes 
dance at every step. It was wdth a sensation of much relief I beheld 
Angus halt once more, heard the click of the telescope, threw myself 
down on the turf whilst he reconnoitred, and watched him surveying the 
ground, and now and then picking a piece of fluff from his jacket, and 
letting it float down the wind. They were there yet, he said, the stag 
now standing up, and one of the hinds was near him ; the others were 
invisible, and although we had come a long way from our original halting- 
place, our course had been oblique, so that we were now more directly 
beneath them. “ We must just staak them upta burn,” quoth Angus. On 
our right a brook which came down the hill now in swift runs amid con- 
glomerate rocks and slabs of slate, now in falls which made music in the 
morning air, then in deep trench-like streaks marked by bright green 
verdure, formed a series of pools, which were joined one to another by 
tiny cascades. Angus turned aside, and putting up his glass, made for 
the border of the bum, up which he ascended, indifferent the choice of 
stone, moss, or water for his steps. I followed ; it was well enough, or 
bad enough as long as we walked. But on reaching a wall-like barrier of 
slate, over which the burn leaped in a brisk foaming fall, Angus took a 
long look with the glass. “ We must creep now ; keep close, and get ns near 
to me as you ciin, sir.” In half an hour more, I had reason to understand 
the full terror of the curse on the serpent — ‘‘ On thy belly shnlt thou go,” 
a dreadful judgment truly ! — ray knees were filled wdth the sharp ends of 
burnt heather, my dVms up to the elbows were buried in black peat, now 
and then the burn had literally made a bed of me and run over my 
back, and all tliis time Angus, with one strong hand kept me close up 
to him, whilst the whole of my experience of the world was limited to a 
remarkably close view of tlie curious workmanship exhibited by the seat 
of bis breeks. Many a rent made by some envious Casca of a thorn or 
rock, hod been the subject of cunning reparation and clever handiwork, 
but after a while the contemplation of such excellence became monotonous. 
There was no help for it, however. At every movement to get away Angus 
was alert. Keep down, sir, keep down ! She’ll see ye. Keep os close as 
ye can by me.” Why did I ever come out to shoot deer ? Why was I 
H^ade the sport of this lungless, iron-sinewed Celt 7 I must stop. I’m 
qpute bbwn.” Ah, Well 1 an ye must, ye must. But I’m thinking they’ll 
not be long staying in that oorrie. And it’s a grand peest indeed, all out” 
So on again, liniai odd things came into my head, as I was pursuing 
the seat of ABgus's trousers ! 1 thought of Grisi the first time I saw 

her in Norma. ^1 thought of crouching in a salt marsh off Tenikale, 
from a pack of rascally Cossacks ; on ascent of a flight of steps ftrom one 
of the London Dock wine-caves also came into my head, so did a 
clamber up the Jardin de Glace. A grand scene in Tinaur th€ Toartatf 
—the water-pipes bursting in my chamberf after a thaw, a boyaa in 
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the Crimean trenches, and a semi-maniacal jumble of all things incon- 
gruous, held in solution by a Tiolent perspiration; a bumping pulse, 
and legs vrhich felt anguished to marrowy soilness, completed my sen- 
tetions. What joy when Angus drew a long sifBing breath, and with 
one great wriggle, lay flat and still, with his head raised just an inch 
above the heather, amid a gathering of small stones by the side of the 
burn. “ They’re all there,” he whispered just before. “ They’re all 
lying town. The stag’s about 120 yards ofli*, but there’s a peest of a 
hind between us.” And then, keeping his hand on my head, he drew 
me softly up beside him, and pointed with his eyes and chin through the 
heather. I looked, but the scalding tears of perspiration ran into my 
eyes, and all I saw was a pouple of watery moons dancing in the sky. 

“ The stag has his horns just above the red staan, and you can see the tips 
of the hcend’s ears moving backwards and forwards above that green tufl 
in front of my finger. The other heends are down beyond the stag I ” At 
last the mist cleared away from my sight, and I beheld two withered 
branches, russet-red and grey, close by the stone. As I looked they moved, 
and my heart, which had been bumping before, came to attention with a 
bang, and then fired u volley of musketry. “ What a head ! Give me 
ihe rifle I ” “ And it’s a fine head indeed ; but ye mustn’t touch the rifle 

yet — slie’ll be risin’ py-and-py.” 

And thus it is that I arrive at the opening words of this slight sketch. 
For after a long sufferance in which I endured all the agonies of midge 
and gnat — w^orse, as Mr. Gould will tell you, than the mosquito of the 
East — and the still greater torture of being obliged to remain perfectly 
still under them, Angus arrived at the dread conclusion that I must 
endure still more till it pleased the creature to rise. Now, the provoking 
thing was this, that whereas if I were a free agent I would have gone away 
that instant and fled from the gauzy cloud of persecutors which enveloped 
me ; the stag, quite as much vexed by them, and being quite a voluntary 
agent, lay there, though he could have gone away in a moment if he 
had BO listed. Perhaps he was a philosopher, and reasoned on the 
impolicy of waste of power in going to some other place where he would 
be just as badly off. So we waited together — I watched the flicking of his * 
long ears, and the taperings of his horns till the heather seemed to grow 
into the landscape, and horns, ears, and heather all blended into a brown 
hazy agitation. 1 cannot tell how long this lasted— tj^ughts were 
wandering far away, and as my eye wandered top, pore froin o>M, 

vast hill-side to the other, and idly scanned the wi||VeQke ridgei, 1 thougl|^ 
of the time when the silent glades and valleys wer4 peopled by thousai^ 
of stalwart kernes, and when the lowing of cattle leaped hillock 
hillock. They are all gone now. Nothing remains of %em in theiif 
own land but the stone-heaps which mark the ruins ^f &eir uncootb 
dwellings. And it is well ibr them. In far lands they became frceme|i« 
and ate their bread in peace. Their children are the stirrings sterikigi 
^riving denizens of prosperous dties and the lords of great 
VOL, XIII.— NO. 75. Ig 
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held in fee simple from nature. From Strathbiukie and Glenbunkie 
in the days now not much more than a century old, two thousand three 
hundred men, with claymore and target, and a few miserable hrelocka, 
followed the drunken, cursing, dicing, red-nosed, swaggering Lord lladdie, 
of Haddie, to be cut down and shot down, and deserted and transported. 
Over all that expanse a search-warrant backed by a microscope could 
only to-dny have found Angus, the captain, myself, the gillie with the 
pony, the folks at the lodge, and some four or five families of stalkers, 
keepers, and the like. Haddie’s race has long since died out, and his 
title serves to grace the roll of names which follow the southern honours 
of a Saxon duke. But the MacHaddies of Glen and Strath have spread 
over Canada, New Zealand, Australia — the isles of the sea, and the 
broad lands of the Far West. They will not have our convicts, and they 
will not have the aborigines ; and lost in democratic whirls of independent 
self-satisfying existence, they have no respect for titles. No doubt, they 
are better and happier far than they would have been had their ancestors 
never dared the sea. Let us hope so, at all events. 

But what is to be the end of the Highlands of Scotland ? I don't 
mean to inquire if Cape Wrath be likely to migrate oih not. Nor is 
there any reason to believe in a great geographical change, or in a Mur- 
chisonian geological convulsion. But I am much mistaken if there is not 
some daily cataclysm going on in those pleasant places which he between 
the Minch and the German Ocean from west to east, and from Perthshire 
and Argyleahire to Caithness and Sutherland from south to north. It is 
all a game of mammon against mankind, of sport and sheep, of salmon, 
grouse, and venison, against the aborigines. Once on a time a great 
Scotchman, Sir William Dunbar, with that fervid energy in bull-making 
which distinguishes all Celts condemned, instead of Gaelic or Erse, to 
use the obscure and inelegant Latin-Norman-Saxon called English, in 
proposing the health of the chairman of the Hudson’s Bay Company, 
expressed a fervent wish that the said chairman “ might long hve to be 
what he ever had been ’’ — (what wa.sit? w hat could it be ?) — the father 
of the ahoriginii of Hudson’s Bay.” Tlie poor Highlanders aboriginal 
want a lather very badly, and may, for all I see, continue to want one ; 
but it is evident they are losing the game at home. A short time ago a 
galliuit gentleman, interested in a Highland regiment, expressed his sur- 
prise and r^et to an old man of the mountains respecting the paucity of 
recruits for his corps in places once famous for fecundity. Ah, well ! 
Stiatborombie,” quoth the ancient, **ye see it’s just the change in the 
nature of the beast. If yc go up Glengarry and Glengarich, and round 
by Stratbcaim, ye’ll find recruits as many as ever, but they have all got 
boms OB their heads.” There is no use, we are told, in a maudlin senti- 
mentalism on these matters. Races as brave as the old Celtic populations 
of the Highlands have died out thus. Emigration is the recognised 
remedy of the miserable Sangrados of the new school of political 
medicine-men, who can’t deal with a full pulse and ohaiged <^retilatidn 
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except hy recourse to depletion. Not a doubt about it, but Sawney 
Bean’s great-grandson who is running for a senatorship in Iowa, or 
Glenruin’s grandson who is a member of council in Queensland, is much 
better off than if he were living in settled humanities in the finest 
scenery in the world, or were leading dhuinewassela to the sack of Tul- 
lochgorum. So far of the man himself. But as to the nation from 
which he came, what? Admit that it was not good for Sawney Bean 
to be forced to eat human mutton or beef, whatever the pachydermatous 
meat may have been — concede that it was wrong in Glenruin to have 
a feud with Strathcrombie — we still must feel that Sawney Bean and 
Glenruin would have been more effective and forcible fighters against the 
great Gaul or Samuel of the U.S. than the largest flock of sheep and the 
best head now to bo found south of John of Groat’s. And so — here I felt 
my elbow nudged, and turning my head towards Angus saw that his eyes 
were fixed right before him and turned slightly upwards, whilst the rifle 
was slid gently through the heather to my right hand. I looked forward 
and there — standing upright, with horns slightly thrown back, ears erect, 
dilated nostril sniffing upwards, fore legs set stiffly together and huge body 
thrown on the massive haunches ready for a bound, whilst the hinds 
stamped and grunted in the heather — stood the object of all my toils, 
“ Aim low ! ” whispered Angus, as 1 unstopped the hammer. How the bead 
on the rifle barrel rose and fell, now bounding as it seemed into the air, 
now sinking below the whitish line beneath the stag’s shoulders ! And 
how long the second seemed ere the thin smoke clinging to the heather 
was swept back on my face 1 My eyes were blinded with the heavy 
drops which rolled off my brow, and as I stai-ted to my feet I caught 
as through a driving rain the forms of the deer bounding, leaping, flying 
ever up the hill. A deep despair chilled the throbbings of my heart. 
“ I’ve missed after all 1 ” Missed I ” quoth Angus, who was running 
toward the little hillock on which the stag had been standing. “ An’ 
if ye call that missing, I’d leek to see ye hitting. I heard the bullet 
strike him, an’ he’s not far off.” In another minute I stood over the 
dying stag, Angus stripping off his coat ilfad baring his brawny arm, 
laid his knife in fhe grass, and standing across ta peest,” handed me 
a gurgle of Glenlivat. “ An’ inteet ’twas a goot shot. An’ it’s a fine 
peest, petter than I thoet. It ’ill be nearer eighteen than seffenteen 
stone. An’ a royal heed too.” 

Hurrah for deer-stalking ! Hurrah for the forest ! 

And yet 1 felt like a cowardly sneaking murderer as I lumbered 
down the hill-side, whilst by my heels puffed the pony carrying the dead 
deer which kept nodding his head at every step, and staring at me with 
his dull, wide open eye. “ An’ inteet ’twas a goot shot," skid ^Angus, 
again. “ An’ I always feel as pleased as if I had five pound when a teef 
is killed so weel as that.” It was all the man had a care or thought fbt* 
I would have given much more not to have killed it at alL 
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Book thb Fourth. 

CHAPTER XV. 

The Wedding Day 

HE time was nine o’clock in 
the morning. The place was 
a private room in one of the 
old-fashioned inns, which still 
remain on the Borough side of 
the Thames. The date was 
IMonday, the Wth of August. 
And the person was Mr. Bash- 
wood, who had travelled to 
London on a summons from 
his son, and had taken up his 
abode at the inn, on the pre- 
vious day. 

He had never yet looked so 
pitiably old and helpless as he 
looked now. The fever and chill 
of alternating hope and despair, 
bad dried and withered and 
wasted him. The angles of his 
figure had sharpened. The out- 
line of his face had shrunk. His 
dress pointed the melancholy 
change in him, with a merciless 
and shocking emphasis. Never, even in his youth, had he worn such clothes 
as he wore now. With the desperate resolution to leave no chance untried 
of producing an impression on Miss Gwilt, he had cast aside his dreary Uadk 
garments ; he had even mustered the courage to wear his blue satin cravat, 
^is ooat was a riding coat of light grey. He had ordered it, with a vindictive 
sul»tlety of purpose, to be made on the pattern of a ooat that he had seen 
Allan wear. HU waistcoat was white ; his trousers were of the gayest 
summer pattern^ in the largest check. HU wig was oiled and aoentedi 
and brushed round, on either side, to hide the wrinkles on his taeSpUa* 
Be was an object to laugh at^he was an object to weep oaar. 
ehemics, if a creature so wretched could have had enemies, weald hlfi 
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furaahod hredE<Mt-tebie-n«h(l|js wlA lM»ll«ee odMAi^ Wkeii^ iiki|iiity 
in hu «7e(. ^be aoiter aoaMttgf'St, ew ihe nra ef boi^ kutter, eras 
addressed §jt the fiibe^h time I& the tipe form of woxdb irhldih ^e 
miseraUe creature seemed te be oafMible of utt^riog that 
<< My sou is oomisg to breekfoat. My soa is vepry partiohiat. t waat 
everything of the beah^ot things, and cold thinga^latid tea aud coifiser— 
and all the rest of it, waiter ; aU ^ rest of it»** For the fiftieth toe, hp 
now reitprated those ansdoua words. For the fiftieth time, the unpene- 
trable waiter had just returned his one pacifying answer, All right, 
BIT ; you may kate it to me '* — when the sound of leisurely foot^i^ 
was heard on She stairs ; the door opened ; and the lox^.*6tpeoted son 
sauntered indolentlytoto the room, with a neat little black-deader beg in 
hia hand. 

“ Well done, old gantleman 1 said Bashwood the younger, itturlre;^g 
hia father^a dreaa with a smile of aardomc encouragement. You’re ready 
to be married to Miss Gwilt at a moment's notice ! ” 

The father took the son's hand, and tried to echo the son's laugh. 

** You have such good spirits, Jemmy," he said, using the name in its 
familiar form, as he had been accustomed to use it, in happier days. 
** You always had good spirits, my dear, from a child. GomS and 
down; I've ordered you a nice breakfast. Everything of the bestl 
everythix^ of the best ! What a relief it is to see you t Ob, d^, |leari 
what a relief it is to see you." He stopped and sat down at to talie^ 
his toe duihed with the effort to control the impatience that Gulfia 


devouriits hima ** Tell me about her 1 " he burst out, giving up ito 
effoit with a auiddea self-abaxidonment. I shaB die, Jemmy, |f X wait 
for it any longer. Tell me 1 tell me I tell me I " 

One thing at a time,** said Bashwood the younger, perfootly mWnoted 
by Ms fator'a impatienoe. ** We'll try the breakfast firsti and eome la 
the lady afterwards t Gently does it, old gentleman— gently does it ! " 
Be put hia leather bag on a chair, and sat down epposito to his fotor, 
ixNMposedt tod and 

to to^Bpry Sfpljii^ to oitoavy rules of titolysiit 

to shaMler of Bashwood toyovagir in his ftM% 
wk jvdm Ink fim hr Va Silit htb, aM Ida ptaa# 
idnikifl^ aag/' Himwat ^mM Wk ow wMy write? 
umfrrfffA^i i ff^ T wii toli ^ toeWtoa whom ha addsMsda aB e o m bii 

Tfii tiis till TSidlnir rMiiriliiiltotiaififfrto 

|Mp||||pi leu tototodk itHpifl'i i 

sfwllpi tif liitiil tijw^ todt iaiMli|to to iiitoit.'iHrt - 


818 


ARMADALE. 


creature whom the viler need of Society has fashioned for its own use. 
There he sat — the Confidential Spy of modem times, whose business is 
steadily enlarging, whose Private Inquiry Ofiioes are steadily on the 
increase. There he sat — the necessary Detective attendant on the pro- , 
gress of our national civilization ; a man who was in this instance at least, 
the legitimate and intelligible product of the vocation that employed him ; 
a man professionally ready on the merest suspicion (if the merest suspicion 
paid him) to get under our beds, and to look through gimlet-holes in our 
doors ; a man who would have been useless to his employers if he could 
have felt a touch of human sympathy in his father’s presence ; and who 
would have deservedly forfeited his situation, if, under any circumstances 
whatever, he had been personally accessible to a sense of pity or a sense 
of shame. 

“ Gently does it, old gentleman,”, he repeated, lifting the covers from 
ihe dishes, and looking under them one after the other all round the 
table. “ Gently does it 1 ” 

“ Don’t be angry with me, Jemmy,” pleaded his father. “ Try, if you 
can, to think how anxious I must be. I got your letter as long ago os 
yesterday morning. 1 have had to travel all the way from Thorpe- 
Ambrose, — I have had to get through the dreadful long evening, and 
the dreadful long night — with your letter telling me that you had found 
out who she is, and telling me nothing more. Suspense is very hard to 
bear. Jemmy, when you come to my age. What was it prevented you, 
my dear, from coming to me when 1 got here yesterday evening 7 ” 

A little dinner at Richmond,” said Bashwood the younger. Give 
me some tea.” 

Mr. Bashwood tried to comply with the request ; but the hand with 
which he lifted the teapot trembled so unmanageably that the tea misaed 
the cup and streamed out on the cloth. I’m very sorry ; I can’t help 
trembling when I’m anxious,” said the old man, as his son took the teapot 
out of his hand. I’m afraid you bear me malice. Jemmy, for what 
happened when I was last in town. I own 1 was obstinate and un- 
reasonable about going back to Thorpe-Ambrose. I’m more sensible 
now. You were quite right in taking it all on yourself, as toon as 
I ^wed you the veiled lady, when we saw her come out of the hotel ; 
and you were quite right to send me back the same day to my buainess in 
the steward’s office at the Great House.” He watched the effect of these 
concessions on his son, and ventured doubtfully on another entreaty. If 
you won’t tell me anything else just yet,” he said, faintly, will you tell 
me bow you fomid her out ? Do, Jemmy, — do \ ” 

Bashwood the younger looked up from his plate. Til tell you tbat^” 
ho aaid. ** The reckoning up of Miw Gwilt has oost mere And 

taken more time than I expected ; and the soontt* we come to neettleinent 
about it, the sooner we shall get to what you want to know.” 

Without a word of eiq>oslalstion, the ffitbey laU hia dingy M pocket- 
book and his purse on the tabk belbre tho tqm Btnkwoodihe yettigir 
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looked into the purse ; observed, with a oontemptuous elevation of the 
eyebiows, that it held no more than a sovereign and some silver; and 
returned it intact. The pocket-book, on being opened next, proved to 
contain four five-pound notes. Bashwood the younger transferred three 
of the notes to his own keeping ; and handed the pocket-book back to his 
father, with a bow expressive of mock gratitude, and saroastio respect. 

A thousand thanks,” he said. “ Some of it is for the people at our 
oflice, and the balance is for myself. One of the few stupid things, my dear 
sir, that I have done in the course of my life, was to write you word when 
you first consulted me, that you might have my services gratis. As you 
see, I hasten to repair the error. An hour or two at odd times, I was 
ready enough to give you. But this business has taken days, and has got 
in the T^ay of other jobs. I told you I couldn’t be out of pocket by you 
— I put it in my letter, as plain as words could say it.” 

“ Yes, yes, Jemmy. 1 don’t complain, my dear, I don’t complain. 
Never mind the money — tell me how you found her out.” 

“ Besides,” pursued Baahwood the younger, proceeding impenetrably 
with his justification of himself, “ I have given you the benefit of my 
experience — I’ve done it cheap. It would have cost double the money, if 
another man had taken tliis in hand. Another man would have kept a 
watch on Mr. Armadale as well as Miss Gwilt. I have Saved you that 
expense. You are certain that Mr. Armadale is bent on marrying her. 
Very good. In that case, while we have our eye on /ler, we have, for all 
useful purposes, got our eye on him. Know where the lady is, and you 
know that the gentleman can’t be far otF.” 

“ Quite true, Jemmy. Rut how was it Miss Gwilt came to give you 
bo much trouble ? ” 

“ She’s a devilish clever woman,” said Bashwood the younger ; ** that’s 
how it was. She gave us the slip at a milliner’s shop. We niada it ah 
right with the milliner, and speculated on the chance of her coming back 
to try on a gown she had ordered. The cleverest women lose the use of 
their wits in nine canes out of ten, where there’s a new dress in the ease — 
and even Miss Gwilt was rash enough to go back. That was all we 
wanted. One of the women from our office helped to try on her new 
gown, and put her in the right position to be seen by one of our men 
behind the door. He instantly suspected who she was, on the strength of 
what he bad been told of her — for she’s a famous woman in her way. Of 
course, we didn’t trust to that. We traced her to her new address ; and 
we got a man ih>m Scotland Yard, who was certain to know her, if our 
own man’s idea was the right one. The man from Scotland Yard turned 
milliner’s lad for the ocoasion, and took her gown home. He saw her in 
the passage, and identified her in an instant. You’re in luck^ I can tell you. 
Miss Gwilt’s a public ebaraoter. If we bad had a less notorkms woman 
to deal with, she might have cost us weeks of inquiry, and you might have 
had to pay hundredtf of pomids. A day did it in Mias Gwilt^s oaie^ 
and another day put the whole etory of her life, in Uaek and white, 
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into my hands. There it is at the present moment, old gentleman, in my 
black bag." 

Ba^wood the father made straight for the bag with eager eyes, and 
outstretched hand. Basliwood the son took a little key out of his waistcoat 
pocket — winked — shook his head — and put the key back again. 

** I hav’n’t done breakfast yet," he said. “ Gently does it^ my dear 
sir — gently does it.” 

“ I can’t wait 1 " cried the old man, struggling vainly to preserve his 
self-control. “ It’s past nine ! It’s a fortnight to-day, since she went to 
London with Mr. Armadale ! She may be married to him in a fortnight 1 
She may be married to him this morning ! I can’t wait 1 I can’t wait I ’’ 

“ There’s no knowing what you can do till you try,’’ rejoined 
Bashwood the younger. “ Try ; and you’ll find you can wait. What 
has become of your curiosity ? ’’ he went on, feeding the fire ingeniously 
with a stick at a time. “ Wliy don’t you nsk me what I mean by calling 
Miss Gwilt a public character? Why don’t you wonder how I came to lay 
my hand on the story of her life, in black and white? If you’ll sit down 
again, I’ll tell you. If you won’t, I shall confine myself tcwjiy breakfast.’’ 

Mr. Bashwood sighed heavily, and went back to his chair. 

I wish you were not so fond of your joke, Jemmy," he said ; “ I 
wish, my dear, you were not quite so fond of your joke.” 

“ Joke ? ’’ repeated his son. It would be serious enough in some 
people’s eyes, I can tell you. Miss Gwilt has been tried for her life ; and 
the papers in that black bag are the lawyer’s instructions for the Defence. 
Do you call that a joke?" . 

The father started to his feet, and looked straight across the table at 
the son with a smile of exultation that was terrible to see. 

** She’s been tried for her life ! ’’ he burst out, with a deep gasp of 
satisfaction. ** She’s been tried for her life I " He broke into a low 
prolonged laugh, and snapped his fingers exultingly. “ Aha-lm-ha ! 
Something to frighten Mr. Armadale in that ! ” 

Scoundrel as he was, the son was daunted by the explosion of pent-up 
passion which burst on him in those words. 

Don’t excite yourself," he said, with a sullen suppressien of the 
mocking manner in which he had spoken thus far. 

Mr. Bashwood sat down again, and passed his handkerchief over his 
forehead. No," be said, nodding and smiling at his son. No, no— 
no exciteinent, as you say — I can wait now, Jemmy ; 1 can wait now." 

He waited with immovable patience. At intervals, he nodded, and 
smiled, and whispered to himself, Something to frighten Mr. Armadale 
in that / " But he made no farther attempt, by woH, look, or aotion to 
hurry his son. 

Bashwood the younger finished his breakfast slowly, ou| of pars 
bravado ; lit a cigar, with the utmost deliberation ; looked st his fiither, 
and, seeing him still as immoral^ patient as ever, opened the bbek hag 
at last, and spread the papers on the table. 
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How will you have it ? ” he asked. “ Long or short ? I have got 
her whole life here. The counsel who defended her at the trial was 
instructed to hammer hard at the sympathies of the jury : he went head 
over ears into the miseries of her past career, and shocked everybody in 
court in the most workmanlike manner. Shall 1 take the same line ? 
Do you want to know all about her, from the time when she was in short 
frocks and frilled trousers ? or do you prefer getting on at once to her 
first appearance ns a prisoner in the dock 7 ” 

“ I want to know all about her,” said his father eagerly. “ The 
worst, and the best — the worst, particularly. Don’t spare my feelingg, 
Jemmy — whatever you do, don’t spai-e my feelings 1 Can’t I look at the 
papers myself? ” 

“ No, you can’t. They would be all Greek and Hebrew to you. 
Thank your stars that you have got a sharp son, who can take the pith 
out of these papers, and give it a smack of the right flavour in serving it 
up. There are not ten men in England who could tell you this woman’s 
story as I can tell it. It’s a gift, old gentleman, of the sort that is given 
to very few people — and it lodges here.” 

He tapped his forehead smartly, and turned to the first page of the 
manuscript before him, with an unconcealed triumph at the prospect of 
exhibiting his own cleverness, which was the first expression of a genuine 
feeling of any sort that had escaped him yet. 

“ Miss Gwilt’s story begins,” said Bashwood the younger, “ in the 
market-place at Thorpe- Ambrose. One day, something like a quarter of 
a century ago, a travelling quack -doctor, who dealt in perfumery as well 
as medicines, came to the town, with his cart, and exhibited, as a living 
example of th^ excellence of his washes and hair-oils and so on, a pretty 
little girl, with a beautiful complexion and wonderful hair. His name 
was Oldershaw. He had a wife, who helped him in the perfumery part 
of his business, and who carried it on by herself after his death. She has 
risen in the world of late years ; and she is identical with that sly old 
lady who employed me professionally a short time since. As for the 
pretty httle girl, you know who she was as well as I do. While the 
quack was haranguing the mob, and showing them the child’s hair, a 
young lady, driving through the market-place, stopped her carriage to 
hear what it was all about ; saw the little girl ; and took a violent fancy 
to her on the spot. The young lady was the daughter of Mr. Blanchard, 
of Thorpe- Ambrose. She went home, and interested her father in the 
fate of the innocent little victim of the quack doctor. The same evening, 
the OldershawB were sent for to the great house, and were questioned. 
They declared themselves to be her uncle and aunt — a lie, of course 1— 
and they ware quite willing to let her attend the village school, while 
they stayed at Thorpe- Ambrose, when the proposal was made to them. 
The new arrangement was carried out the next day. And the day after 
^t, the Older^aws bad disappeared, had left the little girl on the 
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aquirfi's hands ! She evidently hadn't answered as they expected in the 
oapaoity of an advertiaement — and that was the way they took of pro- 
viding for her for life. There is the first act of the play for you I Clear 
enongh, so far, isn’t it ? ” 

** Clear enough, Jemmy, to clever people. But I’m old and slow. I 
dcm’t understand one thing. Whose child was she ? ” 

“ A very sensible question. Sony to inform you that nobody can 
answer it — Miss Gwilt herself included. These Instructions that" I’m 
referring to are founded, of course, on her own statements, sifted by 
her attorney. All she could remember, on being questioned, was, that 
she was beaten and half starved, somewhere in the country, by a woman 
who took in children at nurse. The woman had a card with her, stating 
that her name was Lydia Gwilt, and got a yearly allowance for taking 
care of her (paid through a lawyer), till she wag eight years old. At that 
time, the allowance stopped; the lawyer had no explanation to offer ; 
nobody came to look after her ; nobody wrote. The Oldershaws saw 
her, and thought she might answer to exhibit; and the woman parted 
with her for a trifle to the Oldershaws ; and the Oldershawf parted with 
her for good and all to the Blanchards. That’s the Bto?*y of her birth, 
parentage, and education ! She may be the daughter of a Duke, or the 
daughter of a costermonger. The circumstances may be highly romantic, 
or utterly commonplace. Fancy anything you like — there’s nothing to 
stop you. When you’ve had your fancy out, say the word, and I’ll turn 
over the leaves and go on.” 

“Please to go on. Jemmy — please to go on.” 

“ The next glimpse of Miss Gwilt,” resumed Bashwood the younger, 
turning over the papers, “ is a glimpse at a family mystery. The deserted 
child was in luck’s way at last. She hod taken the fancy of an amiable 
young lady with a rich father, and she was petted and made much of at 
the great house, in the character of Mias Blanchard’s last new plaything. 
Not long afterwards Mr. Blanchard and his daughter went abroad, and 
took the girl with them in the capacity of Miss Blanchard’s little maid. 
When they came back, the daughter had married, and become a widow, 
in the interval ; and the pretty little maid, instead of returning with them 
to Thorpe- Ambrose, turns up suddenly, all alone, as a pupil at a school 
in France. There she was, at a first-rate establishment, with her main- 
tenance and education secured until she married and settled in life, on this 
understanding, — that she never returned to England. Those were all the 
partieukra she could be prevailed on to give the lawyer who drew up 
theae instmetions. She declined to say what had happened abroad ; she 
declined even, after all the years that had passed, to mention her mtoess’s 
married name. It's quite clear, of course, that she was in poeseasion of 
some fiunily secret ; and that the Blanobards paid for her sobooling on the 
Ckmtinent to keep her out of the way. And it's eq^ly plain that she 
would never have kept her oecret as Ae did, if she had not seen her way to 
trading on it for her own advantage at aome ftitore time. A deter wor^. 
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as IVe told you already ! A devilish clever woman, who hasn’t been 
knocked about in the world, and seen the ups and downs of life abroad 
and at home for nothing.” 

** Tea, yes. Jemmy ; quite true. How Icmg did she stop, please, at 
the school in France ? ” 

Bash wood the younger referred to the papers. 

She stopped at the French school,” he replied, ‘‘till she was seven- 
teen. At that time, something happened at the school which I find mildly 
described in these papers as ‘ something unpleasant’ The plain fact was, 
that the rousio-master attached to the establishment fell in love with Miss 
Gwilt. He was a respectable middle-aged man, with a wife and family — 
and finding the circumstances entirely hopeless, he took a pistol, and 
rashly assuming that he had brains in his head, tried to blow them out. 
The doctors saved liis life, but not his reason — he ended, where he had 
better have begun, in an asylum. Miss Gwilt’s beauty having been at the 
bottom of the scandal, it was of course impossible — though she was proved 
to have been otherwise quite blameless in the matter — for her to remain 
at the school after what had happened. Her ‘ friends ’ (the Blanchards) 
were communicated with. And her friends transferred her to another 

school ; at Brussels, this time. What are you sighing about ? what’s 

wrong now?” 

“I can’t help feeling a little for the poor musio-maeter, Jemmy. 
Go on.” 

“ According to her own account of it, dad, Miss Gwilt seems to have 
felt for him too. She took a serious turn ; and was ‘ converted ’ (as they 
call it) by the lady who had charge of her in the interval before she went 
to Brussels. The priest at the Belgian school appears to have been a 
man of some discretion, and to have seen that the girl’s sensibilities were 
getting into a dangerously excited state. Before he could quiet her down, 
he fell ill, and was succeeded by another priest, who was a fanatic. You 
will understand the sort of interest he took in the girl, and the way in 
which he worked on her feelings, when 1 tell you that she announced it as 
her decision, after having been nearly two years at the school, to end her 
days in a convent 1 You may well stare I Miss Gwilt, in the charaoter 
of a Nun, is the sort of female phenomenon you don’t often set eyeg on. 
Women are queer creatures.” 

“ Did she go into the convent ? ” asked Mr. Bashwood. “ Did they 
let her go in, w> friendless and so young, with nobody to advise her for 
the best? ” 

“The Blanchards were consulted, as a matter of form,” pnrmed 
Bashwood the younger. “ They had no objection to her shutting herself 
up in a convent, as you may well imagine. The pleasantest letter they 
ever had from her, I’ll answer for it, was the letter in which she solemnly 
took leave of them in this world for ever. The people at the oonvent 
were as careftil as usual not to commit themselvoi. Their rales woulda*t 
aUeir her to take the veil till she had tried the lile for a year first, aa4 



824 


ABMABAliE. 


then, if she had any doubt, for another year after that. She tried the lifb 
for the first year, accordingly— and doubted. She tried it for the second 
year — and was wise enough, by* that time, to give it up without further 
hesitation. Her position was rather an awkward one when she found 
herself at liberty again. The sisters at the convent had lost their interest 
in her ; the mistress at the school declined to take her back as teacher, on 
the ground that she was too nice-looking for the place ; the priest con- 
sidered her to be possessed by the devil. There was nothing for it but to 
write to the Blanchards again, and ask them to start her in life as a teAcher 
of music on her own account. She wrote to her former mistress accordingly. 
Her former mistress had evidently doubted the genuineness of the girl’s 
resolution to be a nun, and had seized the opportunity offered by the 
farewell letter of three years since to cut off all further communication 
between her ex-waiting maid and herself. Miss Gwilt’s letter was returned 
by the post-office. She caused inquiries to be made ; atid found that 
Mr. Blanchard was dead, and tliat his daughter Imd left, the great house 
for some place of retirement unknown. The next thing she did, upon 
this, w'as to write to the heir in possession of tlie estate. oThe letter was 
answered by his solicitors, who were instructed to put the law in force at 
the first attempt she made to extort money from any member of the family 
at Thorpe- Ambrose. The last chance was to get at tlie address of her 
mistress’s place of retirement. The family bankers, to whom she wrote, 
'^ote back to say that they were instructed not to give the lady’s address 
to any one applying for it, without being previously empowered to do so 
by the lady herself. That last letter settled the question — Miss Gwilt 
could do nothing more. With money at her command, she might have 
gone to England, and made the Blanchards think twice before they carried 
things with too high a hand. , Not having a halfpenny at command, she 
was helpless. Without money and without friends, you may wonder how 
she supported herself while the correspondence was going on. She sup- 
ported herself by playing the pianoforte at a low concert-room in Brussels. 
The men laid siege to her, of course, in all directions — but they found her 
insensible os adamant. One of these rejected gentlemen was a Russian ; 
and he was the means of making her acquainted with a countrywoman of 
hia — whose name is unpronounceable by English lips. Let us give her 
her title, and call her the Baroness. The two women liked each other 
at their first introduction ; and a new scene opened in Miss Gwilt’s life. 
She became reader and companion to the Baroness. Eveiything was right, 
eTei7tbiDg was smooth on the surface. Everything was rotten and every- 
thing was wrong, under it.^ 

In what way, Jemmy ? Please to wait a little, and tell me in what 

way.” 

** In this way. The Baroness was fond of travelling, and she had 
a select set of friends about her, who were quite of her way of thinking. 
They went from one city on the Continent to another, were iudi 
ehymlng people that they picked up aoquaii^taiioee e^f er y wh ei^e* The 
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acquaintances wore invited to the Baroneas’s receptions — and card-tables 
were invariably a pai’t of the Baroness’s fdrniture. Do you see it now ? 
or must I tell you, in the strictest confidence, that cards were not con- 
sidered sinful on these festive occasions, and that the luck, at the end of the 
evening, turned out to be almost invariably on the side of the Baroness and 
her friends. Swindlers, all of them — and there isn’t a doubt on my mind, 
whatever there may be on yours, that Mias Gwilt’s manners and appear- 
ance made her a valuable member of the society in the capacity of a decoy. 
Her oAvn statement is, that she was innocent of all knowledge of what really 
went on ; that she was quite ignorant of card-playing ; that she hadn’t 
such a thing as a respectable friend to turn to in the world ; and that she 
honestly liked the Baroness, for the simple reason that the Baroness 
was a hearty good friend to her from first to last. Believe that or not, 
as you please. For five years she travelled about all over the Continent, 
with these card-sharpers in high life, and she might have been among 
them at this moment, for anything I know to the contrary, if the 
Baroness had not caught a Tartar at Naples, in the shape of a rich 
travelling Englishman, named Waldron. Aha I that name startles you, 
does it? You’ve read the Trial of the famous Mrs. Waldron, like the 
rest of the world ? And you know who Miss Gwilt is now, without my 
telling you ? ” 

He paused, and looked at his father in sudden perplexity. Far from 
being overwhelmed by the discovery which had just burst on him, 
Mr. Bashwood, after the first natural movement of surprise, faced his son 
with a seli-possession which was nothing short of extraordinary under Ihe 
circumstances. There was a new brightness in his eyes, and a new colour in 
his face, li' it had been possible to conceive such a thing of a man in his 
position, he seemed to be absolutely encouraged instead of depressed by 
what he had just heard. “ Go on, Jemmy,” he said, quietly ; I am one 
of the fow people who didn’t read the Trial — I only heard of it,” 

Still wondering inwardly, Bashwood the younger recovered himself, 
and went on. 

You always were, and you always will be, behind the age,” he said. 

When we come to the Trial, I can tell you as much about it as you need 
know. In the meantime, we must go back to the Baroness and Mr. 
Waldron. For a certain number of nights the Englishman let the card- 
sharpers have it all their own way^ — in other words, he paid for the 
privilege of making himself agreeable to Miss Gwilt. When he thought 
he had produced the necessary impression on her, he exposed the whole 
confederacy without mercy. The police interfered ; the Baroness found 
herself in prison ; a&d Miss Gwilt was pat between the two altemadves of 
accepting Mr. Waldron’s protection, or being thrown on the world again. 
She was amazingly virtuous, or amazingly clever, which you please. To 
Mr. Waldron’s astoniidiment, she told him that she could &oe the prospeot 
of being thrown on the world ; and that he must address her honour- 
ably or leare her for ever. The end of it was what the end always is^ 
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where &e men ia in&tuated and the woman is determined. To the disgnat 
of hii &mily and friends, Mr.' Waldron made a virtue of necessity, and 
married her.'’ 

« How old was he ? ” asked Baahwood the elder eagerly. 

Bashwood the younger burst out laughing. “ He was about old enough, 
daddy, to be your son, and rich enough to have burst that precious pocket- 
book of yours with thousand-pound notes 1 Don’t hang your head. It 
wasn’t a happy marriage, though he was bo young and so rich. They lived 
abroad, and got on well enough at first. He made a new will, of course, 
as soon as he was married, and provided handsomely for his wife, under 
the tender pressure of the honeymoon. But women wear out, like other 
things, with time ; and one fine morning Mr. Waldron woke up with a 
doubt in his mind whether he had not acted like a fool. He was an ill- 
tempered man; he was discontented with himself; and of course he made 
his wife feel it. Having begun by quarrelling with her, he got on to sus- 
pecting her, and became savagely jealous of every male creature who 
entered the house. They had no incumbrances in the sliape of children, 
and they moved from one place to another, just as hi* jealousy inclined 
him, till they moved back to England at last, after having been married 
close on four years. He had a lonely old house of his own among the 
Yorkshire moors, and there he shut his wife and himself up from every 
living creature, except his servants and his dogs. Only one result could 
come, of course, of treating a high-spirited young woman in that way. It 
^ may be fate, or it may be chance — but, whenever a woman is desperate, 
there is sure to be a man handy to take advantage of it. The man in this 
case WM imther a * dark horse,’ as they say on the turf. He was a certain 
Captain Manuel, a native of Cuba, and (according to his own account) an 
ex-offioer in the Spanish navy. He had met Mr. Waldron’s beautiful wile 
on the journey back to England ; had contrived to speak to her in spite of 
her husband’s jealousy ; and bad followed her to her place of imprison- 
ment in Mr. Waldron’s house on the moors. The captain is described 
as a clever, determined fellow — of the daring piratical sort — with the dash 
of mystery about him that women like ” 

** She's not the same as other women I ” interposed Mr. Bashwood, 

suddealj intermpting his son. “ Did she ? " Hii voice failed 

hbw, and he stopped without bringing the question to an end. 

*<Did she like the eaptain?’* suggeeted Bashwood the younger with 
laugh. Aooording to her own account of it, she adored Mm. 
At tiie tame time her oouduot (as represented by herself) was perftotly 
mnooent. Comuderiag how carsfblly her huabaad watched her, the 
statement (incredible as it appears) is probably true. For six weslcs or 
■o, they oouftsed themselves to oorrssponding privsitely; As Cuban 
eaptaiu (who spoke and wrote SngHsk pcrieotly,) haring eootiited to 
make a go-between of one of the female servanle in the Tolktdiire house. 
How it mi^ baxe ended we needn’t trowble oirsehrss to Ingnlnt— 
Mr. Waldron Mmself brought matten to a crisis. Wlietiwr hi ifittd 
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of the olan^estine correapondenoo or not, doean't appear. But thia ia 
certain, that he came home from a ride one day, in a fiercer temper than 
usual — that hia vrife showed him a sample of that high apirit of hers 
which he had never yet been able to break — and that it ended in hia 
striking her aoroaa the face with hia riding-whip. Ungentlemonly con- 
duct, 1 am afraid we must admit; but to all outward appearance, the 
riding-whip produced the roost astonishing results. From that moment, 
the lady aubmitted as she had never submitted before. For a fortnight 
afterwards, he did what he liked ; and she never thwarted him — he said 
what he liked; and she never uttered a word of protest. Some men 
might have suspected this sudden reformation of hiding something dan- 
gerous under the surface. Whether Mr. Waldron looked at it in that 
light, I can’t tell you. All that is known is, that before the mark of the 
whip was off his wife’s face, he fell ill, and that in two days afterwards, 
he was a dead man. What do you say to that ? ” 

I say ho deserved it 1 ” answered Mr. Bashwood, striking hia hand 
excitedly on the table, as his son paused, and looked at him. 

“ The doctor who attended the dying man was not of your way of 
thinking,” remarked Bashwood the younger, drily. “ He called in two 
other medical men, and they all three refused to certify the death. The 
usual legal investigation followed. The evidence of the doctors and the 
evidence of the servants pointed irresistibly in one and the same direction ; 
and Mrs. Waldron was committed for trial, on the charge of murdering 
her husband by poison. A solicitor in fu'st-rate criminal practice was*" 
sent for from London, to get up the prisoner’s defence — and these * In- 
structions ’ took their form and shape accordingly. What’s the matter 7 
What do you want now ? ” 

Suddenly rising from his chair, Mr. Bashwood stretched across the 
table, and tried to take the papers from his son. ** 1 want to look at 
them,” he burst out eagerly. “ I want to see what they say about the 
captain from Cuba. He was at the bottom of it. Jemmy — I’ll swear he 
was at the bottom of it ! ” 

Nobody doubted that, who was in the secret of the oase at the time,” 
rc;}oined hia son. ** But nobody could prove it. Sit down again, dad, 
and compose yourself. There’s nothing here about Captain Manuel but 
the lawyer’s private suspicions of him, for the counsel to act on or not, 
at the oounsel’s discretion. From first to last, she persisted in soieening 
the captain. At the outset of the busmees, die volunteered two statements 
to the lawyer — ^both of which he suspected to be false. In the first place, 
she declared that slTe was innocent of the crime. He wasn’t surprised, uf 
oousee, so far ; hk clients were, as a general rule, in the habit of deceiving 
him in that way. In the second plaee, while admitting her private 
correspondence with the Cuban captain, the declared that the letteia on 
both sides related solely to a proposed elopement, to which her husband’s 
barbarous treatment had induced her to oousent The lawyer nanindfy 
asked to tee the letters. < He hM bontt all my letters, end I have bomt 
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all was the only answer he got. It was quite possible that Captain 
Manuel might have burnt her letters, when he heard there was a coroner^s 
inquest in the house. But it was in her solicitor's experience (as it is 
in my experience too) that when a woman is fond of a man, in ninety- 
nine cases out of a hundred, risk or no risk, she keeps his letters. Having 
his suspicions roused in this way, the lawyer privately made some inquiries 
about the foreign captain — and found that he was as short of money as a 
foreign captain could be. At the same time, he put some questions to his 
client about her expectations from her deceased husband. She an- 
swered, in high indignation, that a W'ill had been foimd among her 
husband's papers, privately executed only a few days before his death, 
and leaving her no more, out of all his immense fortune, than five thousand 
pounds. ‘ Was there an older will, then,’ says the lawyer, ‘ which the new 
will revoked? ' Yes, there was; a will that he had given into her own 
possession ; a will made when they were first married. ^ Leaving his 
widow well provided for? ’ Leaving her just ten times as much us the 
second will left her. ^ Had she ever mentioned that first will, now 
revoked, to Captain Manuel ? ’ She saw the trap set her — and said, 

* No, never 1 ’ witliout an instant’s hesitation. That reply confirmed the 
lawyer’s suspicions. He ti led to frighten her by declaring that her life 
might pay the forfeit of her deceiving him in this matter. With the 
usual obstinacy of women, she remained just as immovable as ever. The 
captain, on his side, behaved in the most exemplary manner. He 
confessed to planning the elopement ; he declared that he had burnt all 
the lady’s letters as they reached him, out of regard for her reputation ; 
he remained in the neighbourhood ; and he volunteered to attend before 
the magistrates. Nothing was discovered that could legally connect him 
with the crime— or that could put him into court on the day of the Trial, 
in any other capacity than the capacity of a witness. I don’t believe myself 
that here’s any moral doubt (as they call it) that Manuel knew of the will 
which left her mistress of fifty thousand pounds ; and that he was ready 
and willing, in virtue of that circumstance, to marry her on Mr. Waldron’s 
death. If anybody tempted her to effect her own release from her 
husband by making herself a widow, the captain must have been the man. 
And unless she contrived, guarded and watched as she was, to get the 
poison for herself, the poison must have come to her in one of the 
d^tain’s Utters.” 

** I don’t believe she used it, if it did come to her ! ” 

Mr. Bashwood. ** 1 beUeve it was the captain himself who poisoned 
her husband I ” 

Badiwood the younger, without noticing the interruption, fidded up the 
Instructiona for Defenoe, which had ^now aerved their purpoae ; put 
them ba^ in hie bag; and produced a printed pamphlet in their plaoe* 

** Here is one of published Beports of the Trialt” he mid, ** which 
you can read at your leifure, if you like. We needn’t waate tima now by 
going into detaila. I bare told you already how cleretlj her oouaeil 
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paved his way for treating the charge of murder, as the crowning 
calamity of the many that had» already Men on an innocent woman. 
The two legal points relied on for the defence (after this preliminary 
flourish) were : — First, that there was no evidence to connect her with 
the possession of poison ; and, secondly, that the medical witnesses, 
while positively declaring that her husband had died by poison, diflfbred 
in their conclusions as to the particular drug that had killed him. Both 
good points, and both well worked ; but the evidence on the other side 
bore down everything before it. The prisoner was proved to have had 
no leas than three excellent reasons for killing her husband. He had 
treated her with almost unexampled barbarity ; he had left her in a will 
(unrevoked so far as she knew) mistress of a fortune on his death ; and 
she was by her own confession contemplating an elopement with another 
man. Having set forth these motives, the prosecution next showed by 
evidence, which was never once shaken on any single point, that the one 
person in the house who could by any human possibility have administered 
the poison, was the prisoner at the bar. What could the judge and jury 
do, with such evidence before them as this ? The verdict was Guilty, as 
a matter of course ; and the judge declared that he agreed with it. The 
female part of the audience was in hysterics ; and the male part was not 
much better. The judge sobbed, and the Bar shuddered. She was 
sentenced to death in such a scene as had never been previously witnessed 
in an English Court of Justice. And she is alive and hearty at the 
present moment ; free to do any mischief she pleases, and to poison at her 
own entire convenience, any man, woman, or child that happens to stand 
in her wa}". A most interesting woman I Keep on good terms with her, 
my dear sir, whatever you do — for the Law has said to her in the plainest 
possible English, ‘ My charming friend, I have no terrors for you /* ” 

** How was she pardoned ? ” asked Mr. Bashwood breathlessly. ** They 
told me at the time — but I have forgotten. Was it the Home-Secretaiy ? 
If it was, I respect the Homo- Secretary I I say the Home-Secretary was 
deserving of his place.” 

“ Quite right, old gentleman I ” rejoined Bashwood the younger. “ The 
Home-Secretary was the obedient humble servant of an enlightened Free 
Press — and he was deserving of his place. Is it possible you don’t know 
how she cheated the gallows ? If you don’t I must tell you. On the 
evening of the Trial, two or three of the young Buccaniers of Literature 
went down to two or three newspaper offices, and wrote two or three 
heartrending leading articles on the subject of the proceedings in court. 
The next morning the public caught light like tinder ; and the prisoner 
was tried over again, before an amateur court of justioe, in the columns 
of the newspapers. All the people who had no personal experience 
whatever on t&e subject, seized their pens, and rushed (by kind perxnis- 
sion of the editor) into print. Dootosa who had not attend^ the wmw 
and who had not been present at the exaimnation of the body, dedared 
by doMM that he h«d died a nattiral death. Barrieters without hw&om, 
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vho had not heard the eTidence, attacked the juiy who had heard it, and 
judged the Judge, who had sat on the bench before some of them were 
born. The general public followed the lead of the barristers and the 
doctors, and the young Buccaniera who had set the thing going. Here 
was the Law that they all paid to protect them, actually doing its duty in 
dreadful earnest 1 Shocking 1 shocking ! The British Public rose to 
protest as one man against the working of its own machinery ; and the 
Home-Secretary, in a state of distraction, went to the Judge. The Judge 
held firm. He had said it was the right verdict at the time, and he said 
BO still. ‘ But suppose,’ says the Home-Secretary, * that the prosecution 
had tried some other way of proving her guilty at the trial than the way 
they did try — what would you and the jury have done then ? ’ Of 
course it was quite impossible for the Judge to say. This comforted the 
Home- Secretary, to begin with. And, when he got the Judge’s consent, 
after that, to having the conflict of medical evidence subinitted to one 
great doctor ; and when the one great doctor took the merciful view, 
after expressly stating, in the first instance, that he knew nothing prac- 
tically of the merits of the case, tlie Home-Secretary was perfectly 
satisfied. The prisoner’s death-warrant went into the waste-paper basket ; 
the verdict of the Law was reversed by general acclamation ; and the 
verdict of the newspapers carried tlie day. But the best of it is to come. 
You know what happened when the people found themselves with the 
pet object of their sympathy suddenly cast loose on their hands ? A 
general impression prevailed directly that she was not quite innocent enough, 
after all, to be let out of prison then and there I Punish her a little — 
that was the state of the popular feeling — punish her a little, Mr. Home- 
Secretary, on general moral grounds. A small course of gentle legal 
medicine, if you love us — and then we shall feel perfectly easy on the 
subject to the end of our days.” 

“ Don’t joke about it I ” cried his father. Don’t, don’t, don’t, 
Jemmy i Did they try her again 7 They couldn’t I they diirs’n’t 1 
Nobody can be fried twice over for the same offence.” 

** Pooh 1 pooh 1 she could be tried a second time for a second offence,” 
retorted Baabwood the younger — and tried she was. Luckily for the 
pacification of the public mind, she had rushed headlong into redreadog 
her own grievances (as women will), when she discovered that her husband 
had eat her down from a legacy of fifty thousand pounds to a legacy of 
five thousand, by a stroke of his pen. The day before the Inqnest a 
locked drawer in Mr. Waldron’s dressing-room table, which contained some 
valuable jewellery, waq discovered to have been opened and emptied — 
and when the priaoner wae committed by the magiatratea, the pvedimis 
stones were ffmnd tom out of their settfngs, and sewn up in hK stays. 
The lady oontidefed it a case of justifiable seif-compensatton. The hvtr 
declared it to be a robbery committed on the executors of the dead man. 
The lighter offienoe— *whi^ had been passed over, when foeh a chasge as 
murder was brought i^^ainit her— wiw jus^ the thing to revir^ to eere 
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appearances in the eyes of the public. They had stopped the course of 
justice, in the ease of the prisoner, at one trial ; and now all they wanted 
was to set the course of justice going again, in the case of the prisoner, at 
another 1 She was arraigned for the robbery, after having been pardoned 
for the murder. And, what is more, if her beauty and her misfortunes 
hadn’t made a strong impression on her lawyer, she would not only have 
had to stand another trial, but would have had even the five thousand 
pounds, to which she was entitled by the second will, taken away from 
her, as a felon, by the Crown." 

“ I respect her lawyer I I admire her lawyer ! " exclaimed Mr. 
Bash wood. I should like to take his hand, and tell him so." 

“ He wouldn’t thank you, if you did," reiiiarked Bashwood the younger. 
“ He is under a comfortable impression that nobody knows how he saved 
Mrs. Waldron’s legacy for her but himself." 

“ I beg your pardon, Jemmy,’’ interposed his f:\ther. “ But don’t call 
her Mrs. Waldron. Speak of her, plea.se, by her name when she was 
innocent and young, and a girl at school. Would you mind, for my sake, 
calling her Miss Gwilt ? ’’ 

“ Not 1 1 It makes no difference to me what name I give her. Bother 
your sentiment 1 let’s get on with the facts. This is what the lawyer did 
before the second trial came off. He told her she would be found 
guilty again^ to a dead certainty, * And this time,’ he said, ‘ the public 
will let the law take its course. Have you got an old friend whom 
you can trust ? ’ She hadn’t such a thing as an old friend in the world. 

* Very well, then,’ says the lawyer, ^ you must trust me. Sign this paper; 
and you will have executed a fictitious sale of all your property to myself. 
When the right time comes, I shall first carefully settle with your husband’s 
executors ; and I shall then re-convey the money to you, securing it 
properly (in case you ever marry again) in your own possession. The 
Crown, in other transactions of this kind, frequently waives its right of 
disputing the validity of the sale — and if the Crown is no harder on you 
than on other people, when you come out of prison you will have your 
five thousand pounds to begin the world with again.’ — Neat of the lawyer, 
when she was going to be tried for robbing the executors, to put her up to 
a way of robbing the Crown, wasn’t it 7 Ha ! ha 1 what a world it ia ! ’* 

The last effort of the son’s sarcasm passed unheeded by the father. 

In prison I " he said to himself. Oh me, offer all that misery, in 
prison again I " 

<*Yc 3,’’ said Bashwood the younger, rising and stretching himself, 
« that’s how it ended. The verdict was Guilty ; and the sentence was 
imprisonment for two years. She seryed her time ; and came out, as well 
as 1 can reckon it, about three years since. If you want to know what 
&e did when she recovered her liberty, and how she went on afterwards, 
1 may be able to tell you something about it — say, on another oeeasum, 
whiB you have got an extra note or two in your podcet^bodc. For the 
j i mm if all you need know, you do know. Thm isn^ the shacbw of n 
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doubt that this fasoinatiDg lady has the double slur on her, of having been 
found guilty of murder, and of having served her term of imprisonment for 
theft. There’s your moneysworth for your money — with the whole of my 
wonderful knack at stating a case clearly, tlirown in for nothing. If you 
have any gratitude in you, you ought to do something handsome, one of 
these days, for your son. But for me, 1*11 tell you what you would have 
done, old gentleman. If you could have had your own way, you would 
have married Miss Gwilt.” 

Mr. Bashwood rose to his feet ; and looked his son steadily in the face. 

If I could have my own way,” he said, “ I would marry her now.” 

Bashwood the younger started back a step. “ After all I have told 
you ? ” he asked, in the blankest astonishment. 

After all you have told me.” 

“With the chance of being poisoned, the first time you happened to 
offend her?” 

“ With the chance of being poisoned,” answered Mr. Bashwood, “ in 
four-and- twenty hours.” 

The Spy of the Private Inquiry Oflice dropped back ^Into his chair, 
cowed by his father’s words and his father’s looks. 

“ Mad I ” he said to himself. “ Stark mad, by jingo ! ” 

Mr. Bashwood looked at his watch, and hurriedly took his hat from a 
side-table. 

“ I should like to hear the rest of it,” he said. “ I should like to hear 
every word you have to tell me about her, to the very last. But the time, 
the dreadful, galloping time, is getting on. For all I know, they may be 
on their way to be married at this very moment.” 

“ What are you going to do ? ” asked Bashwood the younger, getting 
between his father and the door.” 

“ I am going to the hotel,” said the old man, trying to pass him. “ I 
am going to see Mr. Armadale.” 

“ What for ? ” 

“ To tell him everything you have told me.” lie paused after making 
that reply. The terrible smile of triumph which had once already 
appeared on his face, overspread it again. “ Mr. Armadale is yoixng ; 
Mr. Armadale has all his life before him,” he whispered cunningly, with 
his trembling fingers clutching his son’s arm. “ What doesn’t Mghten 
me will frighten him / ” 

“ Wait a minute,” said Bashwood the younger. “ Are you as certain 
as ever that Hr. Armadale is the man ? ” 

“Whatman?” 

“ The man who is going to marry her.” • 

“ Yea 1 yes I yes ! Let me go, Jemmy^let me gd!” 

The Spy set his back against the door, and oonsidered ftr a moment* 
Mr. Armadale was rich. Mr. Armadale (if hi unm not starit i^adt 
might be made to pot the right mcoey-Tilae on inibniiatio& that laTsd 
him from the dingraoe of marryiqg MiM Gw|l^ ^ It may bs a htindiad 
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poimda in my pocket, if I work it myself,” tliouglit Barfiwood the younger. 

** And it won’t be a halfpenny if I leave it to my father.” He took up 
his hat, and his leather bag. “ Can you carry it all in your own addled 
old head, daddy ? ” he asked, with his easiest impudence of manner. “ Not 
you 1 I’ll go with you, and help-you. What do you think of that ? ” 

The father threw his arms in an ecstasy round the son’s neck. “ I cant 
help it. Jemmy,” he said, in broken tones. “ You are so good to me. Take 
the other note, my dear— Til manage without it — take the other note.” 

The son threw open the door with a flouri^ ; and magnanimously 
turned his back on the fether’s offered pocket-book. Hang it, old 
gentleman, I’m not quite so mercenaxy as that I ” he said, with an appear- 
ance of the deepest feeling. “ Put up your pocket-book, and let’s be off. 
— If I took my respected parent’s last five^pound note,” he thought to 
himself, as he led the way downstairs, how do I know he mightn’t cry 
halves when he sees the colour of Mr. Armadale’s money ?— ^Come along, 
dad I ” he resumed. “ We’ll take a cab and catch the happy bridegroom 
before he starts for the church I ” 

They hailed a cab in the sti'eet, and started for the hotel which had 
been the residence of Midwinter and Allan during their stay in London. 
The instant the door of the vehicle had closed, Mr. Bashwood returned to 
the subject of Miss Gwilt. 

Tell me the lest,” he said, taking his son’s hand, and patting it 
tendoily. “ Let’s go on talking about her all the way to the hotel. Help 
me through the time, Jemmy — help me through the time.” 

Bashwood the younger was in high spirits at the prospect of seeing 
the colour of Mr. Armadale’s money. He trifled with his father’s anxiety 
to the very lust. 

“ Let’s see if you remember what I’ve told you already,” he began. 
“ There’s a character in the story that’s dropped out of it without being 
accounted for. Come ! can you tell me who it is 7 ” 

He had reckoned on finding his father unable to answer the question. 
But Mr. Bashwood’s memory, for anything that related to Miss Gwilt, 
was as clear and ready as his son’s. The foreign scoundrel who ^nipted 
her, and let her screen him at the risk of her own life,” he said, without 
an instant’s hesitation. ** Don’t speak of him, Jemmy, don’t speak of him 
again ! ” 

“ I must speak of him,” retorted the other. “ You want to know what 
became of Miss Gwilt, when she got out of prison, don’t you? Very 
good — Pm in a position to tell you. She became Mrs. Manuel. It’s no 
use staring at me, old gepU^nan. 1 know it officially. At the latter 
part of last year, a foreign lady c^one to our place, with evidence to prove 
that she had be^n lawfully married to Captain Manuel, at a former period 
of bis career, when he had visited England for the first time. She had 
only lately discovered that he had been in this ooontiy agaiii ; aad^viba 
had iMaoQ to believe that he had married another mama in Seotland, 
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Our people were employed to make the necessary inquiries. Comparison 
of dates showed that the Scotch marriage — if it was a marriage at all, and 
not a riiam — had taken place just about the time when Mias Gwilt was a 
free woman again. And a little further investigation showed us that the 
second Mrs. Manuel was no other than the heroine of the famous criminal 
trial — whom we didn’t know then, but whom we do know now, to be 
identical with your fascinating friend, Miss Gwilt.” 

Mr. Bashwood’s head sank on his breast. He clasped his trembling 
hands &st in each other, and waited in silence to hear the rest. 

« Cheer up I ” pursued his son. She was no more the captain’s wife 
than you are — and what is more, the captain himself is out of your way 
now. One foggy day in December last, he gave us the slip, and was off 
to the Continent, nobody knew where. He had spent the whole of the 
second Mrs. Manuel’s five thousand pounds, in the time that had elapsed 
(between two and three years) since she had come out of prison — and the 
wonder was, where he had got the money to pay his travelling expenses. 
It turned out that he had got it fiom the second Mrs. Manuel herself. 
She had filled his empty pockets ; and there she was, waiting confidently 
in a miserable London lodging, to hear from him and join hhn as soon as 
he was safely settled in foreign parts ! Where had she got the money, 
you may ask naturally enough ? Nobody could tell at the time. My 
own notion is, now, tliat her former mistress must have been still living, 
and that she must have turned her knowledge of the Blanchards’ family 
secret to profitable account at last. This is mere guess-work of course ; 
but there’s a circumstance that makes it likely guess-work, to my mind. 
She had an elderly female friend to apply to at the time, who was just 
tlie woman to help her in ferreting out her mistress’s address. Can you 
guess the name of the elderly female frici.d ? Not you ! Mrs. Oldershaw 
of course 1 " 

lir. Baahwood suddenly looked up. Wiiy should she go back,” he 
asked, ** to the woman who h*^! deserted her when she was a child ? ” 

“ I can’t say,” rejoined his son, “ unless she went back in the interests 
of her own magoificenl head of hair. The prison-scissors, I needn’t tell 
you, had made short work of it with Miss Gwilt’s love-locks, in every 
sense of the word — and Mrs. Oldershaw, 1 beg to add, is the most eminent 
woman in England, as Hestorer-General of the dilapidated heads and 
faces of Uie female sex. Put two and two together ; and perhaps you’ll 
agree with me, in this case, that they make four.” 

Yes, yes ; two and two make four,” repeated his father, impatieiitiy. 

But 1 want to know something else. I)id she bear foom hUa again? 
Did he send for her afler he had gone slwbj to foreign parts 7 ” 

** The captain 7 Why, what on aarth te yon be tbfokiiig off Hadn’t 
he spent every forriiing of her mon^ 7 and wanH 2m koee on the Con- 
tinent out of her reach 7 waited to hear Ikon Idm, 1 didesay, for she 
persisted k boiaaring in bim.. But Til lay you any wager you like, ahe 
new saw the sight ef ki$ bttdwisring agai^. We did our beat it the 
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office to open her eyes — we told her plainly that he hod a drat wife livlDg, 
and that she hadn’t the shadow of a claim on him. She wouldn’t believe us, 
though we met her with the evidence. Obstinate, devilish obstinate. I 
daresay she waited for months together before she gave up the last hope 
of ever seeing him again.” 

Mr. Bashwood looked aside quickly out of the cab window. “ Where 
could she turn for refuge next ? ” he said, not to his son, but to himself. 

What, in heaven’s name, could she do ? ” 

** Judging by my experience of women,” remarked BashwoOd the 
younger, overhearing him, “ I should say she probably tried to drown 
lierself. But that’s only guess-work again — it’s all guess-work at this part 
of her story. You catch me at the end of my evidence, dad, when you 
come to Miss Gwilt’s proceedings in the spring and summer of the present 
year. She might, or she might not, have been desperate enough to attempt 
suicide ; and she might, or she might not, have been at the bottom of 
those inquiries that I made for Mrs. Oldershaw. I daresay you’ll jwe her 
this morning, and perhaps, if* you use your influence, you may be able to 
make her finish her own story herself.” 

Mr. Bashwood, still looking out of the cab window, suddenly laid his 
Land on hia son’s arm. 

“ Hush 1 hush ! ” he exclaimed, in violent agitation. “ We have got 
there at last. Oh, Jemmy, feel how my heart beats 1 Here is the hotel.’ 

“ Bother your heart,” said Bashwood the younger. “Wait here while 
I make the inquiries.” 

“ I'll come with you ! ” cried his father. “ I can’t wait I I tell you, I 
can’t wait 1 ” 

They went into the hotel together, and asked for “ Mr. Armadale.” 

The answer, after some little hesitation and delay, W'as that Mr. 
Armadale had gone away six days since. A second waiter added, that 
Mr. Armadale’s friend — Mr. Midwinter — had only left that monung. 
Where had Mr. Armadale gone 7 Somewhere into the country. Where 
had Mr. Midwinter gone ? Nobody knew. 

Mr. Bashwood looked at bis son in speechless and helpless dismay. 

“ Stuff and nonsense I ” said Bashwood the younger, pushing his father 
back roughly into the cab. “ He’s safe enough. We shall find him at 
Miss Gwilt’s.” 

The old man took his son’s hand and kissed it. “ Thank you, my 
dea%” he said, gratefully. “ Thank you for comforting me.” 

The cab was driven next to the second lodging which Miss Gwilt hud 
occupied, in the neighbourhood of Tottenham Court Road, 

“ Stop here,” said the Spy, getting out, and shutting his father into tbn 
cab. I mean to manage thia part of the business mjteelf.” 

He knocked at the house' door. Uave got a note Ibr Hiss 
he said, walking into the passage, the moment the door was oponed. 

“ She’s gone,” answer^ the servant. She went away last 
Bashwood the younger 'wasted no more woida wi>k a er t lak !Ht 
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insisted on seeing the mistress. The mistress confirmed the annotmoement 
of Miss Gwilt^s departure on the previous evening. Where had she gone 
to ? The woman couldn't say. How had she left ? On foot. At what 
hour 7 Between nine and ten. What had die done with her luggage 7 She 
had no luggage. Had a gentleman been to see her on the previous day 7 
Not a soul, gentle or simple, had come to the house to see Miss Gwilt. 

The father's face, pale and wild, was looking out of the cab window, 
03 the son descended the house-steps. “ Isn’t she there, Jemmy 7 ” he 
asked fiiintly — Isn't die there 7 " 

“ Hold your tongue,” cried the Spy, with the native coarseness of hii 
nature rising to the surface at last. ** I’m not at the end of my inquiries 
yet.” 

He crossed the road, and entered a cofiee-shop situated exactly oppodte 
the house he had just left. 

In the box nearest the window two men were sitting talking together 
anxiously. 

“Which of you was on duty yesterday evening, between nine and 
ten o'clock ? ” asked Bash wood the younger, suddenly jf>ining them, and 
putting his question in a quick peremptory whisper. 

“ I was, sir,” said one of the men, unwillingly. 

“ Did you lose sight of the house 7 — Yes ! I see you did.” 

“ Only for a minute, sir. An infernal blackguard of a soldier came 
in ” 

“That will do,” said Bashwood the younger. “I know what the 
soldier did, and who sent him to do it. She has given us the slip again. 
You are the greatest Ass living. Consider yourself dismissed.'' With 
those words, and with an oath to emphasise them, he leil the coffee-shop 
and returned to the cab. 

“ She's gone I ” cried his &ther. “ Oh, Jemmy, Jemmy, I see it in 
your face I ” He fell back into his own comer of the cab, with a faint 
wailing cry. “ They’re married,” he moaned to himself; his hands falling 
helplessly on his knees ; his hat falling unregarded from his head. “ Stop 
them I ” he exclaimed, suddenly rousing himself, and seizing his son in a 
frenzy by the collar of the coat. 

“ Go back to the hotel,” shouted Kuihwood the younger, to the cab- 
man. “ Hold your noise I ” he addei^lomiDg fiercely on his father. “ I 
want to think.” 

The varnish of smoothness was aB off him by this time. His temper 
waa zoosed. His pride— even such d man has bis pride ! — ^waa wounded 
to the quick. Twioi’lflM Be iiiiitaty|t his wits against a woman's ; and 
tw^ Bie woman had Hilled kirn, 

He got out, on wkMag the Mift'fcrithe aoeond time ; and privately 
tried the aenranta with the offer dftwney. The result of ^e eip«riment 
satiafied him Aal th^ had, in this inetanoe, really and truly, no infermation 
to sen. After a nWMnt'a refleotioni he atoppedi before kariUg hotel, 
to ask Bie way to rim poriih ohumh. ** The, riiaM msy Bft HyHgr 
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he thought to himself, as he gave the address to the driver. “ Faster 1 ” he 
called out, looking first at his watch, and then at his father. The minutes 
are precious this morning ; and the old one is beginning to give in.” 

; It was true. Still capable of hearing and of understanding, Mr. Bash- 
wood was past speaking by this time. He clung with both hands to his 
son’s grudging arm, and let his head fiiU helplessly on his son’s averted 
shoulder. 

The palish church stood back from the street, protected by gates and 
railings, and surrounded by a space of open ground. Shaking off his 
father’s hold, Bashwood the younger made straight for the vestry. The 
clerk, putting away the books, and the clerk’s assistant, hanging up a 
surplice, were the only persons in the room when he entered it, and asked 
leave to look at the marriage Register for the day. 

The clerk gravely opened the book, and stood aside from the de^ on 
which it lay. 

The day’s register comprised three marriages solemnized that morning 
— and the first two signatures on the page, were Allan Armadale ” and 
“ Lydia Gwilt 1 " 

Even the Spy — ignorant os he was of the truth ; unsuspicious as he 
was of the terrible future consequences to which the act of that morning 
might lead — even the Spy started, when his eye first fell on the page. It 
was done ! Come what might of it, it was done now. There, in black 
and white, was the registered evidence of the marriage, which was at once 
a truth in itself, and a lie in the conclusion to which it led I There- 
through the fatal similarity in the names — there, in Midwinter’s own sig- 
nature, was the proof to persuade everybody that, not Midwinter, but 
Allan, 'was the husband of Miss Gwilt 1 

Bashwood the younger closed the book and rctunied it to the clerk. 
He descended the vestry steps with his hands thrust doggedly into his 
pockets, and with a serious shock inflicted on his professional self-esteem. 

The beadle met him under the church wall. He considered for a 
moment whether it was w'orth while to spend a sliilling in questioning the 
man, and decided in the affirmative. If they could be traced and over- 
taken, tliere might be a chance seeing the colour of Mr. Armadale’s 
money, even yet. 

“ How long is it,” he the first couple married here this 

morning, left the church 7 ” 

** About an hour,” said the beadle. 

“ How did they go away ? ” 

The beadle deferred until he had first 

pocketed his fee. You won’t sir,” he said, when 

he had got his shilling. They JjSway on ^t.” 

And that is all you know ” 

“ 'That, air, is all I know about V** 


Left by himself, even the Detective of the Pritji^te Inquiry Oflioo 
paused for a moment before he returned to hta father at the gate. He 
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was roused from hia hesitation by the sudden appearance, within the 
church enclosure, of the driyer of the cab. 

“ Tm afraid the old gentleman is going to be taken ill, sir,’* said the man. 

Bashwood the younger frowned angrily, and walked back to the cab. 
As he opened the door and looked in, his father leaned forward and con- 
fronted him, with lips that moved speechlessly, and with a white stillness 
over all the rest of his face. 

She’s done us,” said the Spy. “ They were married here this morning.” 

The old man’s body swayed for a moment from one side to the other. 
The instant after, his eyes closed, and his head fell forward towards the front 
seat of the cab. “ Drive to the hospital 1 ” cried his son. “ He’s in a fit. 
This is wliat comes of putting myself out of my way to please my father,” 
he muttered, sullenly raising Mr. Bash wood’s head, and loosening his cravat. 
“ A nice morning’s work. Upon my soul, a nice morning’s work ! ” 

The hospital was near, and the house-surgeon was at his post. 

Will he come out of it ? ” asked Bashwood the younger roughly. 

“ Who are i/mt ? ” asked the surgeon sharply, on his side. 

“ I am his son.” 

“ I shouldn’t have thought it,” rejoined the surgeon, talcing the restora- 
tives that were handed to him by the nurse, and turning from the son to the 
father with an air of relief which he was at no pains to conceal, ** Yes,” he 
added, after a minute or two. “ Your father will conic out of it, this time.” 

“ When can he be moved away from here ? ” 

“ He can be moved from the hospital in an hour or two.” 

The Spy laid a card on the table. I’ll come back for him or send 
for him,” he said. “ I suppose I can go now, if I leave my name and 
address 7 ” With those words, he put on his hat, and walked out. 

“ He’s a brute ! ” said the nurse. 

No,^’ said the surgeon quietly. “ He’s a man.” 

* • « • • 

Between nine and ten o’clock that night, Mr. Bashwood awoke in his 
bed at the inn in the Borough. lie had slept for some hours, since he 
had been brought bock from the hosjntal ; and his mind and body were 
now slowly recovering together, 

A light was burning on the bedside-table, and a letter lay on it, 
waiting for him till he was awake. It was in his son’s handwriting, and 
it contained these words : — 

** Mt hear Dad, — Having seen yon safe out of the hospital, and back Rt 
yoor hotel, I think I may fairly clahti to have done my duty by yoti, and 
may consider myself fres to look after my own aflfkiro. Business will 
prevent me from semng jjrou to<ni^; aild I don’t think it at all likely I 
shaU be in yonr neighbourhood to-^o«ow morning. My advice to you is, 
to go back to Thorpe- Ambrose, an^ to stick to yoUr employment in the 
steward’s office. Wherever Mr. Armadale may be, be must, sootier or 
later, write to*ycru on business. I wash my hands of the whole 
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mind, so as I am concomed, from this time fbriih. But if you like to 
go on with it, my professional opinion is (though you couldn't hinder hia 
marriage), you may part him from hia wife. 

‘ ** Pray take care of yourself. 

Tour affectionate son, 

“ James Bashwood.” 

The letter dropped from the old man’s feeble hands. “ I wish Jemmy 
could have come to see me to-night,” he thought. “ But it’s very kind of 
him to advise me all the same.” 

He turned wearily on the pillow, and read the letter a second time. 
“Yes,” he said, “there’s nothing left for me but to go back. I’m too 
poor and too old to hunt after them all by myself.” He closed his eyes ; 
the tears trickled slowly over his wrinkled cheeks. “ I’ve been a trouble 
to Jemmy,” ho murmured, faintly ; “ I’ve been a sad trouble, I’m afraid, 
to poor Jemmy 1 ” In a minute more his weakness (Overpowered him, and 
he fell asleep again. 

The clock of the neighbouring church struck. It was ten. As the bell 
tolled the hour, the tidal train — with Midwinter and his wife among the 
passengers — was speeding nearer and nearer to Paris. As the bell tolled 
the hour, the watch on board Allan’s outward-bound yacht, 'had sighted 
the lighthouse off the Land’s End, and had set the course of the vessel for 
Uahant and Finisterre. 

THE END OF THE FOURTH BOOK. 


Book the Fifth. 


aiAPTER I. 

Miss Owilt’s Diart- 

“ Naples, October 10th. — It is two months to-day, since I declared that 
I had closed my Diary, never to open it again. 

“ Why have I broken my Tesolution ? Why have I gone back to this 
secret friend of my wretohedest and wickedest hours? Because I am 
more friendless than ever ; because I am more lonely ever, though 
my husband is sitting writing in the next room to me. My misery is 
a woman’s misery, and it mil spei^-— h^, rather than nowhere j to my 
second self, in this book, if I have no one else to hear me. 

“How happy I was in the first days that followed our marriage, mA 
how ha|^ I made hitn I Only two months have passed, and that ti me is 
Al^gone time already t 1 try to think of anything I nidght have aaid or 
^ 17--2 
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done wrongly, on my si'de — of anything he might have said or done 
wrongly, on hia — and I can remember nothing unworthy of my husband, 
nothing unworthy of myself. I cannot even lay my finger on the day 
when the cloud first rose between us. 

** I could bear it, if I loved him less dearly than I do. I could conquer 
the misezy of our estrangement if he only showed the change in him os 
brutally as other men would show it. 

“ But this never has happened, never will happen. It is not in his 
nature to inflict Buffering on others. Not a hard word, not a hard look, 
escapes him. It is only at night, when I hear him sighing in his sleep ; 
and sometimes when I see him dreaming, in the morning hours, that I know 
how hopelessly I am losing the love he once felt for me. He hides, or tries 
to hide it, in the day, for my sake. He is all gentleness, all kindness— 
but his heart is not on hia lips, \Yhen he kisses me now ; his hand tells 
me nothing when it touches mine. Day after day, the hours that lie gives 
to his hateful writing grow longer and longer ; day after day, he becomes 
more and more silent, in the hours that he gives to Me. 

“ And, with all this, there is nothing that I can comiffain of — nothing 
marked enough to justify me in noticing it. His disappointment shrinks 
from all open confession ; his resignation collects itself by such fine 
degrees that even my watchfulness fails to see the growth of it. Fifty 
times a day, I feel the longing in me, to throw my arms round his neck, 
and say, * For God’s sake, do anything to me, rather than treat me like 
this ! ’ — and fifty times a day the words are forced back into my heart 
by the cruel considerateness of his conduct, which gives me no excuse for 
speaking them. I thought I had suffered the sharpest pain that I could 
feel, when my first husband laid his whip across my face. I thought I 
knew the worst that despair could do, on the day when I knew that the 
other villain, the meaner villain still, ha! cast me off. Live and learn. 
There is sharper pain than 1 felt under Waldron’s whip ; there is bitterer 
despair than tlie despair 1 knew when Manuel deserted me. 

“ Am I too old for him ? Surely not yet 1 Have I lost my beauty ? 
Not a man pasKS me in the street but his eyes tell me I am as handsome 
aa ever. 

** Ah, no 1 no 1 the secret lies deeper than that / I have thought and 
fliought about it, till a horrible fimey has taken possession ot tfie. He has 
been noble and good in his past life, and I have been wicked and disgraced. 
Who can tell what a gap that dreadful difference may make between us, 
nnkoown to him and unknown to me ? It is folly, it is madness — ^but 
when I lie awoke hy him in the darkness, 1 ad( myielf whether any 
nnconscious fiioloeiire of ^ truth escapes me in the close intima^ that 
now unites ns7 Is thm an. ntratterable 3omeithiag left by the horror of 
my past life, whkh diiige invisibly to me still 7 And is hi Aiding ihe 
infiiienee of it, sensibly, and yet in c o TOp reheodbly to himself? tiiol i> 
dmre no purifying power in such love as mine? Are there |dagQe-i!]poti 
of past wickedness on my heart whkli no aiUr-rqpentuioe on teihetit? 
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Who can tell ? There is something wrong in our married life— I 
can only come back to that. There is some adverse influence that neither 
he nor I can trace, which is parting us farther and farther from each 
other, day by day. Well 1 I suppose I shall be hardened in time, and 
learn to bear it. 

“ An open carriage has just driven by my window, with a nicely- 
dressed lady in it. She ha4 her husband by her side, and her children 
on the seat opposite. At the moment when I saw her she was laughing 
and talking in high spirits; a sparkling, light-hearted, hajipy woman, 
Ah, my lady, when you were a few yeai*s younger, if you had been left to 
yourself, and thrown on the world like mo 

“ October lUL — The eleventh day of the month was the day (two 
months since) when we were married, lie said nothing about it to me 
when we woke, nor I to him. But 1 thought 1 would make it the occasion, 
at breakfast-time, of trying to win him back. 

I don’t think I ever took such pains with my toilette before ; 1 don’t 
think I ever looked better than I looked when I went downstairs this 
morning. He had breakfasted by himself, and I found a little slip of paper 
on the table with an apology written on it. The post to England, he said, 
went out that day, and his letter to the newspaper must be 'finished. In 
his place, I would have let fifty posts go out, rather than breakfast withbat 
him. I went into his room. There ho was, immersed body and soul in 
his hateful writing 1 ‘ Can’t you give me a little time this morning ? ’ I 

asked. He got up with a start. * Certainly, if you wish it.’ He never 
even looked at me as he said the words. The very sound of his voice told 
me that all his interest was centred in the pen that he had just laid down. 
* 1 sec you are occupied,’ I said ; * 1 don’t wish it.’ Before I bad closed 
the door on him he was back at his desk. 1 have often heard that the 
wives of authors have been for the most part unhappy women. And now 
I know why. 

** I suppose, as I said yesterday, I shall learn to bear it. (What stuff, 
by the by, I seem to have written yesterday I how asham^ I should 
be if anybody saw it but myself !) I hope the trumpery newspaper ho 
writes for won’^$ succeed 1 I hope his rubbishing letter will be well cot 
up by soma. ether newspaper as soon as it gets into print ! 

**What am 1 to do with myself all the morning? I can’t go out, — it’s 
raining. If I open the piano, I shall disturb the industrious journalist 
who is scribbling in the next room. Oh dear 1 it was lonely enough in 
my lodging at Thorpe^^mbrose, but how much lonelier it is here. Shall 
I read 7 No ; books don’t interest me; 1 hate the whole tribe of authora. 
I think I diall look baok ffirough these pages, and live my life over again 
when I wftf plotting and planning, and finding a new excitement to 
occupy me in every new hour of the day. 

** He might have looked at me, diough he was so busy idtli Ibhl 
writin^^ lie might have said, * How nicely you are dressed this mcneoing t 
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He might have remembered, -^nover mind what ! All he remembers is 
the newspaper. 

“ Twelve o'clock, — I have been reading and thinking ; and, thanks to 
my Diary, I have got through an hour. 

- “ What a time it was, — what a life it was, at Thorpe- Ambrose 1 
I wonder I kept my senses. It makes my heart beat, it makes my face 
flush, only to read about it now ! 

“ The rain still falls, and the journalist still scribbles. I don’t want 
to think the thoughts of tliat past time over again. And yet, what else 
can I do 7 

“ Supposing — I only say supposing — I felt now, us I felt when 
I travelled to London with Armadale ; and when I saw my way to his 
life as plainly as I saw the man himself all through the journey. . . . ? 

“ I’ll go and look out of window. I’ll go and count tlie people as they 
pass by. 

“ A funeral has gone by, with the penitents in their black hoods, and 
the wax torches sputtering in the wet, and the little boll ^nging, and the 
priests droning their monotonous chant. A pleasant sight to meet me at 
the window I I shall go back to my Diary. 

** Supposing I was not the altered woman I am — I only say, supposing 
—how would the Grand Risk that I once thought of running, look now ? 
I have married Midwinter in the name that is really his own. And by 
doing that, I have taken the first of those three steps which were once to lead 
me, through Armadale’s life, to the fortune and the station of Armadale’s 
widow. No matter how innocent my intentions might have been on the 
wedding-day — and they were innocent — this is one of the unalterable 
results of the marriage. Well, having taken the first step, then, whether 
I would or no, how — supposing I meant to take the second step, which I 
don’t — ^how would present circumstances stand towaids me 7 Would they 
warn me to draw back, I wonder 7 or would they encourage me to go on 7 
It will interest me to calculate the chances ; and I con easily tear the 
leaf out, and destroy it, if the prospect looks too encouraging. 

“ We are living here (for economy’s sake), far away from the expensive 
English quarter, in a suburb of the city, on the Portici side. We have 
made no travelling acquaintances among our own country-people. Our 
poverty is against us ; Midwinter’s shyness is against us ; and (with the 
women) my personal appearance is against us. The men from whom my 
husband gets his information for the newspaper, meet him at the cafe, and 
never come here. I discourage his bringing any strangers to see me; 

though yean have passed since I was last at Naples, 1 cannot be sure 
that some of the many people I once knew in this place may not be living 
still. The moral of all this is (os the children’s story-books «ay), that not 
a fdngle witness has come to this house who could declare, if any lAer- 
inquiry took place in England, that Midwinter and I had been hen 
ae man and wife. So much for present {^um^tanoes as they affect He. 
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« Armadale next. Has any unforeseen accident led him to communi- 
cate with Thorpe- Ambrose ? Has he broken the conditions which the 
major imposed on him, and asserted himself in the character of Miss 
Milroy’s promised husband since I saw him last ? 

Nothing of the sort has taken place. No unforeseen accident has 
altered his position — his tempting position — towards myself. I know all 
that has happened to him since he left England, through the letters which 
he writes to Midwinter, and which Midwinter shows to me. 

“ He has been wrecked, to begin with. His trumpery little yaoht has 
actually tried to drown him, after all, and has failed ! It happened (as 
Midwinter warned him it might happen with so small a vessel) in a sudden 
storm. They were blown ashore on the coast of Portugal. The yacht 
went to jneces, but the lives, and papers, and so on, were saved. The men 
have been sent back to Bristol, with recommendations from their master, 
which have already got them employment on board an outward-bound 
ship. And tho muster himself is on his way here, after stopping first at 
Lisbon, and next at Gibraltar, and trying ineffectually in both places to 
supply himself with another vessel. His third attempt is to be made at 
Naples, where there is an English yacht * laid up,’ as they call it, to he 
had for siile or hire. Ho has had no occasion to write home since tho 
wreck — for he took away from Coutts’s the whole of the large' sum of money 
lodged there for him, in circular notes. And he has felt no inclination to 
go back to England himself — for, with Mr. Brock dead, Miss Milroy at 
school, and Midwinter here, he has not a living creature in whom he is 
interested, to welcome him if he returned. To see ws, and to see the new 
yacht, are the only two present objects he has in view. Midwinter has 
been expecting him for a week past, and he may walk into this very room 
in which I am writing, at this very moment, for all I know to the 
contraiy. 

“ Tempting circumstances, these — with all the wrongs I have suffered 
at his mother’s hands and at his, still alive in my memory ; with Miss 
Milroy confidently waiting to take her place at the head of his household ; 
with my dream of living happy wid innocent in Midwinter’s love, dispelled 
for ever, and with nothing left in its place to help me against myself. I 
wish it wasn’t raining ; I wish I could go out. 

“ Perhaps, something may happen to prevent Armadale from coming 
to Naples? When he last wrote, he was waiting at Gibraltar for an 
Engliidi steamer in the Mediterranean trade to bring him on here. He 
may get tired of waiting before the steamer comes, or he may hear of 
a yaoht at some other plaoe than this. A little bird whispers in my ear 
that it may possibly be the wisest thing he ever did in his life, if he 
breaks his engagement to join us at Naples. 

Shall I tear out the leaf on which all these shocking things have been 
written? No. My Diary is so nicely bound — ^it would be pomtivo 
barbarity to tear out a leaf. Let me occupy myself harmlessly with 
something else^ What shall it be? My drWng-case — will put my 
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dressing-case tidy, and polish up the few little things in it which mj 
misfortunes hare still left in my possession. 

** I have shut up the dressing-case again. The first thing I found in 
it was Armadale’s shabby present to me on my marriage — the rubbishing 
little ruby ring. That irritated me to begin with. The second thing 
that turned up was my bottle of Drops. I caught myself measuring the 
doses with my eye, and calculating how many of them would be enough 
to take a living creature over the border-land between sleep and death. 
Why 1 should have locked the dressing-case in a fright, before I had 
quite completed my calculation, I don’t know — but I did lock it. And 
here I am back again at my Diaiy, with nothing, absolutely nothing, to 
write about. Oh, the weary day 1 the weary day 1 Will nothing happen 
to excite me a little in this horrible place ? 

October 12iA. — Midw'inter’s all-important letter to the newspaper was 
despatched by the post last night. I was foolish enough to suppose that 
I might be honoured by having some of his spare attention bestowed on 
me to-day. Nothing of the sort ! lie had a restless night, «fter all his 
writing, and got up with his liead aching, and his spirits miserably 
depressed. When he is in this state, his favourite remedy is to return to 
his old vagabond habits, and go roaming away by himself nobody knows 
where. He went through the form, this morning (knowing I had no riding- 
habit), of oflering to liire a little broken-kueed brute of a pony for me, in 
case I wished to accompany him I 1 preferred remaining at home. 1 
will have a handsome horse and a liandsome habit, or I won’t ride at all. 
He went away, without attempting to persuade me to change my mind. I 
wouldn’t have changed it of course ; but he might have tried to persuade 
me all the same. 

** I can open the piano, in his absence — that is one comfort. And I 
am in a fine humour for playing — that is another. There is a sonata of' 
Beethoven’s (I forget the number), which always suggests to me the 
agony of lost spirits in a place of torment. Come, my fingers and thumbs, 
and take me among the lost spirits, tliis morning I 

^ October IdtA. — Our windows look out on the sea. At noon to-day, 
we saw a steamer coming in, with the English flog flying. Midwinter 
has gone to the port, on the chance that this may be the vessel ftom 
Gibraltar, with Armadale on board. 

Two o’olodE.— It I# the vessel ftom GibfUtar. Armadale bos added 
one more to the long list of his blonders-^e baa kept his engagement to 
join ns at Naples^ 

“ How will it end, now ? 

Who knows I ** 



(Ea<niittdti(s in n ^n9lj{i 


Basket is tho old-fashioned designation applied to the back compart- 
ment in our numerous three-mile and six-mile coaches, hourly plying 

two stages between the large city of A , its seaside suburb of Z 1 

and the harbour town of X farther on. The scene is very remote 

from town, far in the provinces of the North. 

Our household being now situated at Z , while yet bound by 

various ties to dear old picturesque A — it is my own frequent lot to 
traverse the interval both ways ; on which occasions, although a railway 
is equally available, I generally by preference use the coach, with a 
distinct partiality for the basket ” thereof. 

Placed behind the carriage, it opens endways and clear of the wheelfl. 
The front section is undoubtedly much more select; but against this 
must be set to the account of the other end, that beside its door is 
stationed the “ boy,” who performs the duty of conductor as smartly and 
civilly as if he was full-grown. Por all facilities of exit or entrance, this 
advantage is obvious ; and, besides, the fare lies moderately but genteelly 
between that of the aristocratic front and that of the top — inaccessible 
in a lady’s case for conventional reasons. Again, I often find in the 
basket some nondescript fellow-passenger of a congenial turn ; and there 
are certain frequent characteristic contents of much interest. And, 1 
confess, 1 like to hear people’s genuine voices, and see their natural 
gestures ; to hear them make known the progress of crops, the state of 
maikets, the probable prices of oatmeal and potatoes, the actual value of 
fat pigs per stone. It is instructive to take distinctly into mind what any 
two old goodies will gossip about ; to discover what can possibly break 
the lethargic content of a rural intelligence, which apparently, if but 
wheeled onwards, could gape satisfied for a hundred miles. An odd 
medley is composed when these mingle with the well-doing tradespeople 
with smug looks and insignificant remarks, — with the staick old maids, the 
peripatetic masters at seminaries, the recovering invalids, the brisk com- 
mercial travellers, the careful landladies of lodgings, the occasional school- 
girls, the pair of govemeues ever separately seen, and the one provokingly- 
frequent woman (still a ]p|oblem between housekeeper and proprietor of a 
ma«^gle), who make up tht average staple of our society in the coaoh- 
ba^et« Of course all does go well in the basket. Its legal limitation to 
six occupabts at a time is rather inconvemeutly open to check ficom a 
by-law which fails to regulate the admission of children, or to aettle 
how many at this or that age may fairly be compressible in the room ffxp 
ft idngle i^ult. However partial to ohildren, yet it is to Ice^ 
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amidst the bristling of strange toys, and smile when sticky comfits must 
be handed across to soothe disorder. Then, there is great looseness in the 
definition of parcels — a provoking vagueness of distinction between hand- 
bags and luggage fit for the boot, between a pottle and a hamper, — 
between nosegays tliat may bo held, actual bunches of vegetables, and 
plants positively growing in pots. Also it might be reasonable to com- 
plain of the hidden fragility of band-boxes behind one’s heels, and the 
obtnzded solidity of culinary utensils before one’s toes. But if the licence 
touches an extreme, seldom is there wanting a sufficient quorum of grave 
“ basketeers ” for its repression. 

Improper or thoroughly ineligible people rarely intrude into the 
basket. The case has occurred of a person of the humbler grades, 
mainly subsisting on his property in bathing-machines, whose state of 
health disposed him to prefer the basket on any winter errand to or 

fi'om A . lie chanced to wear in general an old-fasliioned wateiproof 

greatcoat, and was otlierwise inoffensive — of deferential manner, quiet to 
the last degi-ee ; but the result was his being obliged to talco the train on 
cdl similar occasions. There was, moreover, an industriqips jobbing- 
gardener not long ago in our watering-place, for whose absence last 
summer no other reason has yet been alleged tlian his rash procedure 
one snowy day in taking a seat by this compartment. It was said lie 
professed to be labouring under a severe cold, and seemed to expect or 
wish the glass of the end-window kept up, — a thing seldom done, unless 
required by ladies. Failing this, it is understood that he pat gloomily 
sucking some coarse-flavoured specific all the way. It is even alleged 
that he must have come straight from work among damp leek-beds, if 
not canying them at the very time to town. 

Amongst the top-passengers, there is one whoso company witliin 
would outweigh all our advantages. A brisk, though heavy man, with 
a laj^ purple face, which luckily seems to need air ; his clothes usually 
of tlio same hard-wearing colour, though with crape on liis hat ; and 
an evident vulgar enjoyment of the freedom, the motion, and the com- 
pany, as may be heard, when not seen, by the dangling of his wrinkled 
boots over an end-ladder to a kind of tune with the horses. He generally 
goes up at a bound, whistling. His hands make a chink in his pockets. 
He nods to the driver ; the clerk at the office knows him ; the porters 
incline to touch their hots ; and at any pause in our course he may bo 
heard offering such bets, such bkU for a horse, a dog, a chaise, or a 
oart^ that it is plain no economical considerations sway him. This leads 
us to hope that should any whim prompt him to,lide inside, he will infliot 
himself on the front compartment. Rumour asserts that be is a saooesafixl 
broker of some soit^ in oonnection with our numerouB furniture sH6a and 
house-fittings in Z — — ; wbm be has, it eeema, built new fdiops, and laid 
out ground for tbe oonstmetion of a marine viUa to bia own taste, with 
bat h s, fountain, and pleasorurgarden in an Oriental style ; and is, acoerding 
to our many goasipe, a widower on tbe Joek^ot figr a flresh ttiiitipM to 
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his kousebold and mother to his family. Trivial to the chance of his 
companionship in the basket, is Ihe liability to be favoured, of hot 
mornings, ■with the presence of an effervescent young bather or two 
returning to business in the city ; a couple of lawyers’ clerks, or a trio of 
students, who, it might be supposed, are wont respectively to move about 
in these numerical proportions. By way of rare variety, tho basket has 
been found the pis-aller of an indubitable first-clara traveller. I have 
one in my memory now — one who was hurried up in an over-driven cab 
from the railway station, where the mail-train had been missed. His 
servant and his gun-cases and other appurtenances went scrambling up — 
even a brace of pointers were hoisted somewhere ; but no room remained 
for him in front ; and he was lodged just within our precincts. He was 
a most gentlemanly person, with long legs, which did not, however, 
give the least trouble, almost leaving room for an extra fare. None 
of our peculiarities seemed to attract his notice ; he appeared unconscious 
of any voice or feature among us ; indeed, it became evident that he saw 
only with one eye, and that not without the help of a glass. 

Let it not be conceived, however, that no incidents more exciting ever 
thrill our jog-trot course ; the truth is, there are special contingencies of 
a nature to mark out the basket in this view. Late of an evening, past 
the check-box at the turnpike, the drivers will exercise a power to take 
up stray wayside fares, whether pleading or peremptory, who are strangely 
apt to be huddled into the convenient back. If a traveller of any class, 
sex, or age seem likely to require care in transmission, the usual drift of 
all parties is to devolve it on our end of the coach. Too often have 
symptoms appeared, ere the end, of a condition on the part of the indi- 
vidual so tenderly entrusted, such as may best be denoted by the admis- 
sion that I have not myself known it reach the pitch of fury, or exactly 
resemble medical accounts of delirium tremens. However, it is not long 
ago since there was “booked” one night in the oflSoe, along 'with our 

respectable little company to Z , an excessively quiet tradesman- 

like person, accompanied by hia much too solicitous wife, whose youth, 
rosy cheeks, and shrewd prominence in the transaction went far to cover 
it. Apparently it was fatigue that settled him at once in the furthest 
comer, where, screened by her, he fell asleep. But, no sooner were 
we clear of the shop-lights and well upon the road, than he woke up^ 

< — most dreadfully woke up. Our solitary lamp from overhead dis- 
closed that the wretch was, beyond all doubt, tipsy I Save for the 
wife’s strenuous exertions, her endearments joined to her autliority, — 
(though her previous ooSiduot had been abominably sly,) there is no 
saying what might have followed. As it was, the i^rful oreatutre 
vehemently endeavoured to oonvinoe us that it was his vrife ■who, of 
the two, was intoxicated. He proceeded to sing to us a medley txf 
songs, the most Bacchanalian in character, in the ohoruses of which ■we 
were expected to join ; he cast defimit ftowM upon our only proteotor, 
poor old lioBsieur B a Irench In town, who^ wSlhonek* 
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any effect whatever, gave the fellow his card. We all jointly had to 
restrain them by main force from a personal struggle ; the worst result at 
the close being a sudden determination, on the part of the flattered 
monster, that he must see us home. Whether he meant it jointly or 
severally, is impossible to say; but he was happily diverted from his 
purpose by his shrewd helpmate. 

It has ever been maintained that these uncouth chances impart a zest 
to coach tinvelling, bring out a variety of character and shorten the way 
by a stir to the thoughts, which are all unavailable within the same limits 
to other modes of conveyance. I myself incline to that view — when the 
adventure is over. 

It was on a hot and glaring forenoon at Z ’s liveliest season, on a 

market-day, with front and top both full, a single vacancy alone remaining 
in the bosket, that I once sat in it prepared to start for town, but conscious 
that in doing so I traversed the teachings of experience. Under such a 
combination of circumstances, to go by coach in tliat direction is a sort of 
tempting of fortune ; however, the more than usual selectness of four 
fellow-passengers, previously installed, had lured me into b||?ahing a rule 
which should rather have been enforced by consideration. Ovefflowed by 
the demand for seats, our interior had never before, probably, worn an 
aspect so resembling that of the more recherche section iu front. On 
eitlier side the door, politely ready to give way on due occasion, yet 
planted in evident determination against admitting aught unsuitable, sat 
a gentleman apparently equal to the most trying juncture ; the one, a 
stout commercial dignitaiy from tho seaport, generally understood to be 
a consul ; the other a younger personage, unknown, but even more un- 
doubtedly, by figure, demeanour, and accent, belonging to the upper 
grades of life. A widowed matron opposite me had the air of position ” 
still lees questionable ; while in the corner beyond her sat a finely-dressed 
young lady, of travelled acoomplisliments,’' corresponding ease of manner, 
and English birth, all apparent by the style in which she had seized the 
occasion to converse with her neighbour, and 1 at once frankly included 
myself in the tete-h-tete. Already they had caught the presentiment of 
evil which seized me at the appearance from the offioe of a prompt and 
strident figure — a market-bound woman — a female with a heap of limp 
veil thrown up over an obsolete bonnet, her draperies perpendicular, 
her form bony and tall, lips thin, nose selfrasserting, and in her grasp a 
neutral-tinted umbrella with a hooked head. Was it positively conceiv- 
able that tht / — but the sentence failed at her dire advent, mdUxUe in 
train. Blocking up the door-way with an authoritative air, beflve whidi 
the " boy dwindled, she paused in seaming civihty to adc, ** Will ye sit 
yont, sir, if ye please 7 ** It was to the lofUer of our immovable oava- 
liers that she addressed herself. 

“ Hm — ahem, 1 — a — u,” and a nonplussed glanoe of appeal to our 
judgment was cast inward-^* Eeally, I prefer the door, my good womau,** 
he said, as, without yielding the poio^ he stood up to let her pass. 
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Bhe pressed flouncing in to her rightful place, which was at my side. 

I ne'er saw sic a disobleegin' uncevil set a' my days 1 remarked she ; 
adding, while still erect, with a long arm outstretched, ^‘Here, Johnny, 
iny man, hand us up the bit burden/’ 

Straightway a perspiring lad, who had been hidden in her rear, thrust 
recklessly in over the consul’s knees a bulky moss, out of all question 
inadmissible ; but it came too late for protest or for appeal to the coach- 
office. The doer closed with a bang, and we were rolling off to town. 
The bit burden ” was in form a basket, in bulk and evident weight more 
like a hamper, in fulness of annoyance as bad as the box of Pandora. 

“Why, ma’am,” exclaimed the haughtier of our champions, “you 
are surely not going to keep that basket in here ! ” “ 'Deed am 1, an* 

what for no’?” was the answei*, as tihe settled the huge structure on her 
lap. “ I hae paid my money as weel as you, an’ if ye had but sitten up a 
bit os I oskit ye, there wad hue been less fash to get settled 1 I’m no’ just 
sc lang-leggit thaugh that I’ll tiik’ up ither folk’s room, like some ! ” 

It was plain she could be more disagreeable still, if meddled with ; 
the worthy consul inclined to turn the subject, and by some jocose remark 
drew off the other into what might be called a state of armed truce. We 
at the inner end had the worst of it, though chiefly as yet in a mere bodily 
way, from the trenching on our legitimate space. Worse tlian mere con- 
tact with that odious piece of luggage, was the sense of a sour, silent 
notice under which none of us passed scathless. A slight instinotive 
movement of my own was first to draw it out, in the grimly-apologetic 
allusion to “ folk’s skirts now-a-days, that couldna be keepit clear o’ ; ” 
with a muttered supplement, referring to “ thae menseless blauds o* what 
they ca’ creenylin ’ ” as extended “ past bounds o’ patience, no’ to speak 

o’ station 1 ” The manner was that of some inhabitant of Z , arguing 

from a local knowledge which it might be unsafe to despise. Unpleasantest 
of all became the woman’s sudden attention to the voice of our sprightly 
young companion in the corner, who professed herself on entire stranger 
to our town till that very morning. She was comparatively at her ease, 
in fact, diverting us by lively accounts of continental spas and watering- 
places quite unlike our own ; while a most xmfriendly recollection of some 
sort was indicated beyond doubt, in every glance fr'om the twisted-up 
and vixenish features of our nuisance. Meantime our late advocate by 
the door was again the sufferer. He happened to move his feet, when 
the foe all at once peered down in manifest detection of some weak point. 

“ Ehey 1 ” was her uncouth exclamation, “ bausket, said you I My 
cei'ty 1 1 think I had frill as much richt to fetch in my bit handiidcep, as 
ye had to bring in yeer dug / ” By what gift of nature she ferreted out 
the truth, reuudns dubious ; but dc^ it was, — small, to be sure, and of 
harmless look,-— crouched somewhere tinder the owner’s seat. 

“ Dog ? — ah, true ! ” its master confessed, a good deal embarraased, 
“ Well, but my dog, ma’am, a mere toy-terrier, was in nobody’s-^ ” 
“Hos’t a mizzle on? No — noting o* the eort!” emphatically 
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retorted the overwhelming woman, with an air of alarm which added to 
the inconvenience behind : ** Oo, it’s big enough to bite, at any rate, tliao 
warm days. Didna ye see the pollis-notishes, that it’s a heavy fine? But 
it’s well to be seen, I trow, how ye didna seek a front place I ” 

There was altogether a vanquished effect on our luckless defender, 
only to be covered by the necessity of checking the little animal’s irrita- 
tion at her behaviour. 

It now began to appear that the foe’s outrageous package was made 
up of commodities unusually disagreeable in a limited space, but we were 
aided to sustain the vexation by our vivacious neighbour on the other 
side, where, it was true, she could better afford to make herself pleasant. 
She had dashed into an animated sketch of some days recently spent at 
Dunkirk, with its antique etiquettes and rococo tastes, as she described 
them; never in the least observing the pointed repugnance of those glances 
from our bugbear, whose visage and demeanour did not seem to have re- 
called the slightest association to her memory. About this English girl 
herself there was, it must be owned, considerable singularity. These ex- 
tensive tours were remarkable at her age, for one who refei-ftd in no way 
to any particular company that had shared them ; lier extreme frankness 
was singular, at least in our cautious climate ; and then there Avas the 
irresistible impression, even allowing for choice in the colours of dress 
and display of jewellery, that she was not a lady, nor a lady’s nmid, nor of 
the governess order between. Ecmarkable, too, A^a8 the effect of one 
main feature in a face which would otherwise have been exceedingly 
pretty. This was a much too conspicuous aquiline nose, not to be re- 
lieved — or rather, to use the artistic phrase, thrown back from relief — by 
abundant ringlets, with the help of very expi-essivo eyes. 

Presently the precise nature of the nuisance in the hamper was in- 
fallibly identified, with a sudden fi.xed disgust. Stopping short amidst 
her graphic account of Dunkirk, the girl fairly seized her offended nose 
with her handkerchief, and gave stifled vent to the ejaculation — “ Oh, what 
a lot of herrings ! ” Darting a look at the obvious cause, “ Oh, if there’s 
one thing 1 abominate more than another,” she added, I declare it’s 
herrings 1” Then turning straight to the culprit, who os yet only gloomed 
a speechless defiance, she recklessly put the preposterous inquiry, “ I say, 
ma’am, have you got any herrings in your basket ? ” 

RidioolonB above exaggeration as it all was, the kindled wrath of the 
grim heosewife put aught like mirth to flight thenceforth. 

“ What’s that ye say 7 Hae I gotten what^ quo’ she 1 Nae rings 
was 't 7 WiU it be mmr o* thae fine French gewgaws, think ye, rir 7 ” 
addressing her fliut disdainflil appeal to the oonsul. ^^But there*s nae 
hawkers here, I fancy,— though maybe folk's fingers would whiles be a' the 
better o’ a bit gude plain ring, if it was but to show, y© ken, mem 

She was set right, however, with somewhat of a malidous reHdi, by 
the owner of the terrier, who repeated the tstms of the qdesdon too 
distinctly for mistake. 1 
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Ou, it’s like you'll be better used, eir, nae doubt,*’ snapped she, “ at 
unnerstannin* sicoan wanderin’ ladies 1 Hairrins, was ’t? Aye” — and 
she turned, more confidentially than I liked, to me, needna speer 
whatten-Iike mainners it is, miss, to sit snuff-snufiin’ at ony decent 
person’s gear in a public conveyance, far leas askin’ sic brazen-faced 
quest’ns 1 But, at ony rate, it’s no’ just the sort o’ company that micht be 
cxpeckit to see keep’t by one o’ the faim’ly frae Seaforth CJottage ” — she 
was here severely referring to my own place of abode — “ no’ to say, hab- 
nabbin’ wi’, sae crousely 1 It makes a heap o’ difference, ye ken, miss,” 
pursued she, with a deferential indication toward the lady opposite, “ when 
a person changes their condition in life, let-a-be warldly station. But for 
my pairt, I need naebody betwixt me an’ their harlagan tricks or their 
ower-scii gibberish, I’se warrant I Hairrins, was ’t — an’ I wad like 
to ken ” 

Our matron in crape here gently interposed. “You are, surely,” 
said she, in a propitiating way, “ Mrs. White from the sea-baths — whom 
I ought, I think, to have ” 

“ Beggin’ your pardon, mem — no,” was the emphatic correction. “ Miss 
Linkater, number five round the corner frae your ain lodge-gates. The 
Cornel kent me fine, worthy man, but he aye minded an acquentance. 
It’s Dane o’ their flats or their furnished apairtments, but a gude main- 
door house, every way well fitted up, though I say ’t — wi’ a verandy to 
the paraud’, an’ new venaishan blinds, an’ a comfortable gairden for- 
bye ” 

At this attractive description our young traveller looked round ; she 
hod certainly seen the place, as she informed me aside, having, in fact, 

gone down that morning to Z with a view to seaside quarters. “ Wo 

found none exactly suitable,” she said, “ though at this one the ticket 
mentioned a ’garden, which tempted Edward to inquire, while we idled 
about the beach — he was quite entrapped into going in, positively forced 
to look through a whole lot of little rooms full of people’s things, and 
could absolutely scarce escape—” 

“ Lone woman if I be,” was pursuing the irate basket-bearer, 

with a settled gripe of her charge, “ an’ more reduced in circumstances 
than formerly, Mistress Cornel — was I to be insultit wi’ mean-like 
quest’ns about wham I keep’t in my pickle quiet hens, or how 1 cookit 
my bit meals o’ meat, an’ whatten pidrt o’ my house I had to mysel’— an’ 
noo, set them up, it’s haimns, is *t ! Out upon siccan pantymine 
speeches, say I!” 

“ Edward could scarce escape,” our luckless companion was whisper- 
ing, “ foom a sort of ogre, as he described it, who seemed in charge of the 
poultry, but turned out to be the proprietor or the tenant or something, 
hovei'ing from the back-yard, with an eye upon the garden, and seeming 

to live mysteriously about the Eeally, I do assure you, ma’am,” said 

she, aloud, at the further proof of injury, “ if you’ve felt offended, *twaa 
uninteaticmal ; and, as for the lodgings, we '* 
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“A wheen wauf charactem, mem, wi’ hairy lips,” roflfe the shrill 
assault that matched all noises of the thoroughfare outside, “ gaun round 
the toun pittin' sic queries to honest folk — naething but a pretence, maybe 
to pick up the spunes — aye, let them look down off the coach-tap if they 
like ! Mair fittin’ them to hire the toun-hall, trailin’ a dreased-up miss 

after them, to geek and nicker outside on the sands, like ” 

« Pray, pray, my good worthy creature," entreated the colonel’s 
widow, though much more hopefully sharing our glances through the 
windows, as the Post-office and Queen’s Theatre were passed, do, at 

least, I beg of you, be calm until ’’ 

** Oh, aye, mem,” she went on, dropping part of her gall on the 
arbiter ; it’s true I hae been ower long used wi’ slights an’ scoffs, no’ to 
ken how to conduct myself — an’ what’s mair, I hope it’s no for naething 
that I attend regular wi’ a spiritual-minded congregation on Doctor Black, 
in Pier Street, godly man 1 It’s nane o’ their half-thay’tei-s, wi’ an organ, 
to blind folks’ principles to what’s proper company. Nor I’m no an offisher 
frae the airmy, to come out o’t and rap out the oaths I hae heard on less 
occasion. I canna just shift to a grand cottage i’ the couq|j:y, like some, 
when I tak’ doun my bit ticket — keepin’ a bloatit-like impiddeut gairdner 
about the place, as they maybe can afford wi’ a rent ta’cn out o* poorer 

folk’s mouths ; but I wad like to hear " , 

There, at any rate, is the coach-office at last ! ” said the consul, 
joyfully ; the gentleman with the terriei* was already on his feet, and 
gallantly stood, when he reached tlio pavement, to assist the fair widow 
out beyond danger. 

Awa’ wi’ siccan play-actin' gesters on’ speeches frae the heathen 
crew yonder ! ’’ still raved the termagant, filling up the way as she hoisted 
her cargo. But it’s ae advantage o’ warld-knowledge by the house-letting 
business, that they’re ower kenspeckle to mistak’. My troth 1 Catch me 
offerin’ to put mysel’ up about the coal-house, wi’ a wheen sorranU o’ 
Baal playin’ cairds on my drawin’-room table, an' my new venaishon 
pu’d up like their ain tbay’ter scroll, by a Jezebel tragicky-queen 1 ” 

Thank my stars ! ’’ exclaimed the English girl, adjusting her ringlets 
ere we cautiously followed, she's gone. Beally, though, my dear, she 
flattered my abilities in that last hit, evidently mistaking us for some of 
the theatrical company here — and an excellent company it is. As for 
that dreadful bosket, goodness be praised it was not damaged — I don’t 
think it has oozed upon any of us after all." But at the door were two 
passengers from the top, or, 1 rather think, three— perhaps even so many 
as four — who evidently stood to receive her ; one approaching to hand 
her out, when she had begun to tell me, I think we shall tiy Dieppe for 

the remainder of the season, and if ever ^ou should happen Ah, 

Edward,” she broke off, ** have I kept you waiting? Good-by, then I" 
and she nodded to me pleasantly; then, with unabated (qpcijghUiaeat, 
tripped out 

Outside the throng, past the office door^ aStl tamed to the titsmUf was 
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the woman with the basket ; resting it on a curbstone for the moment, 
she stood following with sidelong gaze the group of travellers, and said in 
a general way, “ Hairrina, waa’t ? Aha I an’ if it was e’en the fore that 
d respectable person had whjles to even theirsel’s wi’ — ^it’s been kent 
when some folk cam’ to be gejan glad, aye, an’ foin, o’ a gude hairrin’, 
be’t fresh, saut, or red, on’ couldna win till’t — no’ to speak after o’ the 
drap o’ cauld water to cool their tongue 1 An’ if I had speered what was 
in yon braw French -lookin’ reddycle o’ hers,” she concluded, taking up 
her load, “ wha kens but it was a heap waur nor hairrina ? Fau’se foces 
for a dishguisc, maybe, or as likely cheens to drap i’ the park, if no’ a 
pea an* thimm’les ! Set her up, wi’ her an* her hawk-nebbit.” 

Fuither invective the concourse of business swept from hearing, unless 
to the knot of lounging street-porters and approving boys. All I had 
seen of the strangers was their rather gentlemanly air, healthy English 
complexions, and faces certainly much too hirsute for dramatic use ; as 
to the dark inuendoes of so prejudiced a censor, these deserve no weight. 
Nevertheless, the vivacious manner and attractive expression of the girl 
herself, all the more vivid for that one exaggerated feature, continued to 
return on thought with a curious interest in her destinies. I never after- 
wards beheld any of the party; but it seemed a coincidence of some 
apparent point at first sight, when tom handbills struck the eye here and 
there, referring to late performances of a fashionable Italian conjuror or 
modern wizard, who had visited the city, his exhibitions being varied by 
the piano-playing of an accomplished daughter, whose assistance in sundry 
feats also added to the zest of the entertainment. Soon, on the other 
hand, newspaper advertisements tended to lead fancy in a different track ; 
for the private s^Sances of a party of American spiritualists were announced, 
at some of which, from subsequent reports, a lady of special mesmeric 
susceptibility demonstrated her gift to a most impressive degree. In 
neither cose did circumstances allow proof of the conjecture; yet it was 
vaguely left to force the belief, that on this occasion our basket either 
carried a distinguished wizardess, or even conveyed the person of a 
wondrous medium. 

More agreeable to remember is another incident of the coaches, 
happily exemplifying better the characteristics of their most social divi- 
sion. One bleak day before last Christmas, I had made the journey by 
rail to town ; finding it, of course, as dull as the weather. But in 
the starry evening 1 turned to the accustomed coach-office, and was 

stepping from it to enter the late coach for Z , when a porter 

followed me to put the odd question, whether my name was Barn- 
age ? ” At a reply in the negative, he went off, saying, ** Because I’ve 
got ajar for her.” To each of three other basket passengers vfho 
succeeded, he addressed the same inquiry, receiving the same answer, 
more than once somewhat testily ; in every case making the same expla* 
nation, in his dull uninfiected voice and stolid manner : all of whlcB ha d 
a sufficiently monotonous effect in tiie frosty outer air. Our number was 
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quioki j made up by an addition which in ordinary circumstanoes is rather 
cheery than otherwise ; that of a dragoon and his wife, the one being trim, 
tall, and stalwart, with good-humour appropriate to his bulk, the other 
tidy, alert, and sharp, though comparatively dumpy. Scarce had they got 
seated, when there appeared at our door the head of the man in search of 
an owner for his parcel, and for the fifth time the question was put, “ Is 
your name Ramage ? " 

“ No,” said the soldier, with his prompt civility ; “ my name ain’t — it’s 
Joe Mortimer ; if that will suit your purpose.” 

Again the reason was given, before withdrawing into the shadow’s, — 
“ Because I’ve got a jar for her.” 

Obscurely we saw him intercepting those who sought the top, and 
besieging the very front-section, on his tiresome quest ; till the hapless 
article really acquired an interest above jars in ordinary. When the 
soldier and his wife had got their own little parcels adjusted to their 
mind, an idea seemed to flash upon the latter as she looked about her : 

I say, though, Joe,” she said, “ I shouldn’t wonder if that ’ere jar is for 
Mrs. Rara-mn^e, w’at lives over the way from us. I kno\w she meant 
bein’ in town ; as her son is expected.” 

Oh, in that case,” said he, we’d better take charge of it, — she 
mayn’t have been able to reach in time, and can’t like just to carry it, 
this cold night.” Accordingly he tapped on a window, and the porter 
readily answered the summons. ** I say, my good fellow', my missus, here, 
she thinks that ’ere jar must be for a neighbour of the name who keeps a 
little ’baccy-shop opposite the barracks. If so, just hand it here, and 
wc’ll deliver it safe enough.” The man’s troubles were at an end so far ; 
in the oflBce they would have nothing to do with it, he said, and it W’as 
not very pleasant hanging about in the cold ; nevertheless, the truth was, 
it could not be handed in, being too large for that. “ Very well, then, 
just get it hitched up atop,” said the dragoon ; “ no fear but wc’ll have 
an eye to it, — so you may be off home as soon ns you please.” As lie 
went off, every one settled for starting ; it was thought we had seen the 
last of him, at all events when he had returned for a moment to say it 
would be found at the right-hand comer, next the driver’s box. 

Gruff old Mason the coachman, whip in band, came round to count his 
passengerti, standing upon the steps to do so *, behind him once more was 
the man, coaxing him for some favour. Ibis still concerned the jar, and 
as Mason folded up his list, his crusty temper broke down in regard to it — 
“ To Fife wi* you an’ your Ramages an’ yer jaurs, ye’ve fairly deaved me 
deaf wi’ them 1 Shut-to the door, laddie, — all full inside, an* nine on the 
tap. At’nce for a* I tell ye, man, h'eave’t up yersel’, or let it bide — it's 
bewitched, I think — I dinna beliete onybody’ll hae’t I No’ anither word 
noo — a’ richt 1 ” 

Ho stumped off to mount fait box; tho dragoon calling out to the 
porter that he thought it had boeu put up long ago, whBo the latter 
rufdied to make some last confideo^ statement 4^ his eat. As tte Wheels 
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grated off behind our Sampling team, he teemed vainly attempting to tots 
hit charge upon the roof, and vas left forlorn under a lamp, beating his 
frosted hands athwart each other. 

The natural idea was that we had left the ill-^fated article behind us. 
But boys will do for soldiers what they will not for ordinary people, and 
the conductor’s perch had fl&red to lodge more than its due. I wasn’t 
going to see a neighbour left in the lurch,” said the dragoon. 

“ And very neighbourly she is, is Mrs. Ram-ma^rg,” his wife explained, 
“ though she do live over the way, and rather a odd name to pronounce 
— which of course, ma’am, that’s ’ow we were sure of it.” 

“ Yes, I don’t think there’s another such name,” agreed he, “ even 
hereaway, where 1 should say there’s a lot of odd ones. 

“ Most people arn’t ’arf so friendly hereabouts,” was her cordial enco- 
mium on the owner ; “ more particularly in regard of clothes-lines or 
a washing-tub, and that — w’ich you can’t always be expected to carry.” 

Unfortunately for the subject of their praises, however, our boy felt 
much incommoded by the jar ; long ere we reached the turnpike, he was 
shifting from one foot to the other, and at length said — “ It’s ower heavy, 
sodger, — let alane the cauldness o’t, and there’s a fare to get out at 
Cockhillfiide — it’ll either hae to gang on the tap or be droppit. 

From this alternative he was saved by the stoppage he had mentioned, 
which relieved us of one companion, aUowing the object of their care to 
be taken in at the door. There, by our glimmer from the roof, it looked 
between the dragoon’s knees a shapeless bulk indeed, somewhat like one’s 
fancy of the jars lodged with Ali Baba. 

“ Why, Mary Ann,” exclaimed her husband, feeling it carefully, 
it ain’t a jai’ after all — it’s a basket.” 

“A basket? Nonsense, Joe,” she said, “ the man told you a jar 

quite distinct I I hope it ain’t a trick upon us ? ” Turning a frightened 
face in our direction, They do sometimes put babies in baskets and leave 
’em on people — and whatsy^r should we do, if it was I Why, I’ve got four 
of my own, ma’am, at home I ” 

It proved to be neither a mere jar, nor simply a basket, but one of 
those compounds of both, well known under the name of greybeard,” 
which are devoted to the conveyance of usquebaugh or aqua-vitco. 

O Joe,” cried the dragoon’s wife, almost as soared at this discovery 
as at her previous thoughts, “ this can’t be for Mrs. Ramma^e — whatever 
could she do with an ’ole *ogged of whisky ? ” 

’Tain’t a ’ogshead, missus^ don’t ye see — it’s only a greybeard,” 
reasoned he, with a positiveness enforced by some uncomfortable feeling ; 
“ and if her son is expected to-morrow, as you said, — why, mayn’t die 
mean to hove a little company ? ” 

Well, if she do/’ was the answer, " she’s as sly as % / I ahn^ 
say; for a Bootchwoman, Mrs. Ram-mo^ was not dose iff her alBkikW«)u%nd 
more especially when I gave her, no longer ago than yesterday, ilco 
dyed ribbon she admired.” 
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Bui our pulling-up at the turnpike brought a pauM to her dia- 
closurea, while the old oheckman came with his lantern to tick off the 
fares ; and it were vain to guess what more might have been said of a 
neighbour hitherto so esteemed had the matter not been settled by a Toice 
at hand. 

“ Is there no’ a greybeard in the boot for us ? “ it hoarsely asked : 
“ the mistress was to bring ’t down wi* her, but she didna win up to town. 
It’ll be direckit Tammaa Eamage, down the loan here.*’ 

From among a cluster of houses down the cross-road there projected a 
tavern with illuminated door and casement, to which the claimant pointed ; 
a place doubtless frequented from the neighbouring barracks, but with a 
sign which had been altered and newly painted, as appeared the next day I 
passed it. Honest Joe Mortimer’s ignorance had therefore been by no 
means strange, but during the brief remainder of his journey in our 
company, his feelings seemed to turn upon this point. “ Hang it, then, 
missus 1 ” he muttered, striking a hand on his thigh after delivery of the 
well-tended freight, to think all the while there was another of the name ! 
I’d have sworn there wa’n’t — no, not in tlic shire, much less at our very 
comer. It’s an odd country for names, I must say. For all one knows, 
sir, why — for all one sees — it may be full of Kamages I ” His predomi- 
nating emotion was manifestly one of disappointment. 

“ I’m glad, though, if you’ll believe me, ma’am,” said the wife, os the 
coach stopped for them, ** it ain’t for our Mrs. 'Sidm-niage alter all ! ” 

They were scarcely out, when once more a notion struck the good 
trooper, giving a clearness to his voice at departure ; But what if it’s 
this sou of hers, you know, that’s come and took the old King’s Head ? 
Tain’t a common name, is Hamage 1 Is his name Thomas, d’ye know 7 
If so, by George ” 

And with a cheery laugh from her in rejdy, they were lost in the 
Christmas night, amidst lively sounds of the bugle, and the changing 
guard. For my own part, it was pleasant to believe the neighbourly 
bonds were not any way broken by that jar, and that, at the ex- 
pected arrival of Ramage, jiinior, the Mortimers really would aid to 
celebrate it; receiving instead of some half-grudged admission through 
circuitous means to an impromptu drinking-bout, the spontaneous invi- 
tation beforehand to a snug cup of tea over the way. 

Into such queer little tahUaux — noway changed by narration, save that 
half the oddi^ is lost — will actual life in our grave Northern region be 
occasionally thrown, when borne along by our "basket.’* A diffisrent 
interest marks tbe last sample to be givi^ ; for while it is the latest of allf 
•o that the voiy words are here set down, there was a^simple force of 
nature about it, touching beyond ordinary.,^ After an absence of some 
duration from home at Z — ■ , and from those errands to old A-^— I 
once more readied the dty by a long railway journey ; only in pn|ier 
time for an oflemocm coach to the seande town. Seated egd^t iA toy 
^ourite nook of the good old comportment) whud^ M|^y eeotold Itoturkms 
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after leagues of steam travelling, I waited patiently for the signal from the 
clock on the well-known steeple ; my only fellow-passenger till then being 
a quiet middle-aged lady, evidently accustomed to the place. In suitable 
stylo, we were congratulating ourselves on having it all between us, for 
the day had been wet, the roads were bad : though on what else the con- 
versation was to turn, during the three miles to Z , remained signally 

doubtful. At the last moment, the door was opened for an accession to 
our number, in the shape of an elderly little woman, with her gown 
tucked high around, the skirt over her arm, and some degree of stifthess 
in mounting the step. She required additional help from the juvenile 
conductor within, ere her ruffled garb was smoothed and her breath 
gained ; but we were then rewarded out of a store of speech that must 
have been exhaustless. The neatest, pleasantest-eyed, liveliest-dimpled, 
most apple-cheeked of well-to-do little dames, with a mourning dress that 
set her off as if for church, she turned to us a face just of the sort to 
befit the basket ; and she talked — thing rare in the vernacular idiom of 
the North — as freely as a brook runs, as fearlessly, with similar unhesi- 
tating abundance and winning ease. From her protest against the high 
steps of the coaches, her complaint of the weather, and acknowledgment 
of rheumatics, we were carried through the mistake about a money-order 
at the post-office — which had flustered her enough in itself — to the cause 

of her being obliged to go down to Z in person, instead of making a 

letter serve the turn. We became informed that her youngest son, John, 
was in an excellent situation there, but proposed to begin business on his 
own account ; wherefore she meant to lend him the money in question, 
which was her own. Straightway were we made aware that his father, 
her own good-man, was well able to have done it, but of late hod 
inclined to be hard ; ” though he kent fine that he must slacken his 
purse-strings in the end, when iht thought fit to say tlie word.” With 
much more by the way did slie acquaint us, in a manner impossible to feel 
tedious, had my mild spinster companion been the primmest of old maids : 
among other things it seemed that the good-man, however niggardly disposed 
in general, was even overly prideful ” about her dressing well when she left 
home ; more especially if, as on the present occasioD, slie designed to visit 
any of her good-daughters. Of these connections — the wives, namely, of 
sons — the worthy couple had several, all well settled in good substantial 
houses, though at some distance, as was to be expected when young men 
had to push their way in the world ; and she hinted confidentially, that 
the truth was, there might soon be another in the same case. Now being 
started on the road so for, notwithstanding the weather and the good- 
man^S crotchets about fitting dress for such oalls, a notion had just struck 

her to go on the length of X harbour, where one daughter-in-law was 

established ; perhaps the best-settled of them all, with the most lightftd 
be^particular about things, seeing that Andrew was in the Gustom-hemse, 
holding a very tesponsible station. She scouted the thought of Fheiuie 
bdng otherwise thw {deased to see her in any oase, and to iktm her 
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tbeir new liouae, or the bairns iui 3 rthing but glad at the surprise ; but the 
dieery little body indulged only a half-remorseful glee in thus stealing a 
maroh on the old man, although it were to prove he stood too much on 
ceremony with daughters-in-law. Her good-daughters appeared to be a 
&youred theme ; they were each as kindly as if she had found them out 
for herself ; they took trouble about her, though they had cost her none ; 
they were as dear to her, in fact, and her husband’s ceremony on the 
matter was evidently strange to her mind. 

“I suppose,’’ said the quiet middle-aged lady beside me, perhaps 
without much thought on tlie question, “ you have no daughters of your 
own ? ” 

“ No, — no, mem,” said she quickly. It seemed to me she had winced 
at the idea ; but the lively little woman was of a tcmiier to dwell on no 
wants or regrets, and she rushed on again in new discourse, still bearing 
upon her main topic. 

Presently the coach stopped to let down some passenger near the great 

cavalry barracks, half way to Z , and we were in sight of their open 

main-gate. The quaint little old body sat with her baclj^ that way, but, 
glancing half round, she ceased in the midat of her talk ; its thread snapped 
at the moment, and she looked to us again rather vacantly. It struck me 
afterwards that, as we passed on, she had started at the martial sounds 
issuing from the parade square — of a measured tramp of men at foot-drill, 
the prancing of horses, and a sudden trumpet-call. While we rolled on, 
“ Te were sayin’ something to me, mem?” she inquired at the more 
watchful of her hearers ; or may be it would be me tliat was throng wi’ 
some o’ my haverin’ stories ? But I whyles need to be keep’t back to the 
mark in my clavcrs.” 

“It seems you have been a traveller,” answered I, to lead off at 
random from the disturbing thoughts hiat caused, evidently, by a meddle- 
some touch. “ You have been in London / ” I said, laying stress on the word. 

“ Hoots aye, that hae I, mem,” was the self-complacent reply, with 
something of the previous heartiness ; “ though ye might weel hoc 
wondered, leddies, at an auld body like me flaunting about to a’ the 
licbts I was ta’en to see, the first time I was there, like as I had been 
a — ” But again the tone sank, as she added, mournfully, “ 1 was 
twico there, mem. Ye may hardly believe it — but it was when 1 was 
visitin’ my puir daughter Jane.” 

All the light had passed out of her quick eye, and the colonr faded firom 
her comidexion, (lowing lines of past troubles ; yet she looked steadily 
oQt firora it. We constrained to ask, almost in a whisper, “ Is she 
dead^yonr danghter is dead 7 ” 

Instead of anawering our qoeation, ahe said, Although it’s no^ a thing 
that ru bide to have pried into, no, nor ateeiad up by some folks' spite,— 
there’s nae shame hi the whole o’t, — nane whatever. It giea tpe vent to 
■peak o’t whyles, in fit hearing. Would ye like to hear about her 7 for 
if ye would, 1 maon b^gln at the veiy beghmingi— 
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My daughter Jane was a beautiful girl,<^’m her mother, and maybe 
I Bhooldna gay it ; but I am no^ one to close my eyes against my ba^’a 
faults, an’ as lor the rest of them, though they ore a’ gude and well doing, 

I must say they are no* cxtraordinar* bonny. But Jane was our only 
daughter, as bonny a lassie as ye need wish to see. She was a wee, smally 
bit thing, no doubt, but spirity frae the first. Her lather used to say she 
took some of her good looks fira me, but it was just his daffing o’ auld 
times, for naebody else e’er backed his words ; though in my day I wasna 
that ill to see. 

“ Awell, she had a good edication given her, as they a* had, for the 
good-man said, * Edicate them weel, and then they’ll be able to push their 
ain way.’ He’s a well-edicated man hiinsel’, so ye ken I didna interfere. 
Then when she was done wi’ her schoolin’, I sent her to leain the dress- 
making and manty-making ; for I thought she would make a real neat 
lady’s-maid, maybe to gang abroad and see the world ; though her father 
was wild at me for thinking such a thing, for ye ken Jane was his 
favourite ; he thought naebody was sae bonny as her, an’ oh he was 
proud o’ her — proud at the kirk, proud when we took a walk, nao less 
proud at his ain board-end, or if she chanced to be in the shop when folk 
cam’ in, and it was askit who she was after she slipt out o’ their sighti 
Awell, when she wasna seventeen year auld, she was invited to a pairty. 
Oh, tliey’re bad things, time pairtics, — ^never let bairns gang to pairties— 
No, it wasna a ball, it was a pairty at a decent friend’s house, a tanner that 
WQ knew, an elder in our kirk, no less, but his house was near the Queen’s 
Park. Before that day, J.ane was n quiet lassie for a’ her looks ; likin’ to 
bide in the house wi’ her work, or her book, for a great reader ahe was 
forbye : but after that night, everything o’ the kind went wrang wi* her. 
At the pairty, she had met wi’ a sodger — no’ a common sodger, mind, but 
a sergeant, and ane o’ the cavalry, a regiment o’ the best-famed an’ the 
brawest o’ them — and frae tlie moment she set eyes on him, her head was 
turned. He was no less fain and fond about her too, and he saw her hame 
to the door, though we didna know it, and they bude to meet again, and a’ 
that sort o’ thing passed between them. A’ the while, too, there was a 
most respectable young man, son to a grocer of our acquaintance, that had 
just doted upon Jane, and wlien they used to practise thegether in the 
singing-class o’ thar congregation, she had gi’en him some encouragement, 
I doubtna ; so what did he do on the head o’t, but he was off to America, 
and had made a hantle o’ money through the troubles there, and he wrote 
home, puir lad, that ho was coming back to marry her. We liked him 
real well oursel’s, and if it hadna been for the sodger, so did she, I verily 
believe, and would have ta’en him. However, some time passed, till I 
found out who die was keepin’ company wi’, and I put it to her. She 
never denied it, but straight out an* asked leave for him to come to 
house. I argued a long time to her, tel’t her how atigry her Ikther would 
be, an’ a* that, but she wouldna listen ; so I thought it would be fiir better 
Ibr her to meet him at her ain fireside, than gaun Btravagujng through the 
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Btreeta. Accordingly he cam*, the sergeant cam* — for she woulna hear 
him oa*d a Bodger — a fine muckle tall handsome-looking chiel’ he was, I 
must say, and a grand talker. He had been to India, and to Ireland, and 
where not — and he could describe about everything ye wanted to ken ; 
though whylefi, when he was vaunting about the army and bo on, I tel't 
him that sogers were little better than big targets, dressed up in scarlet 
or blue, an* set upon a horse’s back to jingle till they were knockit ower. 
He didna like it much, but he was eyan good-tempered, and he used aye 
to answer that the enemy were just the same. Then I would say back to 
him, * Oh, we’ve naething ado wi’ the enemy — it’s t/ou I’m speakin’ to, an’ 
at ony rate the enemy doesna want to take awa’ my silly bit lassie there ! ’ 
That was the way I keep’t girdin’ at him, in hopes to drive him off ; no’ 
foigettin* at a time, to make mention o’ the young grocer, an’ his success 
in life. But I couldna look at Jane’s face without seein’ how the case 
stood, an’ some way or other they managed to make thcirsel’s hapj)y, in 
fiict she said the sergeant likit me particular well. The warst o’t was, 
that her father being throng wit’ his business at the time, and no’ in till 
late in the evenin’, he saw but little o't, and thocht less. Wae am I to 
say tliis day, that I let the truth be blinkit frao him, for I^wos aye hopin’ 
to hear o’ the regiment bein’ shifted. 

** In fac’, at last the orders cam’, as I didna fail to hear ; the dragoons 
had to be off to Aldershott, and glad was I to see his back turned. I did 
a’ I could to separate them then ; I kcepit up the letters he wrote to her, 
and some she wrote to him, but it was found out, and they were addressed, 
or they were posted, other ways. I spoke to lier, I’m sure my tongue was 
never off her ; but she would not listen. Word cam’ to me quietly, too, 
bow young Sandy Stewart was arrived in Liverpool, and was settlin’ his 
affidrs to come hame in a week’s time, wi’ some grand ower-sea presents 
for his mother an’ our Jane ; and 1 said naething o’t, tbinkin’ to tok’ her 
by surprise. But that was less use than a*, in ike’ it wrought things to a 
head. How the sergeant got wind o’t, 1 canna tell ; but no’ a day or twa 
before young Stewart wun hame, back comes my gentleman, and that very 
night Jane told mo that he wanted her to marry him. 1 tcll’d her, her 
faUier would never gi’e his consent, nor e’er forgi’e her if she did it 
anyway underbaod ; and this she kent very weel bcrsel’. She begged me 
to Bpeak to him, but I wouldna meddle in it. * Mother,’ she says, and she 
clasped her twa hands thegether, *1 must bae him.’ * Aweli, Jane, my 
woman,* 1 says, * you’ll rue it once, but that’ll be a* your life. Ye’ll break 
your lather’s heart, and bring his grey hairs with sorrow to the grave.’ 
That night she went out, and cam’ back again ^about ten o’clock lookin’ 
awin’ flushed and feverish, but she said naething mair, till the MCt 
morning the tolled me that they had gone beibre a jostioe o* tiie peace, an’ 
bad got married, ^ 

** Ob, her flither wai an angry man that day, but I got hj^ spoken 
ower at last. * John,’ I says, * since deed is done, it Cfurn* be helpit ; 
^ best thing now to do is to get the minister and ba^ tbein«iiiaitie4 
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^perly. It*ll never do to let the neebors see sbe has done that vrilbont 
your leave ; beaides, ye ken, he can claim her by the law at any moment.* 
That frightened him to the extent, that at last, after a sore reissle, he gi’ed 
ip, provided a’ diould be done duly and in order, according to the fear of 
God, and the sergeant bude to sign an agreement beforehand — ^being of the 
prelatical persuasion himseT — if there was any family, to allow their 
upbringing under pure Presbyterian ordinances, and the shorter catechism 
was to be learned them. It would ha*e made the dourest heart wae to see 
the good-man when he threip't about this before me to the sergeant, like 
as it laid some ease to his mind, an* couldna be broken through i* the- 
application; but the sergeant made no difficulty about it. Well, they 
were married — properly and beautifully married — and I sat up till day- 
break to get finished wi’ the silk gown I bought her, a changing-coloured 
silk it was, and her father gave her a good kist-full, and I gave her routh 
o* sheets and blankets, hame-spim dapery, spun in my mother’s time, no’ 
like the common trash ye buy nowadays. 

“ Then they went to Newcastle, and a year after, I went there to be 
wl’ her when her first baby was born ; he had her two eyes, but ower like 
the father otherwise for my taste, though a bonny balm. I visited her in 
different places, and was aye greatly attended to mysel’, for the sergeant 
and his friends spared no trouble, nor they thought nae vcht or show 
ower good for me, I must say ; though I aye withstood the temptation o’ 
stage-playin’, but I needna speak mair against it without experience. 
Awell, frae London the first time 1 was there, Jane cam’ down wi’ me 
hersel’ and her two children, winsome wee things to ha’e by us in the 
house ; and weel micht they draw round the good-man’s heart as they did, 
bearin’ them their questions and their bits o’ paraphrases wi’ his ain ears, 
till ye would ha’e said he was well-nigh contented about the sergeant. It 
was when she was with us this way, that the word cam* frae head- 
quarters that the regiment was ordered for the Indies. Oh, she was white 
to see, puir young thing, when we heard it first. * Mother,’ says she, a’ 
in a moment, * 1 must go too — wherever my mau goes, there must I and 
the bairns be.’ * Oh, Jane, Jane,’ I said, * if ye gang, I’ll never see you 
more — something ’ll befel ye in that wild country,’ I said, for I felt it in 
me, * or ye’ll die and be bury’t in the weary sea — Oh, Jane, stay wi’ your 
mother like a good lassie 1 ’ I says to her. Naething I said could ^unt 
her from it ; she was bent upon going. Her father was wofse against her 
going than he had been at her marriage; but what could'he do? he had 
to gi’e way at the last, as before. 

“ Awcdl, she went awly, and a dull dull house ye may believe they 
1^ b^ind them. We- had letters from her at last ; then after that, 
another babjr was bom to her in the Indies, and she wrote word how 
much she had missed mi, for I had been with her at the rest ; the fikc* 
was, I oonldna ha’e left the good^man his ’lane, or else, maybe, I would 
ha'e ventured ower the sea till her in time. She tel’t us no little fbrbye 
about the places th^ were in, both the barracks at Dtun-Hom as th^ 
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ca’d it, and the fort at Calcutta, wi’ the black nursea she had, and senrante 
like gentry at hame, and queer machines to carry them about on men's 
shoulders, and private quarters o' her own to bide in, for the sergeant got a 
Staff appointment, and meikle more she wrote to tell us ; but aye her 
letters cam’ ower the words in different pairts o’ them, ‘ Oh, mother, if 
I could only see you again 1 ’ Aye, puir lassie, that will never be in this 
warld — for the next letter brought news that my bonny Jane was decal,'' 
The while she had been telling this little story, the good woman^s 
voice was firm and distinct, without a quiver in it ; now her clear eye was 
dimmed, the wrinkles deepened towards it, her lips contracted in pain 
upon the last bitter word. It was in different tones, like those of some 
other person, that she added slowly, nodding her head to each epithet : 
“ And the sodger — Jane’s man — the sairgeant — the great senseless taurget, 
as I weel might ca’ him — no’ nine months after, he was married again. 
And the bairns, my bonny Jane’s three bairns, we dinna ken yet where 
they are. But we ha’e written to head-quarters, and just only let me hear 
o’ the regiment being in England, an’ if I had to traivel the road on fit. 
I’ll gang to him and march them off hame to our ain house, and no 
person sliall daur to hinder. If my puir misguided lafifte had but ta’en 
my advice, she might ha’o been in the land o’ the living at this day, and 
her father, my puir John, wouldna ha’e been the man he is. Is he ill, ye 
nsk, mem ? No, he’s no’ just ill — but he’s been kind o’ dotodways since 
the news cam’. The doctor says, just to keep him cheery, and we maun 

aye mind there’s a sure world abune, and I do my best But losh 

me I ” she cried, starting up as the coach entered the outskirts of Z 

1 had to get out near here, and this is the address vrritten on a bit paper 
— the gude-man would put it down, like as I was a bairn, no’ fit to take 
care o’ mysel’ ! I tell’d him he should row me up in broon paper, and 
stick the addresses on my back, like ane o’ his hamesB-piecfis I Noo, 
1 mami get out, laddie — I’m by the pkee, man I ” 

The boy stopped the coach, she heartily bid us both good-day, to 
which we cordially responded, while the worthy little dame was landed 
amidst tiie muddy road, needing no help this time, however, on her way. 
She mingled with the thoroughfare os we rolled on, and we saw her 
no more. 
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“ Actum est 1 My holiday is over 1 ** I exclaimed, as I turned my back 
on Raphael’s St. Cecilia at Bologna, and set my face towards Rimini. 
But who enjoys a holiday like a returned Sahib after his long absence 
from home? The invigorating air of England seems to respond to his 
slightest movement, and breathe around him as it were a strange, deli- 
cious music. As for me, like a careful epicure resolved to sip enjoyment 
to the dregs, I had turned away from the Paradise of home to look in on 
the pleasant wickedness of Homburg, and had crossed the rushing Rhine at 
Basle before I remembered that the dawn of “ Black Monday ” was already 
reddening for me in the expectant East. Lausanne, musically named 
Lausanne, and “ glorious Milan ” were still before me. But these were 
fast-fleeting pleasures. Bologna, Rimini, Ancona, rapidly succeeded each 
other, and passed away like passing thoughts. At Brindisi, than which a 
more heaven- forsaken hole is nowhere to be found, the light had vanished 
altogether from my face ; but as I stepped on board the Italian steamer 
bound for Alexandria, the purpose I hud formed to make a supplementary 
holiday of the trip through Egypt, and visit the works in progress through 
Suez and Port Saeed, threw a last ray of sunshine over my departing 
joys. Black Monday need not be so black after all. 

Nevertheless, if I could have forgotten for a moment that my route 
lay “ Eastward Ho ! ” the crowded deck of the steamer would very 
speedily have reminded me of the hard matter-of-fact. The majority of 
the passengers were returning to a land from which they had fled about 
four months previously in abject dread of the Cholera. Here was the 
whole Alexandrine world submitted to my observation in a microcosm. 
Such a Babel of languages, such a miscellany of nationalities — cigarette- 
smoking women of bilious complexion and portentous obesity, and fez- 
capped men, whose one hope was cotton, and whose one fear cholera, 
might be studied to advantage elsewhere in the Levant: but nowhere 
would the individual characteristics be found more strikingly marked. 
Would I could sketch them with the felicity of Dumas, if it is to him 
we are indebted for the fancy that a modern Turk in tight frock-coat and 
fez resembles nothing so much as a bottle of old port, red-sealed 1 

Pacing the deck among these motley groups, as tUb vessel glides over 
the smooth and shining Adriatic, one is tempted to speoulate on 
construction of an exact scale of knavery which should teach How many 
Jews equal one Armenian, how many Armenians one Maltese, how many 
Maltese one Greek. Alexandria is the witches’ -cauld^n in wM(di 
theie congenial elements seeth and fUse. A handful oi' Bussians, some 
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Germans and English, many French and more Italians, arc the ingredients 
added by commerce ; Constantinople throws in a few Turkish officials, 
and finally Africa herself supplies the demands of physical labour in the 
persons of handsome brown Arabs, with legs (as Lady Duff Gordon 
says) “ like John of Bologna’s Mercury,” — swarthy Nubians grinning 
from ear to ear, — and Copts with features and complexion which exactly 
reproduce their blue-tinted progenitors on the mummy-cases in the 
British Museum. Madame Olym^^e Audouard, who should be an 
author!^ on the subject, characterizes the Greek and Italian merchants 
as Tulgar and insolent, sans pareils,” and for a certain knot of the same 
races she can scarcely find language sufficiently strong — “ sans foi, ni loi, 
Yoleurs et assassins, qui sont une des plaies d’Egypte. Ces Grecs, ces 
Italiens, se donnent des coups de couteau, se tirent des coups de revolver, 
trfcs facilement et tr^s fr4quemment. ‘ Ils se tuent entre eux,’ dit-on ; 
* tant mieux I e’en eat de moins.’ ” Still one must not be ungrateful. 
The fresh dates of Alexandria deserve some acknowledgment, and the 
polished rose-red column, miscalled Pompey’s Pillar, worthily marks the 
site of a temple which rivalled in magnificence the Capitol ojf dlome. For 
the rest, indeed, the glorious city, whose foundation was foreshadowed by 
Homer, is no more as she has been. The palaces of Cleopatra have given 
place to the casinos, the cafes-chantants, and the gaming-hells of the 
Levantine. The schools of the dreamy Neo-Platonists have been suc- 
ceeded by the counting-houses of too practical speculators ; and on the 
whole it is a relief to exchange the tantalizing memories and the sordid 
realities of such a place for the still living romance of Cairo. 

Cairo, as every one knows, is still essentially Oriental in appearance ; 
more so than Benares, much more so than modern Lucknow. See 
Naples and die,” says the Italian provert; ; but it is good, also, to look 
down on Cairo from its citadel, and live. That citadel was built by 
Saladin. The sumptuous mosque of Oriental alabaster through which you 
pass, is the burial-place of the victorious Mahomed Ali. You emerge 
upon the ramparts from which the last of the Mamelukes leapt for life, 
and won. And there you pause. The confused miurmur of a great city 
lying far below surges up to you from a brown wilderness of building, 
pierced everywhere by countless minarets, and enframed in such peerless 
setting as^onJy the flooded Nile and the everlasting Pyramids can give. 
Bound the whole horizon stretches a placid labyrinth of water, among 
clustermg islands of emerald verdure, where broad sails hover like white- 
winged birds, and the columnar date-palm floats double, palm and shadow. 
Beyond the Nile, and on the edge of the Libyan desert, behold the 
Pyramids ! There ^they stand in the grey fervour of an Egyptian noon, 
austere and solitary within the sphere of their own religioasness. So 
stood they, already some centuries old, when the Chaldean ilieikh 
Abram, with his too-beautiAil Sarai, was driven by fiunme into land 
of Egypt. 

Of course 1 visited the Pynuntds, and, aa oaual, the Arab cieeroni 
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did their best to destroy whatever enthusiasm the visit niigbt have inspired. 
An imitation of three English csheers rang out from the gang of mendi- 
cants as I set my foot on the summit of the Great Pyramid } and the 
sound had scarcely died away when one of them struck up “Yanitee 
Doodle,” and a second, to make sure of my nationality, pointed out 
Napoleon’s battle-field, and' declaimed with effusion, ** Soldats, quarante 
si^cles vous regardent.” In spite of this, one essays to look round with 
some little remaining impression of awe, and behold — Jenny Lind’s name 
cut on the topmost stone by her servant ! It is impossible not to laugh 
and light a cigar, though below you lies the Sphinx of Sphinies, oouchanl 
among ten thousand sepulchres, and beside you rise other pyramids, 
where the kings of Memphis “ lie in glory, every one in his own house.” 

i found simpler pleasure, before leaving Cairo to carry out my originaV 
purpose, at Heliopolis, the Aon or On of Ezekiel, and the Bethshemesh of 
Jeremiah. The low mounds of earth, with the fields and gardens com- 
prised within their limits, look insignificant enough. Yet this is the 
undoubted site of the great Temple of the Sun, the high-priest of which 
was father-in-law to Joseph, and in later times the teacher of Moses. A 
long avenue of sphinxes which led up to the front of the temple, termi- 
nated in two obelisks with gilded apices — the gift, thirty-eight centuries 
ago, of Osirtasen the First, the prototype of the legendary Sesostris. One 
of these obelisks is still erect in its proper place. ** It is the oldest known 
in Egypt, and therefore in the world — the father of all that have arisen 
since. It was raised about a century before the coming of Joseph ; it 
has looked down on his mamage with Asenath ; it has seen the growth 
of Moses ; it is mentioned by Herodotus ; Plato sat under its shadow. Of 
all the obelisks which sprung up around it, it alone has kept its first 
position. One by one, it has seen its sons and brothers depart to great 
destinies elsewhere. From these gardens came the obelisks of the Lateran, 
of tho Vatican, and of the Porta del Popolo ; and this venerable pillar (for 
BO it looks from a distance) is now almost the only landmark of the great 
seat of the wisdom of Egypt.” 

Nor are these the only memories connected with the obelisk. Where 
the Indian corn now rustles round its base, once bloomed a garden of 
balsam, planted by Cleopatra. Never before her time had the Balm of 
Gilead passed out of Judeea ; but if the ** Serpent of old Nile ** c6noeived a 
fancy, who was Herod that he should say her nay ? Afterwards these 
plants travelled southwards into Arabia, and thus the whim of Antony’s 
mistress still lives in the modern Balsam of Mecca. Even the lurid halo 
conferred by modem war is not wanting to complete the dignity of 
Heliopolis. Sixty-five years ago these mounds and fields were ringiiig 
with the din of battle : Ottoman horsemen dashing desperately upon 
squares of France, and Elober’s grenadiers charging for the last victory 
their doomed general was destined to share. 

While at Cairo, I amused myself, and was at tho same time better 
pmpared to understand what I should see of M. de Leseeps’ tmdertaldiig, 
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by inquiring >«hat biatory had to say concerning any similar attempt to 
unite the two seas in past ages. The idea of connecting the waters of 
the Red Sea with those of the Mediterranean is by no means a novelty. 
It suggested itself even more naturally to the despots of ancient times than 
to modern engineem. So long as the Cape of Good Hope remained undis- 
oovared, the gold, ivory, apes, and peacocks of the Indian and Arabian 
trade had hardly any other route to the more northern centres of civiliza- 
tion than up the lied Sea. At first sight, however, an important difference 
is noticeable between the plan of M. de Lcssepe and that of the Pharaohs 
and Ptolemies of old. The latter connected the Red Sea with the Pelusiac 
or Bubastio — that is, the moat eastern — branch of the Nile, making that 
river their passage for the rest of the way to the Mediterranean ; the 
modern canal is to span the isthmus in a direct line of its own, from one sea 
to the other. The ancient canal was known as the Ciinal of Hero ; it is 
also sometimes called the Canal of Arsinoe. But the credit of its execu- 
tion is due to Ramesea the Second, the same monarch whose achieve- 
ments under the name of Sesostris have made tliat name so renowned. 
Its origin, therefore, dates 1,800 years before the Christmu era. The 
point at which it started from the Nile varied under the different works 
of restoration effected by succeeding princes, but the area of variation 
seems not to have extended beyond Bubastis to the north, and Belbays* 
12 miles further south. From the neighbourhood of Bubastis thus defined, 
the water flowed nearly due east for 85 miles, and then curving south- 
ward, ran by the Bitter Lakes to the Red Sea. It is said to have been 
100 feet broad by 40 deep, and probably it met the sea further north than 
could now be the case, the land about Suez having considerably risen 
linoe the days of the Pharaolis. After a lapse of seven centuries, during 
which neglect and the sandy nature of the soil had brought destruction 
to the channel, Pharaoh Necho set himself to repair the work of liis great 
predeoeetor. One and twenty thousand men, according to Herodotus, 
perished in m ak in g the excavation, and at length the attempt was aban- 
doned, because an oracle liad warned the king that he was ‘‘ labouring 
ibr the barbarian.*’ In 525 B.a, when Egypt became a satrapy of Persia, 
Darias conopleted what Necho had beguu ; and on the Suez stone *' near 
the embouchure of the canal, there is to be seen an inscription in the 
Persian cuneiform character, which reads — ‘^Darius the Great King." 
About 250 luc., Ptolemy Philadelphus re-opcned and improved the bed, 
and the Canal of Arsinoe derives its title from his sister, in whose honour 
he fogpidfd a town near the modem Suez. The work of Ptolemy appears 
to have been maintained till the oommenoement of our era, for Cleopatra, 
affer the battle tff Actium, talked of transporting her gallej^s to the Red 
Sea, and flying aouthwaxds with her Roman lover, to unknown lands 
beyond the power of their oonqneror. After this the eanal sufiered from a 
long period of neglect, until, in the aeventh century, the Caliph Omar won 
ibr himself and his suocesaots the proud title of Ameer el Momeneen, Prince 
of the Faithftil, by once more making the waters flow in their neonsteine^ 
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ootiwe, and bo ending timely supplies of corn to the holy cities of Arabia. 
How long the passage remained open after Omar, is doubtftil ; for on the one 
.hand, the same caliph who founded Bagdad is said to haye purposely stopped 
the channel for political reasons, and, on the other, there is a story that 
English pilgrims sailed down it in the ninth century on their way to the 
Holy Land. When M. de Lesseps commenced operations, the only portion 
of the old work that remained practicable — ^and that solely for purposes 
of irrigation— was a length of some twenty-six miles at its commencement 
near Bubaatis. This was called the El Wadee Canal, or Canal of the 
Valley ; and it served to water the land round Tel-el-Kabeer, which is 
now known as the Wadee Estate {Domaine dt TOuady), All the rest of 
its course was found to be choked with sand ; nevertheless, at intervals, 
and especially between the Bitter Lakes and Suez, it was not difficult to 
trace vestiges of the ancient bed. 

The modern French scheme embraces the following constructions ; 

1. A maritime canal, 100 miles long, 189 feet broad, and 26 feet deep, 
from Port Saeed on the Mediterranean direct to Suez on the Red Sea. 

2. A sweet- water canal, about 60 feet broad by 8 feet deep, which, 
starting from Zagazig on the Mofe'a Canal, flows eastward to Lake Timsah, 
and there meets the maritime canal at a right angle half-way across the 
Isthmus. It then bends southward and runs in a parallel line with the 
maritime canal to Suez. Zagazig being close to Bubastis, and the Moes 
Canal almost identical with the old Tanitic branch of the Nile, this sweets 
water canal is in fact little more than a reproduction of the ancient oa nal 
of the Pharaohs. 

3. Another sweet-water canal, which is to be an essential feeder of 
the principal channel by bringing to it, at a point some 10 miles east of 
Zagazig, the waters of the Nile taken from the main stream near Cairo 
above the apex of the Delta. This channel is to be made entirely at the 
cost and under the direction of the Egyptian Government. It was begun 
a year ago on the veiy system of forced labour which the Pasha bad 
withdrawn from the French, but was suspended in consequence of the 
cholera breaking out when but little progress had been made. The 
works have since been resumed, but I shall not find it necessary to Bay 
anything more concerning this supplementary channel. 

The present state of the French works may be roughly summarised 
as follows : — The sweet-water canal is finished from Zagazigf to Timsah, 
and thence to Suez. The great maiitime canal is open, not in its full 
breadth or depth, but in a thin and shallow trench, known as the 
from its terminus on the Mediterranean to its half-way station, tBm^i% 
on Lake Timsah, where it meets the sweet-water canal. By using, there- 
fore, the maritime rigole at the northern end of the line, and the aweet- 
water canal at the southern, it is possible now to pass firom one sea to the 
other, at least in one of the country boats. And thifl is the feat wkicIL 
when first performed last August, brought telegraphie 
from the French Emperor to M. de Lesseps, perplexed the press, 



868 


A VISIT TO THE SUEZ CANAL. 


and roused in tihe rest of Europe a feeling of which the German Kladdera^ 
datach was perhape the best exponent, when it delineated M. de Leaseps 
triumphantly dragging a tiny boat from between the legs of John Bull, 
who vainly bestrides the new junction of the seas like a Colossus foiled 
and furious I 

I will now describe, as intelligibly as possible, what I saw of the 
works — premising that 1 had brought iC Cairo a letter of introduction fi^m 
the India Office, and was not a little disappointed to find that the gentle- 
man to whom it was addressed had started for Constantinople the day 
before my arrival at Cairo. Under these circumstances, I went direct to 
the office of the Canal Company, and threw myself on the courtesy of the 
agent. Signor Vcrnoni proved to be a gentleman of Scotch origin, whose 
family had long been domiciled in Italy, but he still bore the arms and 
well-known motto of the Vernons. Nothing could exceed his civility. I 
had only to explain who 1 was, and what I wanted, to be furnished with a 
letter which removed all difficulty, and next morning I started on my 
expedition, accompanied by a young Englishman, with whom the fortune 
of travel had made me acquainted. I was sorry to leav^ Cairo. In the 
Consul-General's hospitable rooms I had met a famous Eastern traveller, 
whose conversation was as charming as his deeds had been adventurous, 
and the evenings at Shepherd’s Uotel were truly nodes ccenesque de^my 

The train which runs from Cairo to Alexandria set us down at Benha- 
el-Assal, a town near the entrance of the Mo^ Canal, from which point a 
branch line took us eastward to Zagazig, skirting the -south bank of the 
Mo^ Nearly the whole distance a continuouB line of trees, topped at 
intervals by a white sail or the trailing smoke of a steamer, renders the 
noble work of the founder of Cairo easily discernible along the whole line. 
Field after field of the most luxuriant cultivation attests the justice with 
which this ancient cutting has been styled the Golden Canal ; and the 
nearer view, obtained at Zagazig, of a stream 150 feet broad, studded with 
islets, and navigable all the year for large boats, gives the impression 
rather of a river than of a canal. 

Zagazig, where the sweet-water canal begins, is a dirty town, said to 
contain 80,000 inhabitants. Its rise is due less to the French Canal Com- 
pany, which is here content to be slenderly represented, than to the world- 
wide influence of the American war. The value of the cotton brought 
through th^ place during the last year, for shipment at Alexandria, has 
been estimated at 1,800,000/. And to facilitate the transit of this 
enormous productira, two new railways are soon to be opened— one direct 
to Cam>, and the other to Mansoora, on the Damietta brandi of the Nile. 
But snocessful places, like successful people, are not always the most 
agreeable, and the neighbourhood of Zagaiig has metal more attraotive 
than its internal squalor. We were beni on visiting the mina of Bubaitis. 

Neither Worses nor donk^ being proounble, we irtarted across country 
on foot. ^TfaM||slvetefaed a green ^eet of Indian corn and yellow^iflowering 
0Qttm-faatv||eii ns gnd the dun-coloured moulds of Td Best, and twice 
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we were turned back by coming suddenly upon one of the numerous 
water-courses which intersect the black soil in. every direction. 

A vast expanse of desolation, enclosed within a clearly defined circuit 
of lofty mounds, is all that remains of Bubastis. Knee-deep in powdery 
dust we climbed the shapeless hillocks that once were the outer ramparts 
of the city. Piles of crumbling earth, many of them covered almost os 
thickly with broken ^ttery as Monte Testaccio at Rome, lay confusedly 
heaped together, or separated by chasms of the most varied depth and 
steepness. Yet in the midst of this chaos it was possible here and there 
to discern the partial configuration of a street, and everywhere successive 
layers imprinted on tlie more upright masses of mould showed that the 
house walls had been built of the same crude brick which the Israelites found 
BO difficult to manufacture out of Nile mud, without the usual mixture of 
chopped straw. Elsewhere time and the elements may have worked their 
will in vitiifying or petrifying, but here they have pulverised all the 
works of man. Deep in dusty death lies the metropolis which gave 
Solomon his haughtiest bride ; where stood the palace which gave refuge 
to the infant Hadad, the last of his race, when Joab smdte every male in 
Edom ; and where Jeroboam fled for shelter after the dangerous distinction 
conferred on him by Ahijah’s prophecy. Not a hving thing is now to bo 
seen within the area from which Shishak issued forth, “ with twelve 
hundred chariota and three-score thousand horsemen/’ to capture Jeru- 
salem, and to spoil the Holy Temple of its golden shields. The ground 
on which we stand has been trodden by Herodotus, and the description he 
has left of the city is even now the best guide to its ruins. The glory of 
Bubastis centred in the temple and oracle of Fasht, with the “ cat’s head,” 
a goddess whose attributes to some extent correspond with those of Diana. 
** The temple,” says Herodotus, “ stands in tlic middle of the city, and is 
visible on all sidos as one walks round it, for, as the city has been raised 
up by embankment, while the temple has been left untouched in its 
original oonditkm, you look down upon it wheresoever you are.” And, 
just as Herodotus has said, wc found ourselves looking down on a broad 
open space, which at the first glance proclaims itself as the rite of the 
temple. A few gigantic fragments of sculptured granite strewed about 
the centre still testify to the magaifieenoe that has passed away, and to the 
enormous force by which they were overthrown. The entire fiice of a 
granite obelisk in thia wet was found by the French expedition to be 
sculptuted with stars ; portkma of a massive comioe and other huge 
aealptared with strange hieroglyphs, were among the debris 
wlfich have ^ubtleM yielded valuable material for the history of 
Egyptian arohilectare. Other temples may have been grander, and 
may have cost more in the building, but there was none so pleasant to the 
eye ” of artistio and travelled Greek as this of Bubastis.” And 
oectainly it is difficult to imagine anything more beautiiUl than the picture 
he draws of a central shrine, towering in hol^ ia ol a fc ion above two brood 
rings of riieeny water, and an intermediate atoade of umbngeous trees* 
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Hither annually, when Pasht held her great festival, flodked myriads of 
pilgrims from the uttermost parts of Egypt. The old Greek estimated 
; the number at 700,000, without counting children. Dropping down the 
Nile in large companies, they revelled all the way to Bubastis, the men 
piping and drinking, and the women now frolicking to the clatter of their 
own castanets, and now, as they sank on voluptuous cushions, singing 
songs soft, low, and sleepy as that of Pelagia — 

Loose the sail, rest the oar, float away down, 

Fleeting and gliding by tower and town ; 

Life is so short at best 1 Snatch, while thou canst, thy rest, 

Sleeping by me 1 

And on reaching their destination, it was a religious duty to give 
themselves up to the wildest orgies. For the goddess of “the gay 
Bubastian grove,” however much she might resemble Diana in other 
7-especl8, was in truth not 

Oor Dian of the North, who chains 
In vestal icc the current of young veins. 

On returning to Zagazig, we found shelter at a small tavern called 
the “ H6tel des Fran^ais,” and as evening fell, we commenced our voyage 
down the swoet-water canal. It has been explained 'above that the 
general direction of this canal is the same as that of the old canal of the 
Pharaohs, from which the ancient Tanitic branch of the Nile was 
continued through Lake Menzaleh to the sea. It now remains to be 
added that from Zagazig to Ras el Wadee the Company actually make use 
of the ancient bed of the MoiJs Canal, and to that extent realize the dream 
of the French savans who accompanied the first Napoleon to Egypt. 

Ras el Wadee is at the eastern end of an oasis, called the Wadee 
Estate, which comprises by far the most profitable portion of M. de 
Lesseps’ undertaking, and in this respect again does honour to the fore- 
sight of the old expedition.* This estate contains nearly 120,000 acres 
of excellent land, and is the absolute property of the Company, having 
been purchased by them from the late Viceroy for 84,0001. on some 
occasion when Saeed Pasha wanted money to distribute in largesses at 
Constantinople. Within fifteen months after the completion of the 
purchase, the area of cultivation had risen from 12,000 to 14,fi00 acres, 
and the amount realized from cotton alone, not to mention the value of 
the cereals, rose to 120,000f. Simultaneously the original population of 
6,000 had been nearly doubled, and of the new cultivators 8,000*were 
wild Bedouins, whom the fair terms and good faith of European civiliza- 
tion had power to beguile from their world-old ways of wandering pillage 
in the desert. The chief place on the domain is Tel el Kabeer, where 
the wants of the Company’s servants and tenants are sufilcieatly supplied 
by an hotel, three schools, and a handsome mosque. The to^ oan also 

* Bee Privet tea StabH n m mt sn la k l^TuiWbill IS 

16 Tend^mlaire, an 7. 



872 


A VISIT TO THE SUEZ CANALi 


boast of fine gardens, where among the orange, the plantain, the pome- 
granate and the rose of former owners, the French have lately planted 
the mulberry also, with a view to the breeding of silk-worms. 

Silently, under the splendour of a full moon, we glided all night 
through the Land of Goshen. Near Abbaadeh we passed the ruins of 
Pithom, and about four hours afterwards those of Rameses, the two ancient 
treosure-cidcs which the Israelites built for Pharaoh. It was from 
Bameses that the Israelites began their march under Moses towards the 
Promised Land ; and consequently the line of the sweet-water canal from 
this x>oint to Suez may serve to give some general indication of the path 
along which travelled the q)iUar of the cloud by day, and the pillar of 
fire by night. The Arab name for the mounds of Bameses is Tel-el- 
Maskoota, but the Biblical designation has been revived by the French 
for the small station they have erected here. 

Early in the morning we arrived at Ismailia, having previously passed 
on our right the sluice-gate at Nephisheh, through which the sweet-water 
canal branches south to Suez. Five years ago, Ismailia wo^simply part 
of the desert, and Lake Timsah, on which it stands, was dry. Ismailia is 
now a town of 5,000 inhabitants, and Timsah a broad sheet of water. 
The Director-General of the Works, and the Chief Engineer, with a 
numerous staff of officials, have their head-quarters at this central 
position ; and the house occupied by the former, M. Voisin, is a strikingly 
handsome and commodious building, situated in a garden, the trees and 
fiowers of which, considering their age, are wonderful. A word, too, 
must be said for the Hdtel dea Voyageurs, Its exterior would be no 
discredit to any European city, while its interior arrangements are not 
much worse than those ofjtlie principal hotels in Alexandria. After 
breakfast we were annoyed to find that our hopes of going on to Port Saeed 
by the maritime canal were likely to be disappointed, because the Egyptian 
Governor of the Isthmus was also journeying in the same direction, and 
required for himself and his attendants the whole of the boat usually avail- 
able for the conv^ance of first-class passengers. There seemed no alternative 
between losing a day at Ismailia, or journeying by a very slow boat, crowded 
with dirty Arabs. Clearly it was high time to try what Signor Vemoni’s 
letter of introduction would do for us, and so I went with it to M. Voisin. 
That gentleman was courteous even to kindness, and through his interces- 
sion we obtained permission to proceed to Port Saeed with the Governor. 

We embarked about four pjl, and this time in a larger and fiur more 
comfortable boat than that which had brought us from Zagaaig. The 
Governor proved to be a stately old Turk, unable to speak any language 
but hia own. After exchanging with us, thrqugh an interpreter, a ftw 
compliments of truly Oriental hyperbole, he smoked in silence. But 
there was also on board a pleasant Frrach gentleman, a M. Xhevenet, with 
whom we soon made firiends : he was a Civil Engineer, who, in the pursuit 
of his profession, bad seen much of Algeria and Central America, and he 
was then engaged in ascertaining, from personal in^peqtioni whst 
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there might be for the general introduction of steamers upon the existing 
channels of both the sweet-water canal and the rigolt. 

As already observed, the sweet- water canal diverges southward to 
Suez at Nephisheh, about two miles before reaching Ismailia. The 
channel by which it is continued beyond Ismailia one and a-half miles 
further east, to meet the maritime rigole, is called the Canal de Service. 
And by reason of the sweet- water canal lying nineteen feet above the 
level of the sea, that is, above the level of the rigole, any danger which 
the contact of sea-water might cause to the freshness of the sweet- water 
canal, has been easily obviated by the construction of a couple of locks 
on the Canal de Service. Passing through these locks, which are large, 
and exceedingly well built of stone brought from the quarries of Jebel 
Jeneffeh, we soon reached a desolate-looking mansion, built as a country 
residence by the Pasha, but already falling into disrepair before he has 
honoured it with a single visit. Here we debouched upon the narrow 
stream which for the present is all that appears of the great maritime 
canal. Nominally, the rigole is seventy-one feet broad at the surface of 
the water ; but in some places it seems much less, and at others it 
expands to the full breadth of 189 feet. The depth throughout is insig- 
nificant, being barely six feet in any part of its course. 

It was the salt wave of the Mediterranean up which we were now 
advancing, and on either side of us was the African desert. The tawny 
sand sparkled in the afternoon sun like gold-dust, and, to our left espe- 
cially, it lay heaped — as the breath of the last stormy hhamseen had left 
it — in billowing hillocks, or dunes of the most fantastic curvature. About 
sunset we arrived at El Ghizr. The French engineers have nowhere, 
except at Lake Menzaleh, greater difficultiea4o contend with than at this 
point. The high walls of sand, between which the rigole now ran like a 
slender thread, sufficiently showed how much there was yet to be done 
before the cutting could be completed in its proper depth and breadth. It 
was too dark, however, to distinguish anything but the gibbet-like outline 
of the excavating machines on the left bank ; so, reserving an inspection 
of the works for our return voyage, we adjourned to dinneA Our own 
stock of comestibles was merely what the hotel at Ismailia had been able 
to supply, but M. Thevenet^s hamper might have been turned out by 
Fortnum and Mason. He filled our plates with pdte-de-foie-gras^ opened 
bottle after bottle of capital champagne, and was nearly inconsolable 
because he had forgotten to provide a finishing cup of coffee. • Then the 
moon rose, and looked benignly down on us as we lay about the deck, 
smoking, laughing, and spinning travellers’ yams of many a far- 
oountrie.” It was not till a late hour that we severally dropped off to 
couches where the mosquitoes had it all their own way. 

At sunrise we woke to find that we had passed the station of Kantara, 
and were in the midst of Lake Menzaleh. Portly afterwards we reached 
Ras^l-Esh, where we exchanged our boat towed by mules a dandy 
little steamer. A firesh breeze danced over the surface of the lake. Laige 
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fisk were leaping in every ripple, and dense flights of water-fowl rustled in 
all directions through the air. At the same time there was something 
strange and almost uncanny in the sight of the sea-like waste of water up 
which we wei'e sweeping, and the arrowy precision with which the thin 
Une of low embankment on either side laid out the track before us, like the 
ropes of a racecourse, far as eye could reach. .How strange to reflect that 
this waste of waters was once kept under control by the rulers of Egypt, 
and that the track marked out by French engmeers may be but a dim 
foreshadowing of the fiiture^ wken the ancient channels and outlets may be 
restored, and the whole of that fertile soil recovered for the use of man I 

As we approached Port Saeed about nine a.m., our senses were of- 
fended with all the sights and sounds of a busy manufactory — smoke in 
the air, and coal-dust on tlie towing-path, steam-engines hissing, waggons 
rolling, and the incessant clink-clank of hanuneied iron. Port Saeed is 
not merely a haven for the disembarkation of all the material and stores 
drawn from France; it also contains large and veil-organized establish- 
ments necessary for the construction and repair of all the (^dges and 
other machinery, the rolling-stock and the boats required along the whole 
line of the works. 

Like Ismailia, Port Saeed is entirely a creation of the Company ; and, 
just as Ismailia derives its name from Ismail Pasha, the present Viceroy, 
so Port Saeed does honour to the memory of Raced Pasha, his predecessor. 
I'he town stands on the long ridge of sand which separates Lake Menzaleh 
from the sea ; and the silt excavated at the mouth of the canal has been 
utilized to give width and elevotM to a site which, in its natural con- 
dition, was barely 100 yards broad and 5 feet above the level of the sea. 
The canal, on reaching Port Saeed from the south, is intended to expand 
into a large inland harbour in the middle of the town, and then resuming 
its normal breadth to paas out to the Mediterranean between the stone 
walls of two long piers. Eventually, tlierefore, the town is to be bisected 
by the canal, Imt at present all that exists of Port Saeed lies, with the 
exception of a few warehouses, on the western bank. Its further develop- 
ment depends altogether upon the completion of the two piers, or at anj 
rate of the western pier. The necessity for piers arises from the fact of 
there being a bar of sand along the whole coast, and this bar is so broad 
that the length which the walls for the protection of the cavity of the 
canal will have to extend before they reach the required depth of 26 feet 
has been estimated at from 2 to 8 miles. The western pier is the more 
important because there is a strong current unifoinfily setting down 
the coast from west to east. When that is finished, the very important 
object will have been gained of securing a shelter behind which vessels will 
be able to tinload, dredges to work and double-bottomed lighters, laden with 
rubbish from the exoarations inland, to get out to sea, and there dispose of 
their burden. Less progress has been made with the W e ster n pier than 
might have been expected, connderiDg it was begun six years ago, The 
mode of constmo^ first adopted was I9uit of driidhg wooden |dles 
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the sand, &fitcniBg transverse beams to the piles, and finally filling up the 
timber-orate so formed with blocks of rough unhewn stone, brought from 
fhe village of Maks, near Alexandria. But the stones arrived in small 
quantities and at long intervals, while the injurious results of delay became 
daily more apparent. Accordingly a new plan had to be adopted. Iron 
piles were now sunk in sixteen feet of water, in the direction to be taken 
by the jetty, and upon them was built a platform intended to admit of 
vessels coming alongside and discharging cargo. It then remained to fill 
up with suqken stones the interval of 1,30<) yards between the artificial 
island and the broken beginning of the pkr ; aad this was the work we 
found going on at the time of our visit. The Btones employed, however^ 
were no longer the rough produce of the Maks quarry, but enormous 
cubical blocks of artificial stone^ similar to those which have been used in 
the building of the quay in Dover harbour. They are manufactured by 
M. Dussaud on the spot, the elements of their composition being sea-sand 
and hydraulic lime. The junction with the island will be effected, pro- 
bably, this spring, but even then the western pier will be finished in only 
about three-fifths of its full length. The eastern pier has not yet been 
commenced. 

The future position of the inland harbour is marked out, and from the 
south-western angle of the nascent basin a branch-canal runs about a 
mile into Lake Menzaleh. This is called the Canal of Sheikh Karpootee, 
and it is intended to serve the double object of keeping Port Saeed in 
du*ect communication with Damietta, and of producing a cun*ent favour- 
able to the maintenance of deep wateivm the harbour and at the mouth of 
the main canal. We noticed some five-and -twenty square-rigged vessels 
in the roadstead. The shipping which entered Port Saeed in 1864 is 
rated at 59,000 tons, spread over 467 vessels — a traffic exceeding that of 
Damietta and Rosetta combined. These figiiros of course prove only 
the utility of Port Saeed to the Canal Company, for although, since the 
junction of the rigole with the sweet-water canal at Ismailia, some small 
ventures of jirivato enterprise have passed by water between Port Saeed 
and Suez, it cannot be said that Port Saeed has any appreciable trafiSo 
apart from the operations of Uie Company. I may here remark as an 
importimt fact in estimating the progress made by the Company, and the 
precedence giv^ to certain works, that Port Saeed and all the stations on 
the rigole between it and Ismailia depend for their supply of fresh water 
entirely upon the sweet- water canal ; the precious liquid is pumped to 
them from Ismailia through earthenware pipes, which run up western 
bank of the rigole. There is also complete telegraphic communication 
along the whole line both of the rigole and of the sweet-water canal. 
We found very fiar aooommodatioii at the rather primitive establishment 
which does duty as hotel at Port Saeed, and whatever little defects m%ht 
have been noticed were certainly not attributable to auy want of go^- 
wiJl on the part ©f ©nr pleasant French kndlady, or her rmdiy bttratHU 
daughter. 
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In the aftemooD, having said good-bj to the hospitable M. Thcvenet, 
we act out on our return. Our plan was to float down the rigole as far 
as El Gbizr, diaembark there to see the works in progress, and then ride 
across the desert to Ismailia. The length of the rigole from Port Saeed 
to the Yiceroy^s villa near Ismailia, where it meets the Canal de Service 
from the sweet-water canal, is 46 miles, and this distance may, for 
engineering purposes, be divided into three portions, each of which has 
geographical features peculiar to itself. The first portion embraces the 
24 miles of Lake Menzaleh ; the second is 14 miles long, and derives its 
characteristic appearance from the Ballah Lakes ; the third covers the 
remaining 8 miles, and contains the plateau of £1 Ghizr. A few words 
of description will serve to show the peculiar nature of the difficulties to 
be overcome in each part of the route. 

Lake Menzaleh is the product partly of numerous canals from the 
Nile, and partly of the salt water flowing into it from the Mediterranean 
through four openings in the same nai-row strip of land on which Port 
Saeed has been founded. These four openings were once so many distinct 
mouths of the Nile, and what is now a barren lagoon was forntlrly, as the 
reader has already been informed, a fertile plain, under cultivation in all 
its breadth, fron^ Damietta to Pelusium. The soil here is a mixture of Nile 
mud and Mediterranean sandL It hardens by exposure to the sun, but in 
water decomposes into minute particles, which are caught up and carried 
away by the slightest ripple. The banks built of this treacherous sub- 
stance are no sooner made than they begin to melt away under their own 
weight. Even at their i>est they quake under the tread of a camel, ns if 
they rested on water. The channel they at present have to protect is 
only six feet deep ; it is not easy, therefore, to prognosticate how they 
will be made to bear the increased pressure, both external and internal, 
sure to follow upon the caaal being enlarged to its full dimensions. If 
all other means fail, M. de Lesseps is said to be prepared to accept the 
costly conclusion of sinking block after block of artificial stone, until a 
sound bo^m for both 'banks is somehow found or made in the quagmire. 
This, it may be, is only a question of time and cost ; and remembering 
the difficulties eventually overcome by our own engineers at Chat Moss, 
there seems to be no reason for despairing of success. Throughout the 
region of Lake Menzaleh the CJompany's operations appeared to be 
advancing with rather exceptional vigour ; and it is only fkir to remark 
that if the works generally had a somewhat languishing appearance, con- 
siderable allowance mwA be made for the accident of our visit occuning 
at a time when everything in Egypt still bore traces of the recent visita- 
tion of cholera. There are few parts of Egypt where the disease could 
have showed itself with more paralyzing power than on the Isthmus. The 
labourers all fled, and in lamailia alone there were sixty deaths in a single 
day. At the time of our visit, the number of working dredges scattered 
over the first 18 miles of the channel, indoding Port Saeed| was stated 
to be thirty-five, but this probably was an excessive estimate, and the 
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dredges are not all of the same size or power. The average monthly out- 
turn of those originally employed was about 17,000 cubic feet for each 
. dredge ; but much better results have been obtained from several new 
machines recently imported from France. The silt they bring up is 
turned into a row of trucks, standing in a lighter ; when the trucks are 
full, the lighter is towed under a steam-crane on the bank ; and the trucks, 
lifted one after another by the crane, are made to empty out their contents 
on the other side of the embankment. 

The second portion of the route may be passed over with a slight 
observation. The Ballah Lakes are a series of pools, deriving the salt 
water which they contain from their comection with Lake Menzaleh. 
The soil in this neighbourhood is sand and clay with large stratifications 
of sulphate of lime. Here'*%e maritime canal exists in its full breadth, 
though in depth it is still only a rigole of five feet. This soil, of course, 
is not nearly so difficult to work. 

At El Ghizr the difficulties are only second in importance to those of 
Lake Menzaleh. The lofi;y plateau of firm sand mixed with carbonate 
of lime which has here to be traversed, is eight miles long, and the total 
quantity of material, which from first to last will have to be excavated, 
has been estimated at 29,000,000 of cubic feet. The rigole as seen here 
seems not to have made, much progress sinbe it was first opened in 
November, 1862, with a breadth of 46 feet and a depth of 5 feet. It 
took only ten months to obtain this result, but then M. de Lesseps was 
working with 18,000 impressed Fellaheen, whereas for the last two years 
he has been obliged to fall back on machinery and free labour, which 
are found to be very expensive and inefficient substitutes. M. Couvreux, 
the contractor, who has undertaken to finish this portion of the canal by 
October, 1867, has brought to bear on so much of his task as lies above 
water, an ingenious apparatus, but as we arrived on a Sunday we had 
not the advantage of seeing the machine actually at work. In appearance 
it resembled a dredge made to work from the edge of the bank instead 
of in mid-stream, and its buckets, instead of groping Ibr a semi-liquid sub- 
stance under water, scrape themselves full of dry sand along the slope of 
the bank. Steam-power moves the machine on rails fix)m place to place 
along the bank, and a zigzag continuation of the railway through four 
or five successive levels provides for a constant flow of empty trucks 
going down to the dredge to be filled, and full trucks travelling upwards 
to shoot their sand beyond the outer face of the embankment. The 
strength of the machines now at work is nominally estimated at 12 dredges 
served by 600 trucks. 

In this neighbourhood is a small branch canal running eastward, the 
object of which is to provide carriage for the stone found in the adjacent 
hills. The rigole here seems to mark out the eastern border of the future 
canal, as the excavations in progr^ are all on the western side. The 
station also is oil the western side. The town is much smaller thmv 
limidlia or Fort Saeed; its inhabitants being merely the engineers, 
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mechanics, and labourers employed on the cutting, together with the 
traders who supply their modest wants. The usual mosque and 
church, however, are not wanting, and the pretensions to elegance which 
we bad already noticed about so many of the French houses on the Isthmus 
— even about tlioae professedly of a rough and temporary character — 
were hardly less apparent here. For instance, the little tavern, where we 
obtained a cup of indifferent coffee, had the rustic pillars of its verandah 
festooned Avith some creeping plant, the foliage of which, contrasted with 
the barren brown sand allround, was singularly refreshing to the eye. 

From El Ghizr we toot donkeys to Ismailia. The distance is short, 
but there is no road between" the two stations, only a track through the 
desert, marked at intervals by the carcase or skeleton of a camel that has 
fallen by the way. On arriving here, we were glad to rest a day at the 
Hdtel des Voyageurs^ looking idly across the waters of Lake Tiinsah to the 
soft blue outline of tlie liills of Suez on the southern horizon. The 
maritime canal will pass through Lake Timstih, and the basin of the lake 
is intended to be a grand inland harbour ; but nothing has ^et been done 
towards this end beyond filling the formerly dry basin with water five feet 
deep, obtained partly from the salt rigole, and partly by branches from 
the sweet-water canal. In fact, south of Ismailia, the maritime canal is 
as yet imboru. Even in the form of rigole, it exists only at the three 
unconnected jiointa of Toossoom, Serapcuin, and Shaloof-el-Terraba. 
People, therefore, who, ns a young Russian lately did, go to look for the 
Suez Canal at Suez, will find there not a trace even of its commencement. 
M. de Lesseps considered, not without reason, that the first thing to be 
done was to establish water communication of some kind between bis base 
of operations on the Mediterranean and the centre of the Isthmus : all his 
efforts have therefore been concentrated on the northern poition of the 
line, while the remainder is comparatively untouched. 

The tract over which the southern portion of the canal will be carried 
is a breadth of ^4 miles, which, from a geographical point of view, may 
be divided into four sections ; — first, that of Lake Tiinsah, stretching 
southward for IS miles from the Viceroy’s villa near Ismailia; next, that 
of the Bitter Lakes, 21 miles long; next, the 10 miles about ^ia1oot-el- 
Terraba ; and lastly, the region near Suez, which takes up the remaining 
10 miles, and is washed over by the waves of the Red Sea. 

In the Timsab section, and Immediately south of the lake, there is the 
small station of Toossoom, so called in honour of a son of the late Viceroy. 
Hero fbr a distance of 4 miles, the rigole reappears, and though the d^itfa 
is only 5 or 6 feet, it spans the full breadth of the future canal, as at the 
Ballah Lakes. Like the channel there, and the cutting through £1 Ghizr, 
this fine work is entirely the produce of the Arab spade and basket : szid 
stands, in its comparative completeness, one more proof of the heavy blow 
and great ducouragement which the Company has «ti8tah»ed fiNte tke 
withdrawal of the forced labour supplied by the late Pi&ha. The soil of 
the Timsah section is a sand which, while dry, holds together well emeogh 
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at an angle of UO or G5 degrees, but in oontaot witb water crumbles 
awaj and admits of only a very slight slope. Besides Toossooin, this 
section also includes the station of Serapeum, a name which appears to 
indicate proximity to the site of the ancient Serapeon. The difficulty to 
bo overcome at Serapeum, though slighter in degree, is of the same quality 
as that already described at El Ghizr — namely, a high plateau of firm sand. 
The excavations here in progr^ extend north and south of the station 
about a mile and a half both ways, and it is hoped that towards the north 
a junction may soon be eflfected with the rigole al; Toossoom. Much, 
however, remains to be done before even this ^an be accomplished, from 
the peculiar character of the works at Serapfeum ; the cutting here has not 
reached a sufficient dep'lh to be on a level with the bottom of the rigole. 

The Bitter Lakes were once » part of the Red Sea. This most pro- 
bably W£i8 their condition when the miraculous passage of the Red Sea 
occurred. But the prophecy of Isaiah, that “ the tongue of the Egyptian 
sea ’’ should be destroyed, has long since been fulfilled, and now, not only 
are the lakes severed from the Red Sea by the sand-bank of Shaloof-el- 
Terraba, but they have also lost all their water by evaporation, and are 
in tact lakes no longer, but merely the basins of axtinct lakes. Where 
the water formerly existed, is now a thick sheet of the purest salt, 
sparkling and bristling in irregular unduiations like a mer^de'^glace. 
Below the salt there is sand resting on a stratum of clay. The maritime 
canal is to traverse the length of the Bitter Lakes, but no works* have 
yet been begun in this vicinity, and the ground is* still untotfehed all 
the way from Serapeum to Shaloof. The bed of the Bitter Lakes is 
26 feet below the low-tide level of the Red Sea ; it is probable, therefore, 
that the French will have no difficulty in filling the basins as soon as 
they can bring the water of the Red Sea across the barrier at Shaloof. 

At the last-mentioned point — a ridge m which sand and shells from 
the Red Sea cover large masses of pure clay and a considerable quantity 
of limestone — faint traces of the future canal are again discernible. Two 
miles of shallow excavation have been accomplished, which, however, do 
not yet contain any water. The hardness of the limestone gives rise to 
much difficulty, and apparently it has been found necessary to’ resort to 
blasting operations on a laige scale. While we were at Ismailia, 200 
Piedmontese miners were daily expected to pass through, on their way to 
Shaloof, and 200 more were to follow in a fortnight. The last, or Suez 
section of the canal, comprises 10 miles of lagoon, visited daily by the high 
tide of the Red Sea. The principal feature of the section is an island, called 
Turtle Island, ohiefiy composed of very hard limestone. The canal is 
meant to cross this island. But, as I have above intimated, no commence- 
ment of the maritime canal is yet to be seen near Suez. 

This being the present state of the works, there would manifestly 
have been a weary ^ride through the desert, with little to be gained from 
it, if we had attethpted to fellow the future course of the maritime canal 
aoi^thwerils. We determined^ therefore, to voyage from Ismailia to Stte< 
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by the BWeet> water canal , stopping by the way to visit the excavations 
at Serapeum ; for from the middle of the Isthmus, where we now were, 
the two canals, it will be remembered, run in parallel lines to the Red 
Sea, and at Serapeum the distance by which they are separated is little 
more than a mile. We found that upon this portion of our journey the 
Company had not yet organized any regular service for travellers ; but 
the matter was soon settled by our engaging a boat exclusively for our 
own use. 

Opening the sluice-gate at Nephisheh was a tedious business, and as 
we hod started about noon, the sun meanwhile beat fiercely through our 
canvas roof. The gates once passed, however, and our southward course 
to Suez fairly commenced, the jiir became ooolet*, and the rest of the 
voyage proved delightful. ' Floating through the desert had still the charm 
of novelty. Our camels trotted briskly atong the towing-path, their tall, 
ungainly outline traced sharply against the sky, and one of their riders 
crooning a monotonous ditty that was not without a sliimbrous suitability 
to the scene. A thin fringe of lately planted tamarisk adorned either 
bank, but otherwise not a trace of vegetable life Was to be jieen for miles. 
It was a little excitement to meet, as we did Iwice, other travellers upon 
our silent highway, and there was even some amusement in practically 
testing at timea. the fact of our boatmen being as absolutely ignorant of 
any European language as we were of Arabic. 

Ai four o'clock we sighted the few houses of Toossoom lying stranded 
in the desert on our left, and about an hour later we reached the spot 
at which we had arranged to disembark, in order to proceed on foot 
to Serapeum. Here we ibund a station in the same style as that of 
£1 Gbizr, but smaller. The chef-de-station hospitably entertained us in 
his garden with vermonth and cigarettes, and took psins to explain to us 
the nature of the w'orks under his superintendence. They are certainly 
ingenious. The bed of the sweet-water canal, as I have Tnentioned before, 
is nineteen feet above the level of the sea, and, consequently, of the rigole. 
Advfuitage has been taken of this circumstance to make the preliminary 
excavations at Serapeum only of a sufficient depth to admit of their being 
filled from the neiglibouring aweet-water canal by a channel out for 
the purpose. When that is done dredges are to be introduced, and to 
their mechanical aid will be resigned the business of completing the exca- 
vations down to a depth corresponding with the level of the rigole. When 
• that depth has been reached, the supply of water from the sweet-water 
canal will be cut off, and a union effected between the rigole at Toossoom 
and the bed prepared for its entrance at Serapeum. In the meantime 
the brought ap by the dredges is to be shot into a number of artificial 
basins specially cematruoied on one side of the growing channel. At the 
present lime some three miles of trench, into whioh water has been admitted, 
are ready for the application of the dredge, and serml dredges are shortly 
expected from Port Saeed. But evidently our host Ironld have pl^erred 
the manual labour of 1 6,000 /fUaheett U> an^ ^uantl^ of ntaolunery* Just 
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now he has not more than 400 men at work, three-fourths of whom are 
Arabs and Syrians, and the remainder Europeans of all sorts, chiefly 
Greeks and Italians, with a very few French. 

. It was dark by the time wo returned to our boat on the sweet- water 
canal ; and when we awoke next morning we were near Suez. We had 
thus missed one or two points of interest which the sweet-water canal in 
its southern extension has to show. For instance, there are fbur un- 
finished locks at the distance respectively of 10, 26, 42, and 51 miles 
below Nephishch, which are each to be built of a single mass of artificial 
stone. The material of the stone is mix^ on the spot and beaten down 
by paviors’ rammers until layer after layer may have hardened into a 
homogeneous xpass. Near the thirty-th^d mile there is a small railway, 
say about a mile long, running in from the wesWard, and connecting the 
canal with the important stoned-quarries of Jebel Jeneffeh. Lastly, four 
miles of the canal beginning fi»m the forty-fifth -mile were worthy of 
observation as being identical M that extent with the old canal of the 
Pharaohs : the French engineers found the bed made ready to their handsj 
and had simply to let ia, the water. ^ ^ 

The town of Suez haS zAuch changed during the last few years. 
Formerly it was a petty collection of Aj*ab hovelsf which once week 
used to be scared from its propriety by an irruption of naiey Englishmen 
on their way to or from India. And no other Europeans were ever seen. 
Now it is an important town, in which the French play quite as proSiment 
a part as the English. Then there was no drinking-water except what 
was painfully fetched on camels' backs from the fountain of El Qhurkudeh 
on the other side of the Fords. Now the Freiibh canal has brought the 
Nile itself to Suez. lu the harbour we found three steamers of the 
Messagenes Imperials and but two of the Feuimsilar and Oriental Com- 
pany, the former in size and power cd* speed looking at least the equals of 
the latter. By their^ide lay a transport of the Imperial Government, wait- 
ing to take French troops to Cochin China ; fiir Saigon, be it understood^ 
receives all its reinforcements through Egypt, while not even the onsis 
of the Indian mutiny has sufficed to tempt England’s soldiery to the 
Overland r6ute. The hotel at Suez is English, and so is the steam- 
machinery belonging to the Peninsular and Oriental Company, but these 
count as nothing when compared with the splendid dry dock now in 
course of construction by the Messagexies Company, at an estimated cost 
of 820,000/. This dock, which will be ready for use next summer, is 
built of stone specially imported from France. Its dimensions (442 feet 
long by 9l broad, with 28 feet depth of “water when the caisson-gates are 
opened,) will allow the largest ships, whether of war or of mercantile 
marine, to be admitted for repair. It is connected with the shore by a 
railway running along an artifidsl causeway nearly two miles long, and 
as appears likely, a landing-quay be added, ocean steamers will be enabled 
to disembark their passengers and goods without the present troublesome 
intervention of a smaller steamer. Thus perfectly equipped at one end of 
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the line, and preparing similar arrangementa at Saigon, the Messagerieft 
Company seema anxious to create ibr Fronoo as strong an interest in 
Eastern waters as the Canal Company has already given hot in the Isthmus 
of Suez. Neither has the Messageries Company been behind the other in 
endeavouring to obtain their ends by spoiling the Egyptian. The Pasha 
bears the whole expense of the docks and all the works connected with it, 
but the use of it for half the year is to be vested in the French Company. 

And now what are the probabilities ns to the ultimate success or failure 
of de Lesseps’ great scheme ? 

The French Bourse replica that the Company’s shares of 600 francs 
are still worth 430; and the last Englisli newspaper I saw contains a 
brief telegraphic notice of a meeting of contented shareholders at Paris, 
and of an assurance . then having been given by M, de Lesseps that the 
maritime canal should be definitively opened to ships of nil dimensions by 
the middle of the year 18G8. The popular voice in England condemns 
lihe author of the project as an adventurer, who will have swindled the 
shareholders out of their last son long before the physical difficulties of the 
Isthmus can be overcome; but in Egypt, where probably dc Lesseps 
ia better known, he is everywhere recognized ns a sincere anthusioat, 
absolutely above any suspicion of a grovelling motive.' With regard to 
the natural difficulties of the soil, I would venture to suggest, if there is 
any value in the platitude which declares every engineering operation to 
be merely a question of time and money, that sufficient consideration has 
perhaps hardly been given in England to the extraordinary advantage# 
with which the undertaking was commenced. The Egyptian Government 
subscribed for more than two millions sterling of the Company’s stock. 
Whatever land might appear requisite for the execution of the canals 
was conceded to tBe Company, and, if such land belonged to the 
Egyptian Government, no compensation was tP be asked for it. All 
uncultivated land whish could be brought uriSer cultivation by irriga- 
tion from the sweet-water canal was to belong to the Company, and 
for the first ten years of possession no rent whatever was to be paid. 
Tlien thera was the large and annually increasing profit from the Wadee 
Estate near Bubastis. And finally, Saeed Pasha had pledged himself to 
keep the works constantly supplied with 20,000 impressed labourers, 
brought from all parts of Egypt and delivered free of any expense to the 
Company at Zagazig. This last item was perhaps the most valuable of 
all. Given an inexhaustible supply of labour, and impossibilities in Egypt 
cease to be impossibilities, as the Pyramids alone are enough to prove. 
It is the unforeseen withdrawal or endangerment of these essential conces- 
sions by the present Viceroy, Ismail Pasha, more than any original mis^ 
calculation of the magnitude of the task, which now threatens the Com- 
pany with serious danger. In the perpetual rivaliy between France and 
England of which Egypt is the scene, Sseed Ptsbs, the Iste Viceroy, de- 
clared himself unequivocally the partisan of Frande $ hia^ Successor, Ismail 
Pasha, is said to devote himself with an unjurqludieed impartiality to the 
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aoourikulation of moneys Foaiiblf, tborofore, lunail Pasha may have 
imagined that the fellaheiiki yrould be more profitably employed in 
covering hia own vast private estates with cotton than in burrowing 
through a desert for the French* At any rate^ he made no diffi- 
culty in yielding to the representations addressed to him by the 
Sublime Porte, and not only stopped the guaranteed supply of forced 
labour, but farther signified his intention of resuming the whole of the 
land ceded by his predecessor* The Company energetically protested 
against this breach of contract, and strove hard to prove to the Paiffia 
that the pressure put on him from Constantinc^le originated only in 
the silly malevolence of England, and that he woi^ld be playing the part 
of a political suicide if he allowed the Porte to interfere in a question 
so purely domestic. But Ismail Pasha reffieed to be convinced, and 
M. de Lesseps was obliged to content himself with a compromise, by which 
the whole dispute between the Viceroy and the Company was to be referred 
for arbitration to the l^mperor, in virtue of whose award the Egyptian 
Government has to pay the Company a compensation of S, 360,0001 
Ismail pasha cannot directly evade his obligation to abide by this restdt; 
but it is one that he little expected, and the probability seems to be, 
that he will shelter himself behind the further mediation of the. Turkish 
Government, which affects to consider the whole proceeding as b^ond the 
competency of the Sultan’s lieutenant. Here, evidently, are the materials 
of an imbroglio which may eventually lead to a conferenee between the 
Great Powers of Europe, and in that event, what consideration is likely to 
be given to the interests of a private company of shareholders ? 

In th§ meantime, England’s mistrust of tho cosmopolitan professions 
of that same Company has been M. de Lesseps’ opportunity. Nothing 
has more helped him to keep up the flagging enthusiasm of patriotic 
shareholders than the carefully fostered belief that their purses are 
measured not merely agiunst land and sea, but^against the gratuitous 
animosity of perfidious Albion to boot. And yet the English objections 
can hardly be called groundless. It is the real, even if incorrect, 
belief of all our capitalists, engineers, and sailors, that the enormous 
oost of making and maintaining the canal, combined with the fad 
of the Red 8ea not being navigable for . sailing ships, will suffice 
to render the project, even if accomplished, a commercial failure, as 
completely ruinous to those concerned as was the grand Scotch 
expedition in the last century for the colonization of the Isthmus of 
Darien. While France, therefore, regards the canal ns a glorious step in 
the general progress of humanity, England has no sympathy to spare for a 
bubble which she is daily expecting to see burst. Nor can our statesmen 
forget that this very canal figured prominently among the Napoleonic 
ideas, and that General Bonaparte was in actual occupation of the Isthmus 
when he wrote to the Directory, saying— Whatever European Power 
holds Egypt permanently is, in the end, mistress of India.” And it is no 
iuffioient answer to suoh misgivings to appeal to the palpably peaceful 
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CHAPTER VII. 

feOAlL StENLb LV TUB LlFE Oh A COCNTESS. 

BOUT the middle of JanuAiy 
Ilariy Ciavering went up to 
London, and settled himself to ^ 
work at Mr. Beilby’s office. Mr. 
Beilby’s office consisted of four 
or five large chambers, overlook- 
ing the river from the bottom of 
Adam Street in the Adelphi, and 
here Harry found a table for 
himself in the same apartment 
M ith three other pupils. It w'as 
a fine old room, lofty, and with 
large windows, ornamented on 
the ceiling with Italian scroll- 
work, and a flying goddess in 
the centre. In days gone by the 
house had been the habitation of 
some great rich man, who had 
there enjoyed the sweet breezes 
from the river before London 
had become the London of the 
present days, and when no em- 
bankment had been needed ibr 
the Thames. Nodung oonld be 
nicer than his room, or more pleasant than the taUeand seatwhioli be was 
to occupy near a window ; but there waa somethin* in the tone of the other 
T<H« mi. — ^HO. 76. W* 
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men towards him wliich did not quite satisfy him. They probably did not 
know that he was a fellow of a college, and treated him almost as they might 
have done had he come to them direct from King’s College, in the Strand, 
or from the London Univei*8ity. Down at Stratton, a certain amount of 
honour had been paid to him. They had known there who he was, and 
had felt some deference for him. They had not slapped him on the back, 
or poked him in the ribs, or even called him old fellow, before some length 
of acquaintance justified such appellation. But up at INIr. Beilby’s, in 
the Adelphi, one young man, who was certainly his junior in age, and 
who did not seem as yet to have attained any high position in the science 
of engineering, manifestly thought that he was acting in a fiiendly and 
becoming way by declaring the stranger to be a lad of wax on the 
second day of his appeanmee. Harry Clavering was not disinclined to 
believe that he was a “ lad of wax,” or “ a brick,” or “ a trumj),” or “ no 
small beer.” But he desired that such comi)limentary and endf^arLag 
appellations should be used to him only by those who had known him 
long enough to be aware that he deserved tlicm. Mr. Joscjih Walliker 
certainly was not as yet among this number. ^ 

There was a man at Mr. Beilby’s, who was entitled to greet him with 
endearing terms, and to be so greeted himself, although Harr}^ had never 
seen him till he attended for the first time at the Adelphi. This was 
Theodore Burton, his future brother-in-law, who was now the leading man 
in the London house ; — the leading man ns regarded business, though he 
was not as yet a partner. It was understood that this Mr. Burton was 
to come in when his father went out ; and in the meantime he received a 
salary of a thousand a year as managing clerk. A vciy hard<-working, 
steady, intelligent man was Mr. Theodore Burton, with a bald head, a 
high forehead, and tliat look of constant v'ork about him which gsuoh men 
obtain. Harry Clavering could not bring himself to take a lik^ to him, 
because be wore cotton gloves and had on odious habit of bis 

shoes with his pocket-handkerchief. Twice Harry aihr him tl^^ on tlie 
first day of their acquaintance, and he regretted it exoeedingljr^ The 
cotton gloves too were ofiensive, as were also the thick aho^s whldi had 
been dusted ; but the dusting was the great sin. 

And there was something which did not quite please Mjfgtf in Mr. 
Theodore Burton’s manner, though the gentlemau had manifoM^^tended 
to be very kind to him. When Burton bad been Bpeakin|gfo him for 
a minute or two, it flashed across Ekury’t mind that be hdljiot bound 
bimself to marry the whole Burton fiu^y, and that, pQiha||L he must 
take some means to let that fact be known. had so 

often heard the younger Mr. Burton called by li{i% aeenm ^ claim 
him as his owii| called him Hany, and upbraided him with friendly 
wannth for not having oome direct to his,^Mr. Burton’a,-«4lonie in Onslow 
Crescent. ^Pray fed yourself at home there,** said Mr. Burton. "I hope 
you*ll like my wife. You needn*t be afraid of being made to be idle if 
you spend your evenings there, for we are all reading'^ po6p]e* Will you 
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come an^ dine to* day ? ” Florence had told him that she was her brother 
Theodore’s favourite sister, and that Theodore as a husband and a 
brother, and a man, was perfect. But Theodore had dusted his boots with 
his handkerchief, and Harry Clavering would not dine with him on that day. 

And then it was painfully manifest to him that every one in the office 
knew his destiny with reference to old Burton’s daughter. He had been 
one of the Stratton men, and no more than any other had he gone unscathed 
through the Stratton fire. He had been made to do the regular thing, as 
Granger, Scamess, and others had done it. Stratton would be safer ground 
now, as Clavering had taken the last. That was the feeling on the matter 
which seemed to belong to others. It was not that Harry thought in this 
way of his own Florence. He knew well enough what a lucky fellow he 
was to have won such a girL He was well aware how widely his Florence 
differed from Carry Scarness. He denied to himself indignantly that he had 
any notion of repenting what he had done. But he did wish that these 
private matters might have remained private, and that all the men at 
Berlby’s had not known of his engagement. When Walliker, on the fourtli 
day of their acquaintance, asked him if it was all right at Stratton, he 
made up his mind that he hated Walliker, and that he would hate Walliker 
to the last day of his life. He had declined the first invitation given to 
him by Theodore Burton ; but he could not altogether avoid his future 
brother-in-law, and had agreed to dine with him on this day. 

On that same afternoon Harry, wlien he left Mr. Beilby’s office, went 
direct to Bolton Street, that he might call on Lady Ongar. As he went 
tliither he bethought himself that these Wallikers and the like had had no 
such events in life as bad befallen him ! They laughed at him about 
Florence Burton, little guessing that it had been his lot to love, and to be 
loved by such a one as Julia Brabozon had been, — such a one as Lady 
Ongar now was. But things had gone well with him. Julia Brabazon 
could have mode no man happy, but Florence Burton would be the 
sweetest, dearest, truest little wife that ever man ever took to his homo. 
He was thinking of this, and determined to think of it more and more 
daily, as he knocked at Lady Ongar’s door. “ Yes ; her ladyship was at 
home,” said the servant whom he had seen on the railway platform ; and 
in a few moments’ time he found himself in the drawing-room which he 
had critioized ao carefully when he was taking it for its present occupant. 

He was left in the room for five or six minutes, and was able to make 
a full mental inventory of its contents. Tt was very different in its 
present aspect from the room which he bad seen not yet a mo&th since. 
She had told him that the apartments had been all that she desired ; but 
since then everything had been altered, at least in appearance. A new 
piano had been brought in, and the ohintz on the furniture was surely 
new. An^ the room was crowded with small feminine belongings indica- 
tive of wealth and luxury. There were ornaments about, s^ pretty 
toys, and a thousand kniokknaoks which none but the rich can possess, 
and which none can possess even among the rich unless they oaa g^e 

19—2 * 
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taste as well as money to their acquisition. Tlicn he heard a light step ; 
the door opened, and Lady Ongar was there. 

He expected to see the siime figure that he had seen on the railway 
platform, the same gloomy drapery, the same quiet, almost deathlike 
demeanour, nay, almost the same veil over her features ; but the Lady 
Ongar whom he now saw was as unlike that Lady Ongnr as she was 
unlike that Julia Brabazon whom he had known in old days at Clavering 
Park. She was dressed, no doubt, in black ; nay, no doubt, she was 
dressed m weeds; but in spite of the black and in spite of the weeds there 
was nothing about her of the weariness or of the solemnity of woe. He 
hardly saw that her dress was made of crape, or that long wliite pendants 
W'ere hanging down from the cap vhich sat so prettily upon her liead. 
But it was her face at which he gazed. At first he thought that she 
could hardly be the same woman, she w’as to his eyes so much older than 
she had been! And yet as he looked at her, he found tliat she was 
as handsome as ever, — more handsome than she had ever been before. 
There w’as a dignity about her face and figure which became her well, 
and w'hich she earned as though she knew heiself to Ixftin very truth 
a countess. It was a face wduch boie w'ell such signs of age as tliose 
which had come upon it. She seemed to be a woman fitter for woman- 
hood than for girlhood. Her eyes were brighter than of yore, and, as 
Harry thought, larger; and lior high forehead and noble stamp counte- 
nance seemed fitted for the dress and headgear which slie wore. 

“I have been exjiccting you,” said she, stepping up to him. 
lleimione wrote me word that you w'ere to conic uj) on Monday. Why 
did you not come sooner ? ” There was a smile on her face as she spoke, 
and a cc»nfidence in her tone which almost confounded him. 

“ I have had so many things to do,” said he lamely. 

“About your new profeasion. Yes, I can understand tliat. And so 
you are settled in Loudon now ? Where are you living ; — that is, if you 
arc settled yet ? ” In answer to this, Harry told her that lie had taken 
lodgings in Bloomsbury S(]uare, blushing somewhat us he named so 
unfushionable a locality. Old Mrs. Burton bad recommended him to the 
house in which he was located, but he did not find it necessary to 
explain that fact to Lady Ongar. 

“ I have to tliank you for wlmt you did for me,” continued she. 
“ You ran away from me in such a burry on that night that 1 was unable 
to speak to you. But to tell the truth, Harry, 1 was in no mood then 
to speak to any one. Of course you thought that I treated you ilL” 

“ Oh, no,” said he. 

“ Of course you did. If 1 thought you did not, I should be angry 
with you now. But had it been to sate my life I could not have helped 
it. Wjy did not Sir Hugh Clavering come to meet me? Why did 
not my sister’s husband come to me 7 ” To this question Har^ could 
make no answer. He was still standing with his W in his hand, and 
now turned his face away from her and shook his head* 
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Sit down, Harry,” aho said, “ and let me talk to you like a filend ; 
— unless you are in a huiry to go away.” 

Ob, no,” said he, seating himself. 

“ Or unless you, too, are afraid of me.” 

“ Afraid of you, Lady Ongar ? ” 

“ Yes, afraid ; but I don’t mean you. I don’t believe that you are 
coward tnough to desert a woman who was once your fiiend because niis- 
Ibrtime has overtaken her, and calumny has been at work with her name.” 
“ I hope not,” said he. 

“No, Harry; I do not think it of you. But if Sir Hugh bo not 
a coward, why did lie not come and meet me? Why has he left me to 
stand alone, now that he could be of service to mo ? I knew that money 
was his god, but I have never asked him for a shilling and should not 
have dune so now. Oh, Harry, hoAv wicked you were about that clieque ! 
L)o you remember? ” 

“Yes; I remernbci.” 

“ So shall 1; always, always. If I had taken that money how often 
should I have heard of it since ? ” 

“ Heard of it? ” he asked. “ Do you mean from me ? ” 

“ Yes; how often from you? Would you have dumicd«me, and told 
me of it once a week ? Upon my word, Harry, I was tol^ of it more 
nearly every day. Is it not wonderful that men should be so mean ? ” 

It ■was clear to him now that she was talking of her husband who W'as 
dead, and on that subject he felt himself at j>resent unable to speak a 
word, lie little dreamed at that moment bow openly she would soon 
speak to him of Lord Ongar and of Lord Ongar’s faults ! 

“ Oh, how I have wished that I had talven your money 1 But never 
mind about that now, Harry. Wretched as such taunts were, they soon 
became a small thing. But it has been cowardly in your cousin, Hugh ; 
has it Lct ? If I had not lived with him as one of his family, it would 
not have mattered. People would not have expected it. It was as though 
my own brother had cast me forth.” 

“ Lady Clavering has been with you; has she not? ” 

“ Once, for half-an-houi*. She came up for oue day, and came here 
by herself, cowering as though she were afraid of me. Poor Hermy I 
She has not a good time of it either. You lords of creation lead your 
slaves sad lives when it pleases you to chauge your billing and cooing for 
matter-of-fact masterdom and rule. I don’t blame Hermy. 1 suppose 
she did all she could, and I did not utter one word of reproach of her. 
Nor should I to him. Indeed, if he came now the servant would deny 
me to him. He has insulted me, and I shall remember the insult.” 

Harry Clavering did not cleai-ly understand what it was that Lady 
Ongar had desired of her brother-in-law, — what aid she had required ; 
nor did he know whether it would be fitting for him to offer to act in 
Sir Hugh’s place. Anything that he could do, he felt himself at that 
moment willing to do, even though the necessary service should demand 
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some sacrifice greater than prudence could approve. If I had thought 
that anything was wanted, I should have come to you sooner,” said he. 

“ Everything is wanted, Harry. Everything is wanted ; — except that 
cheque for six hundred pounds which you sent me so treacherously. 
Did you ever think what might have happened if a certain person had 
heard of that 7 All the world would have declared that you had done it 
for your own private purposes; — all the world, except one.” 

Harry, as he heard this, felt that he was blushing. Did Lady Ongar 
know of his engagement with Florence Burton? Lady Clavering knew 
it, and might probably have told the tidings ; but then, again, she might 
not have told them. Harry at this moment wished that he knew how it 
was. All that Lady Ongar said to him would come with so different a 
meaning according as she did, or did not know that fact. But ‘he had no 
mind to tell her oi' the fact himself Jlc declared to himself that he hoj)ed 
she knew it, as it would serve to make thorn both more comlorUible 
together; but he did not think that it would do for him to bring forwaid 
the subject, neck and heels as it were. The proper thing would he that 
she should congratulate him, but this she did not do.<^ “I cerlainly 
meant no ill,” he said, in answer to the last words she had sjioken. 

“ You ha/re never meant ill to me, Harry ; though you know you Inivi* 
abased me dreadfully before now. 1 daresay you forget tlie hard names 
you liave called me. You men do forget such things.” 

I remember calling you one name.” 

“ Do not repeat it now, if you please. If I deserved it, it would 
bhanie me ; and if 1 did not, it should shame you.” 

No ; 1 will not repeat it.” 

Does it not seem odd, Harry, that you and I should be sitting, 
talking together in this way 7 ” She was tuning now towards him, across 
the table, and one hand was raised lo her forehead while her eyes were 
fixed intently upon his. The attitude was one whicli be felt to express 
extreme intimacy. She would not have sat in that way, pressing back 
lier hair from lier brow, with all appearance of widowhood banished from 
her face, in the presence of any but a dear and close friend. He did not 
think of this, but he felt that it was so, almost by instinct. ** I have 
such a tale to tell you,” she said ; ** such a tale ! ” 

Why should she tell it to him? Of course he asked himself this 
question. TIk^d he remembered tliat she had no brother, — remembered 
also that her brother-in-law had deserted her, and he declared to himself 
that, if nooesaary, he would be her brother. I fear that yon have not 
been happy,” said he, ** sinoe I saw you last.” 

Happy 1 ” idio replied. I have lived suoli a life as 1 did not think 
any man or woman could be made to live on this side the grayo. I will be 
honest with you, Harry. Nothing but the conviction that it could not be 
for long, has saved me from destroying myself. 1 knew that he moat die 1 ” 
“ Oh, Lady Ongar ! ” ^ 

indeed; that is the name he gtTci met and beoanse 1 oon* 
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sented to toke it from him, he treated me ; — 0 heavens I how am I to 
find woi-da to tell you what he did, and the way in which he treated me. 
A woman could not tell it to a man. Harry, I have no friend that I trust 
but you, but to you I cannot tell it. When he found that he had been 
wrong in marrying me, that he did not want the thing which he had 
thought would suit him, that 1 was a drag upon him rather than a 
comfort, — what was his mode, do you think, of ridding himself of the 
burden ? ” Clavering sat silent looking at her. Both her hands were 
now up to her forehead, and her large eyes were gazing at him till he 
found himself unable to withdraw his own for a moment from her face. 
“ lie strove to get another man to take me off his hands ; and when he 
found that he was failing, — he charged me with the guilt which he himself 
h.id contrived for me.” 

“ J^ady Ongar 1 ” 

“Yea ; you may well stare at me. You may well speak hoarsely and 
Idok like that. It may be that even }ou will not believe me ; — but by the 
(lod in A\]iom we both believe, I tell you nothing but the truth. He 
attempted tliat and he failed, — and then he accused me of the crime which 
he could not bring me to commit.” 

“ And what then? ” 

“ Yea ; what then ? Harry, I had a thing to do, and a life to live, that 
would have tried the bravest ; but I went through it. I stuck to him to 
the last I lie told me before he was dying, — before that last frightful 
illness, that I was staying with him for his money. * For your money, my 
lord,’ 1 said, ‘ and for my own name.* And so it was. Would it have 
been wise in me, after all that I had gone through, to have given up that 
for which I had sold myself? I had been very poor, and had been so 
placed that poverty, even such poverty as mine, was a curse to me. You 
know what I gave up because I feared that curse. Was I to be foiled at 
last, because such a creature as that wanted to shirk out of his bargain ? 
I knew there were some who would say I had been false. Hugh Clavering 
says so now, I suppose. But they never should say I had left him to die 
alone in a foreign land.” 

“ Did he ask you to leave him ? " 

“ No ; — but he called me that name which no woman should hear and 
stay. No woman should do so unless she had a purpose such as mine. He 
wanted back the piice that he had paid, and I was determined to do 
nothing that should assist him in his meanness 1 And then, Harry, his 
last illness 1 Oh, Harry, you would pity me if you could know all I ” 

“ It was his own intemperance I ’* 

Intemperance 1 It was brandy, — sheer brandy. He brought himself 
to such a state that nothing but brandy would keep him alive, and in 
which brandy. was sure to kill him; — and it did kill him. Did you ever 
hear of the horrors of drink ? ’* 

“ Yes ; I have heard of such a state.” 

« I hope you may never live to see it. It Jb * sight would stick 
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by you for over. But I Raw it, and tended him through the whole, as 
though I had been his servant. I remained with him when that man who 
opened the door for you could no longer endure the room. I was with him 
when the strong woman from the hospital, though she could not understand 
his words, almost fainted at what she saw and heard. He was punished, 
Harry. I need wish no farther vengeance on him, even for all his cruelty, 
his injustice, his unmanly treachery. Is it not fearful to think that any 
man should have the power of bringing liimself to such an end as tliat ? ” 

Horry was thinking rather how fearful it was that a man should have 
it in his power to drag any woman through such a Gehenna as that which 
this lord had created. He felt that Imd Julia Brabazon been his, ns she 
had once promised him, he never would have allowed himself to speak a 
harsh word to her, to have looked at her except with loving eyes. But 
slie had chosen to join herself to a man w^o had treated her with a cruelty 
exceeding all that his imagination could have conceived. “It is a iiierey 
that he has gone,” said he at last. 

“ It is a mercy for both. Perhaps you can understand now something 
of my married life. And through it all I lind but one fni^ad ; — if 1 may 
call him a friend who had come to terms with my hnsband, and was to 
have been his agent in destroying me. But when this man understood 
from me that 1 was not what he had been taught to think me, — which niy 
husband hud told him I was, — he relented.” 

“ May I ask what was that man’s name ? ” 

“ His name is Pateroff. He is a Pole*, but*he speaks Englcsh like an 
Englishman. In my presence he told Lord Ongar that he was false and 
brutal. Lord Ongar laughed, with that little, low, sneering laughter 
which was his nearest approach to merriment, and told Count Pateroft' 
that that was of course his game before me. There, Harry, — 1 will tell 
you nothing more of it. You %vill understand enough to know what I have 
•iiffered ; and if you can believe tliat 1 have not sinned ” 

“ Oh, Lady Ongar !” 

“ Well, I will not doubt you again. But as far ns I can learn you are 
nearly alone in your belief. What Henny thinks I cannot tell, but she 
will soon come to think as Hugh may bid lier. And I shall not blame her. 
What else can she do, poor creature 7 ” 

^ I am sure she believes no ill of you.” 

“ I have one advantage, Harry, — one advantage over her and somo 
others. I am free. The chains have hurt me sorely during my slavery ; 
but 1 am free, and the price of my servitude remains. He had written 
liome, — would you believe that? — while 1 was living with him he had 
written home to lay that evidenoo should be collected for getting rid of 
me. And yet he would sometimes be civil, hoping to cheat me into 
inadvertencies. He would ask that man to dine, and then of a sudden 
would be absent ; and during this he was ordering that evidence should 
be collected 1 Evidence, indeed 1 Tbe same oenrants hare lived with 
me through it all. If 1 could now bring forward evidence I could make 
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It nil clear as tlie day. But there needs no care for a woman’s honour, 
tluMjgh a man may have to guard his by collecting evidence 1 ” 

“ But what he did cannot iiyure you.” 

‘‘ Yes, Harry, it has injured me ; it has all but destroyed me. Have 
not reports reached even you ? Speak out Jike a man, and say whether 
it is not so ? ” 

“ I have heard something.” 

“ Yea, you have heard something 1 If you heard something of your 
fcistcr where would you be ? All the world would be a chaos to you till 
you had pulled out somebody’s tongue by the roots. Not injured me ! 
For two years your cousin Hugh’s house was my home. I met I.iOrd 
Ongar in his house. I was married from his house. lie is my brother- 
in-law, and it so happens that of all men he is the nearest to me. He 
stands well befoio the world, and at this time could have done me real 
service. How is it that he did not welcome me home ; — that I am not now 
at his house with my sister ; that he did not meet me so that the world 
might know that I was received back among my own people ? Why is it, 
Harry, that I am telling this to you; — to you, who are nothing to mo ; 
iny sister’s husband’s cousin ; a young man, from your position not fit to 
be my confidant? AVhy am I telling this to you, Harry ? ” 

Because we are old friends,” said he, wondering again at' this moment 
whether she know of his engagement with Florence Burtoi). 

“ Yes, \\c are old friends, and we have always liked each other ; but 
you must know tliat, as the world judges, I am wrong to tell all this to 
you. I should be wiobg, — only that the world has cast me out, so that I 
am no longer bound to regard it. I am Lady Ongar, and I have my share 
of that man’s money. They have given me up Ongar Park, having satis- 
fied theniseves that it is mine by right, and must be mine by law. But 
he lias robbed me of every friend I had in the world, and yet you teil mo 
he has not injured me ! ” 

“ Not every friend.” 

“ No, Harry, I will not forget you, tliough I spoke so slightiugly of 
you just now. But your vanity need not be hurt. It is only the world,-— 
Mrs. Grundy, you know, that would deny me such friendship as yours ; 
not my own taste or choice. Mrs. Grundy always denies us exactly those 
things which we ourselves like best. You arc clever enough to under- 
stand that.” 

lie smiled and looked foolish, and declared that ho only offered his 
assistance because perhaps it might be convenient at the present moment. 
What could he do for her? How could he show his friendship for her 
now at once ? 

“ You have done it, Harry, in listening to me and giving me your 
sympathy. It is seldom that we want any great thing from our friends. 
I want nothing of tlint kind. No one can hurt me much further now, 
^ly money and my rank are safe ; and, perhaps, by degrees, acquaintances, 
if not friends, will form themselves round me again. At present, ojf 

19 — 
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eourse, I see no one ; but because I see no one, I wanted some one to 
whom I could speak. Poor Hermy is worse than no one. Good-by, 
Harry ; you look surprised and bewildered now, but you will soon get over 
that. Don’t be long before I see you again.” 

Then, feeling that he was bidden to go, he wished her good-by, and 
went. 


CHAPTER Vlir. 

The House in Onslow Crescent. 

Harry, as he walked away from the house in Bolton Street, hardly knew 
whether he was on his heels or his head. Burton had told him not to 
dress — “We don’t give dress dinner parties, you know. It’s all in the 
fiimily WTiy with us,” — and Harry, therefore, went dii*cct from Bolton 
Street to Onslow Crescent. But, though he managed to keep the j)roper 
course down Piccadilly, he was in such confusion of mind that he hardly 
knew whither he was going. It seemed as though a new f(^m of life had 
been oj^ened to him, and that it had been opened in huch a way as almost 
necessarily to engulpb him. It was not only that Lady Ongar’s history 
was BO terrible, and her life ho strange, but that he himself was called 
upon to form a part of that hi-^tory, and to join himself in some sort to that 
life. This countess with her wealth, her rank, her beauty, and her bright 
intellect hud called him to her, and told him that he was her only friend. 
Of course he had promised liis friendship. How could he have hiiled to 
give such a promise to one whom he had loved so well ? But to what must 
such a promise lead, or rather to what must it not have led had it not 
been for Florence Burton ? She was ycun^free, and rich. She made 
no pretence of regret for the husband she nad lost, speaking of him ns 
though in truth slie hardly regarded herself as his wife. And she was the 
same Julia whom he had loved, who had loved him, who had jilted him, 
and in regret for whom he had once resolved to lead a wretched, lonely 
life 1 Of course she must expect that he would renew it all ; — unless, 
indeed, she knew of his engagement. But if she knew it, why had she 
not spoken of it 7 

And could it be that she had no friends, — that everybody had deserted 
her, that she was all olouc in the world 7 As he thought of it all, the 
whole thing seemed to him to bo too terrible for reality. Wliat a tragedy 
was that she had told him ! He thought of the man’s insolence to the 
woman whom he had married and sworn to love, tlicn of his cruelty, his 
fiendish, hellish cruelty,— and lastly of his terrible punishment. ** I stuck 
to him through it all,” she hod said to him ; and then he endeavoured to 
picture to himself that bedside by which Julia Brabazon, his Julia 
Brabazon, had remained firm, when hospital attendants had been scared 
by the horrors they had witnessed, and the nerves of a ftroD|; iDan,^--of 
ft sum paid for such work, hod fiuled him I 
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The truth of her word throughout he never doubted ; and, indeed, no 
man or woman who heard her could have doubted. One hears stories 
told that to oneself, the hearer, are manifestlj false ; and one heai-s stories 
as to the truth or falsehood of which one is in doubt ; and stories again 
which seem to be partly true and partly untrue. But one also hears that 
of the truth of which no doubt seems to be possible. So it had been with 
the tale which Lady Ongar had told. It had been all as she had said ; 
and had Sir Hugh heard it, — even Sir Hugh, who doubted all men and 
regarded all women as being false beyond doubt, — oven he, I think, would 
have believed it. 

But she had deserved the sufTeiings which had come upon her. Even 
Harry, whose heart was very tender towards her, owned as much as that. 
Slie had sold herself, as she had said of herself more than once. She had 
given herself to a man whom she regarded not at all, even when her heart 
belonged to another, — to a man whom she must have loathed and despised 
when she was putting her hand into his before the altar. What scorn 
had there been upon her face when she spoke of the beginning of their 
married miseries! With what eloquence of expression had she pro- 
nounced him to be vile, worthless, unmanly ; a thing from which a 
woman must turn with speechless contempt ! She had now his name, 
his rank, and his money, but she was friendless and alone. Harry 
Clavcnng declared to himself that she had deserved it, — and, having so 
declared, forgave her all her faults. She had sinned, and then had suffered; 
and, therefore, should now be forgiven. If he could do aught to ease her 
troubles, he would do it, — as a brother would for a sister. 

But it would be well that she should know of his engagement. Then 
he thought of the whole interview, and felt sure that she must know it. 
At any rate he told himself that he was sure. She could hardly have 
spoken to him as she had done, unless she had known. When last they 
had been together, sauntering round the gardens at Clavering, he had 
rebuked her for her treachery to him. Now she came to him almost open- 
armed, free, full of her cares, swearing to him that he was her only 
friend I All this could mean but one thing, — unless she knew that that 
one thing was barred by his altered position. 

But it gratified him to think that she had chosen him for the 
repositary of her tale ; that she had told her terrible history to him. I 
fear that some small part of this gratification was owing to her rank and 
wealth. To be the one friend of a widowed countess, young, rich, and 
beautiful, was something much out of the common way. Such confidence 
lifted him far above the Wallikers of tho world. That he was pleased to 
be so trusted by one that was beautiful, was, I think, no disgrace to him ; 
— although I bear in mind his condition as a man engaged. It might be 
dangerous, but that danger in such caso it would be his duty to overcome.’* 
But in order that it might be overcome, it would certainly be well that 
she should know his position. 

I fear ho speculated as he went along as to what might have been his 
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conditiou in the world had he never seen Florence Burton. First he 
asked himself, whether under any circumstances, he would have Avished to 
iimrry a widow, and especially a widow by whom he had already been 
jilted. Yes ; he thought that he could have forgiven her even that, if his own 
heart had not changed; but he did not forget to tell himself again how lucky 
it was for him that his heart was changed. What countess in the world, let 
her have what park she might, and any imaginable number of thousands a 
year, could be so sweet, so nice, so good, so fitting for him ns his own 
Florence Bui ton ? Then he endeavoured to reflect what happened when 
a commoner married the widow of a peer. She was still called, he 
believed, by her old title, unless she should choose to abandon it. Any 
such an’angement was now out of the question; but he thought that he 
Avould prefer that she should have been called Mrs. Clavering, if such a 
state of things had come about. I do not know that he pictured to 
liimsolf any necessity, either on her part or on his, of abandoning any- 
thing else that came to her from her late husband. 

At half-past six, the time named by Theodore Burton, he found hiin- 
Bclf at the door in Onslow Crescent, and was at once sho)j|n up into the 
draAving-room. lie knew that Mr. Burton had a family, and he had 
jiictured to h.msclf an untidy, ugly house, with an untidy, inotheily 
Avoraan going about Avith a baby in her arms. Such Avould naturally be 
the liome of a man Avho dusted his shoes with his pocket-handkerchief. 
But to his suqirise he found himself in aa pretty a draAving-roc in as he 
remembered to have seen ; and seated on a sofa, Avns alinout Jis pretty a 
w'oman as he remembered. She Avas tall and slight, with large brown eyes 
and well-defined eyebrows, AAith an oval face, and tlie sAveetest, kindest 
mouth that ever graced a Avoman. Her daik brown hair was quite plain, 
having been bruslicd simply smooth across the forehead, and then collected 
in a knot beliind. Close beside her, on a low chair, sat a little fair-huired 
girl, about seven years old, Avho was going through snine pretence at 
ueedleAvork ; and kneeling on a higher chair, while slie sprawled over the 
drawing-room fable, Avas another girl, some three yeais younger, who 
Avns engaged with a puzzle-box. 

“Mr. Clavering,’’ said she, rising fiom her clniir ; “ I am so glad to 
see yon, though I am ajmost angry with you for not coming to us sooner. 
I liavc heard so much about you ; of course you know that.” Harry 
explained that he had only been a few days in town, and declared tliat he 
was happy to leam that he had been considered worth talking about. 

“If you were worth accepting yon were worth talking about.” 

“Perhaps I was neither,” said he. 

“ Well ; I am not going to flatter you yet. Only as I think onr Flo 
is without exception the most perfect girl I ever saw, 1 don’t suppose 
she would be guilty of rooking a bad choice. Cissy, dear, this is 
Fir. Clavering.” 

Cissy got up from her diair, and camo up to him. “ Mumroa says I 
am to love you very much,” said Cissy, putting up licr face to be kissed. 
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“ But I did not tell you to say I had told you,” said Mrs. Burton, 
laughing. 

“And I will love you very much,” said Harry, taking her up in 
his arms. 

“ But not so much as Aunt Florence, — will you ? ” 

They all knew it. It was clear to him that everybody connected with 
the Burtons had boon told of the engagement, and that they all spoke of 
it openly, as they did of any other everyday family occurrence. There 
was not much reticeuce among the Burtons. He could not but feel this, 
though now, at tlie present moment, he was disposed to think specially 
well of the family because ^Irs. Burton and her children were so nice. 

“ And this is another daughter ? ” 

“Yes; another future niece, Mr. Clavering. But I suppose I may 
call you Harry; may I not? My name is Cecilia. Yes, that is 
?>liss Pert.” 

“ Pm not Miss Pert,” said the little soft round ball of a girl from llie 
eliair. “ I’m Sophy Burton._ Oh ! you musn’t tittle.” 

Hairy found himself quite at home in ten minutes ; and before 
Mr. Burton had returned, had been taken upstairs into tlie nursery to see 
'J'heodoie Burton Junior in his cradle, Theodore Burton, Jimior being 
as yet only some few months old. “Now you’ve seen us all,” said 
Mis. Burton, “and ue’ll go downstairs and wait for my husband. I 
must let you into a secret, too. We don’t dine till past seven ; you may 
as well remember that for the future. But I w'anted to have you for half- 
aii-liour to m} self before dinner, so that I might look at you, and make 
lip my mind about Flo’s choice. I hope you won’t be angry with me ?” 

“ And how have you made up your mind ? ” 

“If }ou want to find that out, you mubt get it through Florence. 
You may be quite sure I shall tell her ; and, I suppose, I may be quite 
sure the will tell you. Docs she tell you everything ? ” 

“ I tell her every4,hing,” said Harry, feeling himself, however, to be a 
little conscience-smitten at the moment, as he remembered his interview 
with Lady Ongar. Things hud occurred this very day which he certainly 
could not tell her. 

“Do; — do; always do that,” said Mrs, Burton, luring her hand 
aflbetionately on his arm. “ There is no way so certain to bind a woman 
to you, heart and soul, as to show her that you trust her in everything. 
Theodore tells me evei-ything. I don’t think there’s a drain planned 
under a rail way -bank, but that ho shows it me in some >vay ; and I fee! 
so grateful for it. It makes mo know tliat I can never do enough for 
liim. I hope you’ll be as good to Flo, as he is to me.” 

“ AVc can’t both be perfect, you know.” 

“ Ah, well ! of course you’ll laugh at me. Theodore always laughs 
at me when I get on what he calls a high horse. I wonder whether you 
arc as sensible os ho is ? ” 

Hariy reflected that he never wore cotton gloves. “ I don’t think 1 
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am very eensible,'* said ho. I do a great many foolish things, and the 
worst is, that I like them.” 

“ So do I. I like so many foolish things ? ” 

“ Oh, mamma ! ” said Cissy. 

“ I shall have that quoted against me, now, for the next six months, 
whenever I am preaching wisdom in the nursery. But Florence is nearly 
as sensible as her brotlicr.” 

“ Much more so than I am.” 

“ All the Burtons are full up to their eyes with good sense. And what 
a good thing it is ! Who ever heai*d of any of them coming to sorrow ? 
Whatever they have to live on, they always have enough. Did you ever 
know a woman who has done better with her children, or has known how 
to do better, than Theodore’s mother ? She is the dearest old 'woman.” 
Harry had heard her called a very clever old woman by cerbiin persons in 
Stratton, and could not but think of her matrimonial Bucce.s''ea as her 
praises were thus sung by her daughlcr-in-law. 

They went on talking, W'hile Sophy sat in Harry’s lap, till there was 
heard the sound of the key in the latch of the front-door, aPd the master 
of the house was known to be there. “ It’s Theodore,” said his wife, 
jumping up and going out to meet him. ** Fm so glad that you have 
been here a little before him, because now I feel that I know you. When 
he’s here I shan’t get in a word.” Then she went down to her husband, 
and Harry was left to speculate how so very charming a woman could 
ever have been brought to love a man who cleaned his boots with his 
pocket-handkerchief. 

There were soon steps again upon the stairs, and Burton returned 
bringing Avith liim another man whom he introduced to Harry as 
Mr. Jones. ‘‘ I didn’t know my brothe; was coming,” said Mrs. Burton, 
but it will be very pleasant, as of course I shall want you to know 
him.” Harry hewimo a little perplexed. IIow far might tlicse family 
ramifications be supposed to go ? Would lie be welcomed, as one of the 
household, to the hearth of Mrs. Jones; and if of Mrs. Jones, then of 
Mm. Jones’s brother? His mental inquiries, however, in this direction, 
were soon ended by his finding that Mr. Jones was a bachelor. 

Jones, it appeared, was the editor, or sub-editor, or co-editor, of some 
influential daily newspaper. ** He is a night bird, Harry — said 
Mrs. Burton. She had fallen into the way of calling him Harry at once, but 
he could not on that occasion bring himself to call her Cecilia. Ho might 
have done so had not her husband been present, but he was ashamed to 
do it before him. “ Ho is A night bird, Harry,” said she, speaking of her 
brother, “ and flies away at nine o’clock, that he may go and hoot like an 
owl in some dark city haunt that he has. Then, when he is himself asleep 
at breakfast- time, his hootlngs are being heard round the town.” 

Harry rather liked the idea oT knowing an editor. Editors were, ho 
thought, influential people, who had tho world very much under their 
feet, — being, as he conceived, afraid of no meo, while other men are very 



THE CLAVERINGS, 


899 


much afraid of them. He was glad enough to shako Jones by the hand, 
when he found that Jones was an editor. But Jones, though he had the 
face and forehead of a clever man, was very quiet, and seemed nlraost 
submissive to his sister and brother-in-law. 

The dinner was plain, but good, and Harry after a while became happy 
and satisfied, although he had come to the house with something almost 
like a resolution to find fault. Men, and women also, do frequently go 
about in such a mood, having unconscionably from some small circum- 
stance, prejudged tlieir acquaintances, and made up their mind that their 
acquaintances should be condemned. Influenced in this way, Harry had 
not intended to pass a pleasant evening, and would have stood aloof and 
been cold, had it been possible to him; but he found that it W'as not 
possible ; and after a little while he was friendly and joyous, and the 
dinner went off very well. There was some wild-fowl, and he was 
agreeably surprised os he watched the mental anxiety and gastronomic 
skill with which Burton went through the process of preparing the gravy, 
with lemon and pepper, having in the room a little silver-pot and an 
apparatus of fire for the occasion. He would as soon have expected the 
Archbishop of Canteibury himself to go through such an operation in the 
dining-room at Lambeth as the hard-working man of business whom he 
had known in the chambers at the Adelphi. 

“ Docs he always do that, Mrs. Burton ? ” Harry asked. 

“ Always,” said Burton, “ when I can get the materials. One doesn’t 
bother oneself about a cold leg of mutton, you know, which is my usual 
dinner when we are alone. The children have it hot in the middle of 
tlic day.” 

“ Such a thing never happened to him yet, Harry,” said Mrs. Burton. 

“ Gently with the pepper,” said the editor. It was the first word he 
had spoken for some time. 

“ Be good enough to remember that, yourself, when you are writing 
your article to-night.” 

“ No, none for me, Theodore,” said Mrs Burton. 

“ Cissy I ” 

‘‘I have dined really. If I had remembered that you were going to 
display your cookery, I would have kept some of my energy, but I 
forgot it.” 

“ As a rule,” said Burton, I don’t think women recognize any 
difference in flavours. I believe wild duck and hashed mutton would be 
quite the same to my wife if her eyes were blinded. I should not mind 
this, if it were not that they are generally proud of the deficiency. They 
think it grand.” 

“ Just aa men think it grand not to know one tune from another,” said 
his wife. 

When dinner was over, Burton got tip from his seat. ** Harry,” said 
he, “ do you like good wine ? ” Harry said that he did. Whatever women 
may say about wUd-fowl, men never profess an indifference to good wine, 
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although there is a theory about the world, quite as incorrect as it Is 
gonci*al, that they have given up drinking it. Indeed, I do,” said 
Harry. “ Tlien I’ll give you a bottle of port,” said Burton, and so saying 
he left the room. 

‘‘ I’m very glad you have come to-day,” said Jones, with much gravity. 
“ He never gives me any of that when I’m alone with him ; and he never, 
by any means, brings it oul^r company.” 

“ You don’t mean to accuse him of drinking it alone, Tom ? ” said his 
sister, laughing. 

“ I don’t know when he drinks it ; I only know when he doesn’t.” 

The W’ine was decanted with as much care as had been given to the 
concoction of the giavy, and the clearness of the dark liquid uas 
scrutinized with an eye that Avas full of anxious care. “ Now, Cissy, what 
do you think of that ? She knows a glass of good wine when she gets it, as 
W’ell as you do, Harry ; in spite of her conU‘mpt for the duck.” 

As they sipped the old port they sat round the dming-ioom fire, and 
Harry Cluveriiig was forced to own to himself that he had never been 
more comfortable. 

“ Ah,” said Burton, stretching out his slijjpered feet, ‘^why can’t it 
all be after-dinner, instead of that wC;uy room at the Adelphi ?” 

And all old port ? ” said Jones. 

“ Yes, and all old port. You arc not siieh an a.s 9 as to suppose that a 
man in suggesting to him.self a continuance of pleasure suggests to liiinself 
also the evils which are supjwsed to accompany such pleasure. If I took 
much of the stuff I should get cross and sick, and make a beast of inyscdf; 
but then what a pity it is that it should be so.” 

“ You -wouldn’t like much of it, I think,” said his Avife. 

“ That is it,” said he. Wc arc driven to work because Avoi k 
never palls on us, whereas pleasure always docs. What a wonderl'ul 
scheme it is wlien one looks at it all. No man can follow pleasure long 
continually, '\^’hen a man strive.s to do so, he turns his pleasure at once 
into business, and works at that. Come, Hairy, A\e mustn’t have another 
bottle, as Jones would go to sleep among the type.” Then they all Avent 
upstairs togcthei’. Harry, before ho went away, Avas taken again up into 
the nursery, and there kissed the two little girls in their cots. When he 
was ouUidc the nursery door, on the top of the stairs, Mrs. Burton took 
him by the hand. “ You*H come to us often,” said she, “ and make your- 
self at home here, will you not ? ” Harry could not but say that he would. 
Indc6(} he did so witliout hesitation, almost with eagerness, for he hod 
liked her and had liked her house. Wc think of you, you knoAA*,” she 
continued, “ quite os one of ourselves. How could it be otherwise when 
Flo is the dearest to us of all beyond our oavu ? ” 

** It makes me so hap])y to hear you say so/* said he. 

** Then come here and talk about her. 1 want Theodore to feel that 
you arc his brother ; it will be so important to you in tlio business that it 
should be so.” After that he went away, and as lie walked back along 



THE CLAVElilNGS. 


401 


Piccadilly, and then up through the regions of St. Giles to his homo 
in Bloomsbury Square, he satisfied himself that the life of Onslow Crescent 
was a better manner of life than that which was likely to prevail in 
.'Bolton Street. 

When he was gone his character was of course discussed between the 
husband and wife in Onslow Crescent. “ What do you think of him ? ” 
said the husband. 

“ I like him so much 1 Ho is so much nicer than you told me, — so 
much pleasanter and easier ; and I have no doubt he is as clever, though I 
don’t tliink he shows that at once.” 

“ He is clever enough ; there’s no doubt about that.” 

“ And did you not think he was pleasant?” 

“ Yes ; he was pleasant here. 11^ is one of those men who get on best 
^\ith women. Y’ou’ll make much more of him for awhile than I shall. 
Hh’JI gossip with you and sit idling with you for the hour together, if 
} oil’ll let him. There’s nothing wrong about him, and he’d like nothing 
la'Lter tban that.” 

“ You don’t believe that lie’s idle by dispo.sition ? Think of all that he 
lias done already.” 

“ That’s just what is most against him. He might do very well with 
us if he had not got that confounded fellowship; but having got that, he 
tliinks the haid woik of life is pretty well over with him.” 

“ I don’t suppose he can be so foolish as that, Theodore.” 

“ 1 know well what such men are, and I know the evil that is done to 
them by the cramming they endure. They learn many names of things, — 
high-sounding names, and they come to understand a great deal about 
words. It is a knowledge that requires no experience and very little real 
thought. But it demands much memory ; and when they have loaded 
themselves in this way, they think that they are instructed in all things. 
After all, what can they do that is of real use to mankind ? What can 
they create ? ” 

“ I suppose they are of use.” 

I don’t know it. A man will tell you, or pretend to tell you, — for 
the chances are ten to one that he is wrong, — what sort of lingo was spoken 
in some particular island or province six hundred years before Christ. 
What good will that do any one, even if he were right ? And then see 
the effect upon the men themselves 1 At four-did-twenty a young fellow 
has achieved some wonderful success, and calls himself by some outlandish 
and conceited name— a double first, or something of the kind. Then he 
thinks he has completed everything, and is too vain to learn anything 
afterwards. The truth is, that at twenty-four no man has done more than 
acquire the rudiments of his education. The system is bad from begin- 
ning to end. All that competition makes false and imperfect gi*owth» 
Come, I’ll go to bed.” 

What would Harry have said if he had heard all this fi*om the mnn 
who dusted his boots with his handkerchief 7 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Too Prudent by Half. 

Flouence Burton thought herself the happiest girl in the world. There 
was nothing wanting to the perfection of her bliss. She could perceive, 
though slie never allowed her mind to dwell upon the fact, that her lover 
was superior in many respects, to the men whom her sisters had married. 
He was better educated, better looking, in fact more fully a gentleman at 
all points than either Scarness or any of the others. She liked her sisters^ 
husbands very well, and in former days, before Harry Clavering had come 
to Stratton, she had never taught herself to think that she, if she married, 
would want anything different from that which Providence had given to 
them. She had never thrown up her head, or even thrown up her nose, 
and told hei-self that she would demand something better than that. But 
not the less was she alive to the knowledge that something better had 
come in her way, and that that something better was now her own. She 
was very proud of her lover, and, no doubt, in some gently feminine way 
showed that she was so as she made her way about among her friends at 
Stratton. Any idea that she herself was better educated, better looking, 
or more clevor than her elder sisters, and that, therefore, she was deserving 
of a higher order of husband, had never entered her mind. The Burtons 
in London, — Theodore Burton and his wife, — who knew her well, and who, 
of all the family, wore best able to appreciate her w’ortb, Ijad long been of 
opinion that she deserved some specially favoured lot in life. The 
question with them would be, whether Harry Clavering was good enough 
for her. 

Everybody at Stratton knew that she was engaged, and when they 
wished her joy she made no coy denials, llei sisters had all been engaged 
in the same way, and their marriages had gone off in regular sequence to 
their engagements. There had never been any secret with them about 
their affairs. On this matter the practice is very various among different 
people. There are families who think it almost indelicate to talk about 
marriage, as a thing actuaUy in prospect for any of their own community. 
An ordinary acquaintance would be considered to be impertinent in even 
hinting at such a thing, although the thing were an established fact. The 
engaged young ladies only whisper the news through the very depths of 
their pink note-paper, and are supposed to blush as they communicate the 
tidings by their pens, even in the retirement of their own rooms. But 
there are other families in which there is no vestige of such mystery, in 
which an engaged couple are spoken of together as openly as though they 
were already bouxfd in some sort of public partnership. In these Emilies 
the young ladies talk openly of their lovers, and gcnah^lly prefbr that 
subject of conversation to any other. Sucli a family,— a(| little mysterious, 
— so open in their arrangements, was that of the Burtons at Stratton. The 
reserve in the reserved families is usually atoned lor by the magnifioenoe 
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of the bridal arrangements, when the marriage is at last solemnized ; 
whereas, among the other set, — the people who have no reserve, — the 
marriage when it comes, is customarily an affair of much less outward 
ceremony. They are married without blast of trumpet, with very little 
profit to the confectioner, and do their honeymoon, if they do it at nil, 
with prosaic simplicity. 

Florenco had made up her mind that she v/ould be in no hurry about 
it. Harry was in a hurry; but that was a matter of course. He was a 
quick -blooded, impatient, restless being. She was slower, and more 
given to consideration. It would be better that they should wait, even if 
it were for five or six years. She had no fear of poverty for herself. 
She had lived always in a house in which money was much regarded, and 
among people who were of inexpensive habits. But such had not been 
Ills lot, and it was her duty to think of the mode of life which might suit 
him. He would not be happy as a poor man, — without comforts around 
him, which would simply be comforts to him though they would be 
luxuries to her. When her mother told her, shaking her head rather 
sorrowfully as she heard Florence talk, that she did not like long engage- 
ments, Florence would shake hers too, in playful derision, and tell her 
mother not to be so suspicious. It is not you that are going to marry 
liim, mamma.” 

“ No, my dear ; I know that. But long engagements never are good. 
And I can’t think why young people should want so many things, now, 
that they used to do without very well when I was married. When I 
went into housekeeping, we only had one girl of fifteen to do everything ; 
and we hadn’t a nursemaid regular till Theodore was born ; and there 
were three before him,” 

Florence could not say how many maid- servants Harry might wish to 
have under similar circumstances, but she was very confident that he 
would want much more attendance than her father and mother had done, 
or even than some of her brothers and sisters. Her father, when he first 
married, would not have objected, on returning home, to find his wife in 
the kitchen, looking after the progress of the dinner ; nor even would 
her brother Theodore have been made unhappy by such a circumstance. 
But Harry, she knew, would not like it ; and therefore Harry must wait. 
“ It will do him good, mamma,” said Florence. “ You can’t thii^ that 
I mean to find fault with him ; but I know that he is young ih his ways. 
He is one of those men who should not marry till they are twenty-eight, 
or thereabouts.” 

“You mean that he is unsteady ? ” 

“ No, — not unsteady. I don’t think him a bit unsteady ; but he will 
be happier single for a year or two. He hasn’t settled down to like his 
tea und toast when he is tired of his work, as a married man should do. 
Do you know that I am not sure that a little flirtation would not be Yeiy 
good for him ? ” 

“ Oh, my dear 1 
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It should be very moderute, you know.” 

“ But then, suppose it wasn’t moderate. I don’t like to sec engaged 
young men going on in tliat way. 1 suppose I’m very old-fashioned ; 
but I think wlien a young man is engaged, he ought to remember it 
and to bIioav it. It ought to make him a little serious, and he shouldn’t 
be going about like a butteifly, tliat may do just as it pleases in the 
sunshine.” 

During tlie three months which Henry remained in town before the 
Easter holidays he wrote more than once to Florence, pressing her to 
name an early day for their marriage. These letters were written, I 
think, after certain evenings spent under favourable circumstances in 
OjihIow Ciesccnt, when he was full of the merits of domestic comfort, and 
perhaps also owed some of their inspiration to tlic fact that Lady On gar 
had left London without seeing him. lie had called repeatedly in Bolton 
Street, having been specially pressed to do so by Lady Ongar, but lie 
had only once found her at home, and then a third person had been 
present. Tliis third person had l>C(‘n a lady wlio was not introduced to 
him, but he had learned from lier speccli that she was a Ij^rcigner. On 
that occasion Lady Ongar had made herself gracious and pleasant, but 
nothing bad passed whicli interested him, and, most unrea.sonal)ly, lie had 
felt himself to be provoked. Wlien next lie went to Bolton Street he 
found that Lady Ongar had left London. She had gone down to Ongar 
Park, and, as far as tlie woman at the house knew, inteudi'd to remain 
there till after Easter. Harry had some undefined idea that slie should 
not have taken such a step without telling him. Had she not declared 
to him that he was her only friend ? When a friend is going out of 
town, leaving an only friend behind, that friend ought to telliAer only 
friend what she is going to do, otherwise such a declaration of only-friend- 
ship means nothing. Such was Harry Claveiing’s reasoning, and having 
80 reasoned, he declared to himsedf that it did mean .nothing, and was very 
pressing to Florence Burton to name an early day. lie had bt^cn witli 
Cecilia, lie told lier, — he had learned to coil Mrs. Burton Cecilia in his 
letters, — and slie quite agreed with him fliaf their income W'ould be 
enough. He was to liavc two-hundred rf year Item Jiis father, liaving 
brought himself to abandon that lugh-toned resolve which ho had mode 
BOme time since that he would never draw any parf of liis income from 
the p#enUl coffers. His father liad^^ain offered and ho had accepted 
it. Old Mr. Burton was to add a VtiQ(Ired, and Horry was of opinion 
that they could do very well. Cecilia thought the same, lie Boid, and 
therefore Florence surely would not refuse. But Florence received, direct 
from Onslow Crescent, Cecilia’s own version of jpr thoughts, and did 
refuse. It may be sormised^that slie would hare refused even without 
assistance from Cecilia, for she was a young lady not of a fickle or 
changing disposition. So slie wrote to Horry with much care, and as 
her letter liad some influence on the story to bo told, the reader shall rend 
it,— if the reader so pleases. # 
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Di:ar Harry, — Stratton. March, 186 -. 

I RECEIVED your letter this morning, and answer it at once, because I know 
you will be impatient for an answer. You are impatient about things, — are you not ? 
But it was a kind, sweet, dear, generous letter, and I need not tell you now that I 
love the writer of it with all my heart, I am so glad you like Cecilia. I think she is 
the perfection of a woman. And Theodore is every bit ns good as Cecilia, though I 
know you don’t think so, hecause you don’t say so. I am always happy when I am in 
Onslow Crcbccnt. I should ha^o been there this spring, only that a certain person who 
chooses to think that his claims on me are stronger than those of any other person wishes 
me to go clsenhcrc. Mamma wishes mo to go to London also for a week, but I don’t 
want to he away from the old house too much before the final parting comes at last. 

And now about the final parting ; for I may as W'ell rush at it at onco. I need 
hardly tell you that no care for father or mother shall make mo put off my marriage. 
Of course I owe everything to you now; and os they have approved it, I have no 
light to think of them in ojiposition to }ou. And you must not suppose Uiat they 
ask me to stay. On the contrary, mamma is always telling mo that early marriages 
an best. She has sent all the birds out of the nest hot one ; and is impatient to sec 
tlint one fly away, that she may bo sure that there ia no lame one in the brood. You 
must not tlierefore think that it is momma; nor is it pajia, ns regards himself, — though 
jmpa agrees with me in thinking that w'e ought to wait a little. 

Dear Harry, you must not be angry, but I am sure tliat wo ongbt to wait Wo 
arc, both of us, young, and w'hy should wo be in a hurry ? I know what you will 
•'•ly, and of course I love you the more because you love me so well ; but I fancy that 
3 can bo quite bnppy if I can sec you two or three times in the yca?^, and hear from 
you constantly. It is so good of you to write such nice letters, and the longer they 
are the better 1 like them. Whatever yon pot in them, I like them to be ftill. I know 
1 can't wTitc nice letters injsclf, and it makes me unhappy. Unless I have got some- 
thing spccul to say, I am dumb. 

But now 1 liaAc something special to say. In spite of all that yon tell me about 
Cccihn, I do not think it would do for us to venture upon marrying yet. I know that 
you are willing to saci ifice everything, but 1 ought not on that account to accept a 
sacrifice. I could not bear to sec you poor and uncomfortable ; and wo should bo very 
poor m London now-a-doya with such an income os wo should have. If w'e were 
going to live here at Stratton perhaps wc might manage, but I feel sure that it 
would he imprudent in London. You ought not to be angry with mo for saying this, 
for I am quite ns anxious to be with you as you can possibly bo to be with mo ; only 
I can liear to look forward, and have a pleasure in feeling that nil my happiness is to 
come. 1 know 1 am right in this. Po write mo one little line to say that you ain not 
angry with your little girl. * ♦ 

1 shall be quite ready you by the 29tb. I got such a dear little note from 
Fanny the other day. 1She iiQrs that you never write to them, and she supposes that 
I have the advantage of all your energy in that ivay. I have told her that I do get 
a good deal. My brother Vrites to mo very seldom, I know ; and I get twenty letters 
from Cecilia for one scr^p ||tat Theodore e)W«cnds me. Perhaps some of^e# days 
I shall bo the chief correspondent -withrdft rectory. Fanny told me all about tho 
dresses, and I have my own qnite ready. Tve been bridesmaid to four of my own sisters, 
so I ought to know what I’m about I’ll never be bridesmaid to anybody again, after 
Fanny; but whom on earth ahall I have for myself? I think we must wait till Cissy 
and Sophy are ready. Cii0 wrote me word that you were a darling man. I don’t 
know how much of that came directly from Cissy, onftioW moah from Cecilia. 

God bless yon, dear, dearest Harry. Let me have one letter before you come to 
fetch me, and acknowledge that I am right, even if you say that I am disagreeable. 
Of course I like to think that yon want to have mo ; but, you see, one has to pay the 
penalty of being civilized. — ^Ever and always your own affectionate 

Florence Burton. 
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Harry Clavering was very angry when be got this letter. The primary 
cause of his anger was tlie fact that Florence should pretend to know what 
was better for him than he knew himself. If he was willing to encounter 
life in London on less than four hundred a year, surely she might be 
contented to try the same experiment. lie did not for a moment suspect 
that she feared for herself, but he was indignant with her because of her 
fear for him. What right had she to accuse him of w'anting to be comfort- 
able ? Had he not for her sake consented to be very uncomfortable at 
that old house at Stratton ? Was he not willing to give up his fellowship, 
and the society of Lady Ongar, and everj’thing else, for her sake ? Had 
he not show'n himself to be such a lover as there is not one in a hundred ? 
And yet she wrote and told him that it wouldn’t do for him to bo poor and 
uncomfortable ! After all that he Had done in the world, after all that he 
had gone through, it would be odd if, at this time of day, he did not know 
what was good for himself! It was in that way that he regarded Florence’s 
pertinacity. 

He was rather unhappy at this period. It seemed to him that he was 
somewhat slighted on both sides, — or, if I may say so, lesi^th ought of on 
both sides than he deserved. Had Lady Ongar remained in town, as she 
ought to have done, he would have solaced himself, and at the same time 
have revenged himaelf upon Florence, by devoting some of his spare hours 
to that lady. It was Lady Ongar’s sudden departure that had made liini 
feel that he ought to rush at once into marriage. Now he had no consola- 
tion, except tliat of complaining to Mrs. Burton, and going frequently to 
the theatre. To Mrs. Burton he did compLain a great deal, pulling her 
v/orateda and threads about the while, sitting in idlenesu w hile she was 
working, just as Theodore Burton liad predicted that he would do. 

“ I won’t have you so idle, Harry,” Mrs. Burton said to him one day. 
“ You know you ought to be at your oflBce now.” It must be admitted 
on behalf of Harry Clavering, that they who liked him, especially women, 
were able to become intimate with him very easily. He had cumfurtable, 
homely ways about him, and did not habitually give himself airs. He 
had become quite domesticated at the Burtons' house during the ten 
weeks that he had been in London, and knew his way to Onslow Crescent 
alm'ost too weU. It may, perhaps, be surmised correctly that he would 
not have gone there so frequently if Mrs. Theodore Burton had been an 
ugly woman. ^ 

It's all her fault,” said he, continuing to snip a piece of worsted with 
a pair of scissors as he spoke. “ 6he*B too prudent by half.” 

** Poor Florence I ” 

** You can’t but know that I should work three times as much if she 
liad given me a different answer. It stands to reason any man would 
work under such circumstances as that Not that I am idle, I believe. 
1 do as much os any other man about the place.” 

“ I won’t have my worsted destroyed all the same. Theodore eays 
that Florence is right.” 
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** Of course he docs ; of course he’ll say I’m wrong. I won’t ask her 
again, — that’s all.” 

“ Oh, Harry 1 don’t say that. You know you’ll ask her. You would 
, tb-morrow, if she wore here.” 

' You don’t know me, Cecilia, or you would not say so. When I have 
made up my mind to a thing, I am generally firm about it. She said 
fcotnething about two years, and I will not say a word to alter that decision. 
If it be altered, it shall be altered by her.” 

In the meantime he punished Florence by sending her no special 
aitswor to her letter. He wrote to her as usual; but he mode no reference 
to hia last proposal, nor to her refusal. She had asked him to tell her that 
he was not angry, but ho would tell her nothing of the kind. He told her 
when and where and how he would meet her, and convey her from Strat- 
ton to Clavering ; gave her some account of a play he had seen ; described 
a little dinner-party in Onslow Crescent; and told her a funny story about 
Mr. Walliker and the office at the Adelphi. But he said no word, even in 
rebuke, to her decision about their marriage. He intended that this 
should be felt to be severe, and took pleasure in the pain that he would be 
giving. Florence, when she received her letter, knew that he was sore, 
and understood thoroughly the working of his mind. “ I will comfort 
him when we are together,” she said to herself. “I will make him reason- 
iable when I see him.” It was not the way in which ho expected that his 
anger would be received. 

One day on his return homo he found n card on his table which 
surjirised him very much. It contained a name but no address, but over 
the name there was a pencil memorandum, stating that the owner of the 
enrd would call again on his return to London after Easter. The name 
on the card was that of Count Pateroff. He remembered the naUie well 
as soon as he saw it, though he had never thought of it since the solitary 
occasion on which it had been mentioned to him. Count Pateroff was the 
man who had been Lord Ongar’s friend, and respecting whom Lord 
Ongar had brought a false charge against his wife. Why should Count 
Pateroff call on him ? Why was he in England ? Whence had he 
learned the address in Bloomsbury Square? To that last question he had 
no difficulty in finding an answer. Of course he must have heard it 
from Lady Ongar. Count Pateroff had now left London 1 Had he gone 
to Ongar Park? Harry Clavering’s mind was instantly filled with 
suspicion, and he became jealous in spite of Florence Burton. Could it 
be that Lady Ongar, not yet four months a widow, was receiving at her 
house in the country this man with whose name her own had been so 
fatally joined ? If so, what could he think of such behaviour ? He waa 
very angry. He knew that he was angry, but he did not at all know 
that he was jealous. Was he not, by her own declaration to him, her 
only friend ; and as such could he entertain such a suspicion without 
anger ? » Her friend 1 ” he said to himself. « Not if she has any dealings 
whatever with that man after what she has told me of him I ” He 
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remembered at last that perhaps the tount might not bo at Ongar Park ; 
but he must, at any rate, have had some dealing with Lady Ongar or he 
would not have known the address in Bloomsbury Square. Count 
PaterofF! ”“he said, repeating the name, “ I shouldn’t wonder if I have to 
quarrel with that man.” During the whole of that night he was thinking 
of Lady Ongar. As regarded himself, he knew that he had nothing to 
offer to Lady Ongar but a brotherly friendship ; but, nevertheless, it was 
an injury to him that die should be acquainted intimately with any 
unmarried man but himself. 

On the nest day he was to go to Stratton, and in the morning a letter 
was brought to him by the postman ; a letter, or rather a very short note. 
Guildford was the postmark, and he knew at once that it was from Lady 
Ongar. 

Deaii Mu. Claverino (the note Raidb — 

1 WAS BO Borry to leave London without seeing you ; I shall be back by the 
end of April, and am keeping on the same rooms. Como to me, if you can, on the 
evening of the 30lh, after dinner, lie at last bade llcrmy to write and ask me to go 
to Clavering for the Easter week. Such a note ! I’ll diow i^yon when wc meet. 
Of course I declined. 

But I write on pnrpose to tell yon that I haic begged Count Pateroff to see you. 
I have not seen him, but I have had to write to him about things that happened in 
Florence. He has come to England chiefly with reference to the affairs of Lord Ongar. 
I want yon to hear his story. As far as I have known him he is a trath-tclling man, 
though I do not know that I am able to say much more in his favonr. 

Ever yours, J. 0. 

When he had read this ho was quite an altered man. Sec Count 
Pateroff ! Of course he would see him. What toak could be more fitting 
for a friend than this, of seeing such a man under such circumstances. 
Before be left London he wrote a note for Count Pateroff, to be given to 
the count by the people at the lodgings should he call during Harry’s 
absence from London. In this ho explained that he would be at Clavering 
for a fortnight, but expressed himself ready to come up to London at a 
day’s notice should Count Pateroff be necessitated again to leave London 
before the day named. 

he went about his business that day, and as he journeyed down to 
Stratton, he entertained much kinder ideas about Lady Ongar than he 
had previously done since seeing Count PatcrofTs card. 
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It is pop&iblo tliat Geneva may ere long become a sensitive point in 
European afliura. If we ask our readers to interest themselves in her 
politics it is because they represent the furthest advance of radicalism, 
and in her condition we can judge of some fruits of “ red” government. 

Geneva is now, as she has been for centuries, a centre of opposition 
to the past. From the time of the Albigensiari persecution to the latest 
socialist plot, she has welcomed malcontents from neighbouring countries, 
and lent a willing car to their revolutionary doctrines. No other 
population in Europe is like the mixed race of Geneva, recruited as it is 
at each outbreak of turbulent thought that troubles society. 

The chief characteristic of the refugee people that has made Geneva 
its metropolis is its passionate intelligence. Intellectual action that is 
easily roused to practical violence marks the children of men who knew 
how to sacrifice country and home to an opinion. Nor is there the 
balance of other dispositions usually present in national life, to check the 
inherent tendencies of those French, and Italian, and Geniian, and even 
English families who sought in the “ Protestant Rome ” a shelter for their 
political or religious discontent. 

Sucli a refugee people is eager to welcome any leader that can 
guide Its excess of mental energy. AYc know how Calvin curbed the 
fioc-thinkers that flocked to his model republic, and changed the “ Liber- 
tines ” of the town into Puritan dogmatizers of the straitest sort. Tlie 
fervour of Rousseau was able to rouse his formalist fellow-tradesmen 
to study of the Conirat Social. The witty impiety and luxury of 
Voltaire were clumsily imitated by the richer burghers in the intervals 
of pluses eVarmes and political tempests in a teacup. The ideologues 
of the last century found in Geneva an anvil whereon to sharpen 
the weapons which afterwards routed the unprepared and contemptuous 
feudalisms. 

We but remind our readers of the pet republic of the ency eloped istw 
that they may understand the embarrassments of her citizens when^l815 
and its restorations arrived. When the tide of French revolution had 
receded, they had to begin the world afresh with what remained to them 
of a dead past, and a keen sense of their actual destitution in the eyes of 
the neighbouring powers. Revolt from France was a new step for the 
Genevese who had long leant for support on their great neighbour ; but 
they sued often and humbly to the allied sovereigns at B^le for recognition 
in the new European family. They had become infected by English ideas 
during the Coppet opposition to Napoleon, and began to wish for 
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institutions, wLicli have proved as dangerous to them as to other races not 
of our kin. 

Of their new protectors, Alcx.indcr was the moat cordial, and he fed 
their ambition to become part of the Swiss Confederation. The interest 
taken by ilic Itnssian Emperor in the affairs of Geneva seems out of 
proportion to tljcir apparent importance ; but Russia has always con- 
cerned lierself with the revolutionary strongholds that can weaken the 
power of her military rivals. Notwithstanding AIexnnder’s supposed 
liberalism, we do not believe m the disinterestedness of his interference in 
Swiss politics. 

By n decision of the Great Powers, Geneva gained admission to the 
Helvetic League, notwithstanding the allowable bu&picion of the elder 
cantons. She is the chief town of the confederacy, but her contact has 
largely injured the ancient strength of Swiss patriotism, for bhe has proved 
lierself more likely to involve her associales in troubles, foreign and intes- 
tine, than to yield them support, moral or military. 

‘‘ Geneva ! Geneva ! One would think it was the fifih quarter of tlie 
globe,” exclaimed a weary ambassador, when Pictet Rochemont, (lie 
Genevese envoy, had at length wrung attention from tlie diplomatists 
assembled at P.iris and Turin, and gained the recognition needed for his 
republic. The more far-sighted of the citizens disliked the additional 
territory added to their 8ubuib.s, but their Swiss confederates insisted on 
a new frontier that should secure their lines of defence. Several paiishe's, 
formerly Sardinian and French, >vcrc added to the new' canton, and a 
cause for future trouble w'as ingeniously provided by Sardinia in the 
guarantees she required for the future of her ceded villages. It is signifi- 
cant that France objected to a large increase of territory for (ieneva, and 
was supported by England and Austria, wliilo Russia, with doubtful 
fnendship, urged the enlargement of ilie little State. It is said that 
when Dumont, the foremost citizen of Geneva, observed to 'J'ulleyrnnd : — 
“Ell bien, vous nous avez (lonn<i les Catholiques,” the French minister 
replied, — “ Dites plutot que nous vous nvonw donnes nux Catholiques.” 
When diplomacy bad done its work, and provided for Switzerland the 
doubtful good of guaranteed neutrality, there remained for Geneva the 
task of creating for herself a constitution. All the doctrinaires congre- 
gated on the shores of Lake Leman assisted in the labour. The popu- 
lace were docile, the time propitious, yet the scheme of government 
they drew was an acknowledged failure. Political perfection would 
seem sometimes to bo more dangerous than political laUnz fairc, Tho 
good sense of ^oroe practical citizens was necessary to remedy the errors 
of the Coppet and GenoFan purists, but it was not easy always to reconcile 
the rights of man with those of the Allie4 Powers, just then believed to 
be divine. 

Meantime, with hopeful optimism, the chiefs of the new State declared 
that their theory of rule ^ntained at least the germs of all desirable 
improvement. It was not, perhaps, displeasing to some who wished ill to 
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Republicanism, that tlie Genevese constitution also contained the germs 
of perpetual revolution. Twenty-five years, however, of political rest 
allowed such sweeping reforms in a radical sense, that the Genevese 
liberals were ^satisfied. The storms of 1830 swept by her and left her 
stationary, whether for good or evil, while the rest of Europe was shaken 
to its foundations. Yet, however pure a specimen of republican succc's, 
the city of Geneva at that time was backwaid in material improvements. 
Though it was constantly visited by travellers, and the resort of excellent 
society, the aspect of the place was not agreeable in its golden age of 
political excellence. The steamers which first brought visitors to the 
banks of the Rhone discovered their squalor. Strangers landed among 
indcsciibahle nuisances. Tlie houses of the Puritan town turned their 
worst sides to the beautiful Leman. The quays and hotels with which 
modern tourists are familiar, replace the horrors of town drains, decrepit 
foitilications, and the worst features of a river-port suhuib. The traveller 
of thiity years ago struggled with difficulty from the marshy landing- 
place to a city where he found the population crowded within venerable 
but obsolete walls. Tlie houses rose to a height only surpassed by those 
of the old town of Edinburgh. The purses as well as the prejudices of 
the house-proprietors would have sufibred by the creation of agreeable 
suburbs. “ The gradual progress based on their antecedents ” of the ruling 
elders did not contemplate the developments of modern progress. Yet it 
is clear that the Genevese acquiesced in the action of their Government. 
Fewer and fewer electors troubled themselves to vote wLen there was 
occasion. The franchise, which is supposed so necessary to modern man, 
remained unsought by many of the townspeople, though it could be pur- 
chased by payment of two sliilhngs and elevenpence. The benevolent 
aristocrats had almost a right to believe that no storm could stir the 
drowsy State. They did not imagine that a young member of one of 
the famihes received into their society had already laid a train for their 
overturn. 

The life of James Fazy, since 1830, is the history of Geneva. He has 
known how to use for liis personal ends the passionate restlessness of 
the Genevese character. A cold reception from the magnates “ du 
haut,” as the upper town is called, excited him to leave Geneva, and seek 
some mode of vengeance. He joined Carbonari and other secret societies, 
and became known as a writer in the French press. He was at the H6tel 
de Ville of Paris in 1830, when the fate of France was being deter- 
mined by a knot of journalists. Sitting round a table, they were about 
to choose from their number the chiefs of a provisional government, when 
by some chance Fazy was called away. Before his return his place 
was filled, and his chance of figuring in French politips was gone. The 
commercial system of Louis Philippe did not suit M. Fazy’s violent pro- 
jects. He returned to Geneva, and from his arrival dates the demorali- 
zation of the republic. Even if wo credit him with the patriotism he 
noisily professes, M. Fazy could not have better served than he has done 
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tbe ends of Powers that dreaded the success of tho doctrinaire republic as 
a dangerous example. 

After 1830 a “red” press was establisliccl at Geneva, and presently 
the first outbreak of “ red ” sympathies occurred. A party of Polish 
adventurers, led by the notorious General Kamorino, attempted to make 
Geneva a base for their operations against the Sardinian Government. 
The conduct of the mob that fraternized with the revolutionary strangers 
revealed the disorder that had been fomented in the republic. The 
Government lost prestige, and the blouses discovered their divine right 
to insurrection. Almost at the same time a paper was started bearing 
the significant title of L' Europe Centrah^ and which was the avowed 
organ of the “ Universal Republicans.” 'J'hcy had, under ISI. Fazy’s 
guidance, chosen Geneva as their licad-quartcrs. 

No means were left untried to disturb the feelings of the jieople, and 
jealousy of sect and cla8.s was fomented until street meetings and public- 
house debates replaced a legitimate interest in the Representative Council. 
While radicalism held assemblies in the Place of the Molard, only one 
thousand and eightj^-ninc citizens out of four thousandj^five hundred and 
forty-two paid the low tax which gave them the right to vote in tho 
Government elections. AVe need not number the many subjects of 
ingenious discontent that wcie made use of by the agitating clique. 
Every step taken by the Government, whether in paving a street or 
protecting Prince Louis Bonaparte, in the promulgation of a fast, or 
the re-arrangement of its Federal relations, was made a ground of com- 
plaint. The sympathy of the Conservatives with the Zurich dislike to 
Strauss’s professorship was condemned by the sceptical mob not less 
than the stand made by tbe Protertants “ du bout” against Catholic 
encroachment. 

Still the Government remained stable, and the good sense of the 
Genevese long refused to listen to Mazzininn doctrines, or to be led by 
M. Fazy’s unvarying eloquence. In 1833 tho republic appeared so well 
ordered that Cajitain Basil Hall exclaimed at a public dinner, “ that of nil 
llic countries he had seen, Geneva was the only one of which he desired 
to be a citizen.” Before 1841, however, the radical leader had gained 
among his adherents many well-meaning citizens, who hardly knew under 
whose flag they had enlisted. One who figured in the revolutionary 
association known in Genevese history ns “ du Trois Mars,” has since 
bitterly declared, “ In that association wc were all either hogs or geese. 
I confess I was amongst the geese.” “ Malhcureuse Genfeve,” exclaimed 
Sismondi, who lived to see his doctsinaire republic overturned by the? 
fflbrts of the Trois Mars, “ au milieu de la prosp^rite la plus brillante ice 
enfants ont a plaisir seme les haines et ila recuilleront les calamity.” 

The story of events at Geneva on the 22nd of November, 1841, is an 
instance of the alight spark that suflices to explode the passions of a mob 
when a skilful demagogue undertakes the operation. 

Some temporising reforms had been pro|K>sed in the Representative 
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Council, nnd before noon a mob nervously political had collecU'd to hear 
the decision of the rulers. Regular to formality, however, the crowd 
dispersed to their mid-day dinner. Breathing time uaa thus given to the 
council, and if they had arrived at any decision, conciliatory or repressive 
Geneva might have maintained her respectability as a modern republic, 
but the doctrinaires could not stop theorizing. “ Messieurs,” exclaimed a 
member of the assembly, “ nous sommes comme lea Grecs du bas empire 
qui discutaient sur la grAce efficace pendant que les barbares dtaient A 
h'urs portes.” The mob of eight or ten thousand returned along the steep 
streets which lead up to the town-hall, warmed by dinner and the ‘ petit 
blanc ’ dear to the Genevese workman. M. Fazy was at their head, and 
shouteJ, ‘‘ On vous leurre, Genevois ; vous serez dupes comme vous I’etes 
depuis vingt-cinq ans. II faut que cette question soit fiuie aujourd’hui. 
La force est en vos mains. Demain peut-etre il ne sera pas de m6me. 
L’occasion perdue ne sc retrouve pas. Si dans un demi-heurc les conseils 
n’ont pas vot4 nous monterons A. la Maison de Ville.” 

The representatives informed of their danger, voted a constitutional 
assembly that could ratify the people’s demands. “ Qu’est-ce que la cou- 
stituante ? ” asked one of the disorderly insui-geiits when the resignation of 
the Government was announced. C’cst la femme du President,” answered 
u J el low blouse, who had probably conic from some obscure village to swell 
the ranks of IM. Fazy’s mob. 

Constitutional assemblies were an auaebronism, however, in 1841, and 
the most extieme radical leforms, including universal sufirage, did not 
f-ecure to M. Fa/y the position he desired. “ J’aimc mes Genevois,” he 
said to his friend, Eugene Sue, yet he evidently detested all that gave 
solidity to the state he professed to serve. He aimed at levelling the 
baiiiers that separated Geneva from the European masses. Her religious 
traditions, her decencies of life, her pride of intellect and contempt for 
material glitter, he determined to destroy. “ On voudrait faire de Geneve la 
plus petite dca grandes villes,” said the distinguished Professor de la Rive, 
during the first struggles between the old and new society ; “ et ipour moi 
je pref^re qu’elle reste la plus grande des petites villes.” Supported by 
the turbulent faubourg of St. tiervais, M. Fazy prepared new weapons of 
attack against the respectable quarters of the city. He found them not 
only in the petty squabbles of the townsfolk, but also in some Federal 
questions that just then agitated Switzerland. 

The Roman Catholic citizens were irritated by the efforts of the elder 
Protestants to check their influence. The surviving politicians of 1815 
remembered Talleyrand’s warning when they admitted Savoyard villages 
to their state — “ Messieurs de Genfeve,” he said, “ desenclavent leur teni- 
toire, ct ne voient pas qu’ils enclavent leur religion.” M. Fazy used the 
ready moans of religious rancour to agitate the republic, and knew how to 
interest the mob in such alien questions as the suppression of convents in 
the distant canton of Argovie, or the residence of n Jesuit community at 
Lucerne. 
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liow far the secret societies of which M. Fazy was an active member 
harried the Federal events of 184G and 1847, it would be hard to judge ; 
but the Swiss disturbances wei e tlie first drops of the storm that devastated 
Europe in the following year. The struggle of the Sonderbund and its 
result wrought speedy mischief among the adjoining populations, and 
earned for Switzerland much suspicion and dislike from her neighbours. 
Tlie pai’t taken in the sliort war of tlio Separate League ” by Genera has 
some interest for us even now. 

We suppose that few English Itadicals would approve the action of the 
victorious cantons that were guilty, in their suppression of the rights of the 
Forest League, of the gross bullying that loreign democrats delight in. We 
cannot enter into the history of the armed opposition of tlie mountaineers 
to the incursions of the Radical free corps that swarmed into the fatherland 
of Furst and Tell from the towrns of the plain. It so hnpi)ened that the 
deciding vote on the legitimacy of their Sonderbund w'aa to be given by 
the Genevese d(^putics. They asked for instructions from their grand 
council It decided in favoui* of the freedom of the Forest cantons. Next 
day M. Fazy’s paper, the ILvue de Geneve^ appeared witif a deep mourning 
border. He convoked a meeting m the open space round the church of 
St. Gervais. “ Will you be hangers-on of the King of Sardima ? ” he cried. 
The angry exclamations of the mob satisfied him that the moment for 
insurrection had arrived. Rain coming on, he broke open tlie church 
doors, and from the clerk's desk finished his harangue. A protest against 
the decision of the Grand Council was prepared for transmission to the 
Federal Voroit, and the faubourg was prepared fur defence against any 
Government interference. Warrants for the arrest of Fuzy and two others 
were issued by the authorities to wliicli the leaders of the insurrection 
refused obedicuce, and barricades were quickly erected by the St. Gervaia 
mob to check the possible entry ot any troops. After foohsli though w ell- 
meant delay, the mihtia were ordered to destroy tlie barricades on the 
bridges ; but though a few Conservative officers led a forlorn hoj)e gallantly 
into the heart of the faubourg, the lukewarm privates did not support them. 
They fell back under a severe fire to a little temporary hospital arranged 
for the wounded, on the Conservative side^f the Rhone. The executive 
submitted to the faubourg, and next day the Molurd was the scene of a 
popular meeting, first of the kind since Fromont preached Reform in 1532. 
Tlie sovereign people took M. Fazy’s yoke upon them, and agreed to all 
his Buggestiouf. A new constitution was invented on the spot, of which 
a notable feature was the centralization of power in the bands of a clique. 
In 1815 the Great Powers had objected to a numerous representation of 
the people. It remained for M. Fazy to carry out their wishes. Ue 
established, at Geneva, the system which, whether Imperial or Ecpubjican 
in title, is dangerous to freedom. Ue changed Geneva into a place of 
political rendezvous, and imposed on the city of Calvin a dictator whose 
very profession was lawlessness. We in England may wonder that, with 
his undoubted talent os a demagogue, M. Fazy |^ould have remained 
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contented with the little field of Geneva when the platforms of 1848 
might have been accessible to him ; but Geneva is not an unimportant 
position. Count Nesselrode, writing in 1827 to the Russian envoy in 
Switzerland, desired him to observe that “ Switzerland is the key of three 
great countries.” In 1846, Geneva was the key of Switzerland. 

Once M. Ifazy, ex-editor of an obscure newspaper in Paris, had driven 
from the head of affaiis the honest and educated men who had chiefly 
erred by their anxiety for the people’s good, he used the laws and 
revenues as he chose. The events at Geneva were the preliminary 
exercise of that Republicanism which soon after swept over Europe. 
Among its earliest successes was the subjugation of the Forest cantons, 
tJuit, until then, had preserved their independence. By the new Federal 
])act that followed, the Swiss government was greatly centralized. The 
vote ol a popular assembly replaced the system by which, for any impor- 
tant Federal decision, a majority of three-fourths of the cantons was 
necessary. Popular assemblies are very manageable by dexterous agitators, 
and il' “ universal Republicanism ” demanded war, Switzerland has become 
as likely a belligerent as any other State. It is even reported that a 
military spirit is being cultivated among her citizens, whether for purposes 
of future suicide, who can say ? It is remarkable that M. Fa*y has been 
foLemost in promoting the changes that endauger Swiss neutrality and 
the safety of Geneva. 

The liist years of J\[. Fazy’s dictatorship were noted for false promises 
to the classes that supported him. To fulfil their expectations of little 
work and much pay it was necessary to incur reckless debt. At the same 
tinio the passions of the working men were roused by such language as 
the fo-llowing specimeu, not disavowed by the Radical party ; — 

“ Proletaires, vous tons qui souffrez, serrez vos rangs, void le bour- 
geois qui vieiit, arme do j)ied au cap, vous courir sus ct vous 4gorger. 
Proletaires, aux armes ! Suigiiez votre fournimeut, munissez-vous do 
cartouches, et tenez-vous j)rets I ” 

The ancient fortifications, regarded as sacred by the Conservatives, 
were given up to the picks and shovels of the “ roughs,” to whom the 
demolition was peculiarly satisftictory. The Savoy peasants were glad to 
pull down the walls that had kept them at bay in the ancient times. 
They did not equally value the free education offered to them. Whether 
or not the fault lay in the quality of the instruction provided for them, 
the proportion of cliildren taught and the average of knowledge are less 
now than in 1841. Nor have the various financial enterprises of the 
Radical government been more successful — bankruptcy and disgrace have 
fallen upon most of M. Fazy’s brilliant schemes, llis admirers point to 
the material increase of the town, yet its development has been in spite 
of his mischief. Private wealth has built the new hotels and churches, 
and a French company rules the railway terminus. But the canton has 
sunk into debt larger in proportion than that of England. M. Faay found 
a balance of four huniRed thousand francs in the State ooffeis. There is 
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now a debt of twenty-five millions, and n yearly deficit of five or six 
hundred thousnnd francs. 

The kingdom of proletaires has ruined Geneva. ‘‘ Partout oil le 
])euple r^gne,” announced M. Fiizy, “ on est labourieux et dissipe.” This 
singular theory is realized in at least its second part. The shortest walk 
in modern Geneva will reveal to a visitor groups of the sovereign people 
tipsily glorifying themselves. “ Protestant Rome,” like the frog in the 
fable, struggles to become a “ petit Paris.” It is a Paris of blouses, for 
the respectable inhabitants preserve at least in form their traditions of 
decency, and eschew the flaming quays and dusty gardens created by the 
new government. “ Calvin ne eavait pas,” writes M. Fazy in his Precis 
de Vllistoire de Geneve, “que la plus haute moralite se troiivc cachde sous 
cette ajqwencc dY'goisme et de frivolite.” Nor have the Genevese “ du 
haut ” learnt yet this lesson. The ideas of M. Fazy have been cliiefly 
developed by the swanning strangers, Fiench, German, and Italian, who 
formed the standing aimy of tl>eir dictator. Tlie appearance of Geneva 
is improved, it is true, by the levelling of the fortifications. It is now a 
handsome station for tiavellers, a convenient but very c.^tortionatc bazaar 
at the foot of tlic Alps for strangeis to visit aiid leave. But material 
progiess will not restore the character it is fast losing. The rendezvous 
of Red Republicans and foieign navvies will haidly i eplacc the ancient 
city that was a point of light to those lliroughout Europe persecuted for 
conscience’ sake. 

We in England, who are used to think of Geneva as chiefly rcmaik- 
able for its position in religious afiairs, may be surprised that the iiistiLw- 
tions of Calvin did not more largely influence the recent revolutions in 
what vas once his model theocracy. AVc need not remind our readers of 
the dogmatism which became formalism aAer the death of his successor, 
Theodore of Beza, or of the reaction which made Geneva in the last 
century a teacher of “natural” religion as understood by the French 
encyclopedists. AVe arc most of us familiar with the squalibles of Voltaire 
and Rousseau, who hoped his native republic would verify his visions of 
a world, perfect, if “ le bon Dieu ” did not interfere. Even when the 
storm of 1794 and the French occupation that followed liad passed away, 
tliere yet remained some dry bones of Calvin's ecclesiastical system. On 
the lifeless skeleton was set up a cliurch in 1816 that was W'elcomed by 
the Genevese for its traditionary respectability. But a spirit of religious 
democracy was at work, to which the Genevese Consistory offered a foolish 
resistance. It issued an unfortunate decree, whicli forbade the expression 
of some of the most impoilant Christian dogmas from the town pulpits. 
Several theological students, who were admirers of English Methodism, 
immediately separated from the established Church, and a “ revival,” led 
by Messieurs Drummond and llalldane, took place, whidi at first was 
tinged by the mysticism of Madame Krudener, the celebrated Egoriu 
of the Russian Emperor. Tliere was good reason for protest against 
the narrow scepticism of the Venerable Oomp&ny of Ocnevon Pastors/’ 
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and a free Church, strong in the profession of Calvinist orthodoxy 
gradually made good its position, and preached successfully the in- 
dividualism 'which* must accompany the early stages of dissent. The 
names of Gaussen and Merle d’Aubign^ ■are popular among English 
evangelicals ; and some years ago Malan, Felix Neff, Pyt, and their 
fellow pastors were heroes in the minds of our Low Church enthu- 
siasts. Political antipathies made the “ Morniers,” as the dissenleis 
were called, distasteful to the Genevese Conservatives, until they won 
for themselves a power that usuiped the sceptre once wielded over 
Continental Protestantism by the venerable company.” The various 
shades of opinion which exist between the communion of Plymouth 
Brethren and the stern Calvinism of Malan gathered into the present 
Eglii^e JAbre, Though the organic differences of the Free and State 
churches are in curious contrast, they now work smoothly together. 
Both keep aloof from the operations of the Radical party, yet it is plain 
that the individualist principle in a religious community corresponds to 
radicalism in pohtics. It has been strictly controlled in the Free church 
by orthodoxy of creed, but the theory of equality of grace has con- 
tributed indirectly to the craving for other equality in Radical Geneva. 
In 1846 the old establishment was declared defunct by M. F^y, without 
much opposition from its children. In the new Grand Council, of which 
he was the master, he said, “ Nous void aux chapitres des cultes. C’est 
toujours un sujet bien d^licnt, et nous avons vivement regrett6 de ue 
pouvoir Teffacer de notre constitution pour I’abandonner a la pure et 
simple direction des hommes rcligieux de tons les cultes.” The dictator 
ol’ Geneva was right m disclaiming piety for his colleagues. It seemed 
the moment for a separation of church and state ; but in that case the 
Church of Rome, backed by foreign guarantee, must have become tho 
ruling power in ecclesiastical affairs. It was then beginning to command a 
strong minority that has since proved a majority of the gross population 
of the canton. A commission appointed by the Grand Council hastily 
trenched all sectarian difficulties. It opened wide the doors of the new 
church when it declared as the distinguishing “ note” of TEglise nationale 
Piotestante, qu’elle se compose de tous les Genevois qui acceptent lea 
formes organiques de cette Eglise telles qu’elles sont institutes ci-apr^s.” 
The election of its authorities, lay and clerical, was based on universal 
suffrage. The present Church of Geneva is probably the most liberal 
specimen of multitudinism that Christendom has yet seen. Much pru- 
dence has been as yet shown by its administrators, but probably few 
Englishmen would be prepared to accept its breadth, or rather absence of 
doctrine, as their example. 

Of the eighty-three articles drawn up by the first Consistory elected 
under the new system, one only is devoted to the profession of any dogma, 
if assertion of the divine inspiration of the Bible can be called a dogma 
when the interpretation of ^ipture is unfettered. Nor is the church 
thus founded on the popular vote bound by its own decrees. Public 
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pressure might make it again Socinian, as it is just now inclining it to 
evangelical orthodoxy. It is a society for teaching, within which every 
shade of belief is admissible, and no union except that of temporal 
citizenship is required among its adherents. Progress may become as 
powerful a cry in the Consistory as it has been in the State Council, and 
we may be prepared for all that is strangest in the restless population 
trained by M. Fazy. Populai’ passion has not been lately excited on 
religious questions ; but if they aliould become useful as spurs in the hands 
of the Radical leaders, we cannot expect any other result than that the 
loosely-built State Church should be replaced by the organized power 
of Rome. Last year a bishop was consecrated by the Pope as auxiliary 
in Geneva, as if in readiness for the day when Calvin’s city shall return 
to its old allegiance. Monscigneur Mermillod, a native of his new 
bishopric, is carefully liberal in his praise of “ progress,” os becomes 
a successful man. For the recoiKjuest of Geneva seems certain wlien 
we hear that its Roman Catholic population, which even during the 
French occupation before 1815 numbered barely twcy» thousand five 
hundred souls, now amounts to over forty-two thousand, while the 
Protestants of all sorts only muster forty tliousand of the whole popu- 
lation of the canton. 

The change in the relative positions of the Roman and Genevan 
Churches is M. Fazy's tindouhted work, lie used J’rotestantism to 
crush the Forest cantons, who had not had the advantage of reading 
Eugene Sue’s Juif Errant^ and were in 181G tolerant of Jesuits. But 
when in powci M. Fazy jtctted the Savoyard and Ficnch peasants, who 
formed his pohtical reserve, and enabled him to overawe the aristocrats 
baut,” and though the Radical government boasted their irrehgion 
they countenanced the steady advance of Romanism. Tho Catliolic 
Church is now the only breakw’uter at Geneva against utter licence of 
rationalism ; for among even the theological students are many who shrug 
their shoulders at creeds, and profess no faith more stable than the 
sentimental individualism of Rcville and Scherer. They will be tlie 
future preachers of Protestantism throughout Europe, for Geneva is the 
chief seminary of the French Reformed churches. Arc our readers 
familiar with the charming writings of M. Scherer, the chief, though widely 
divei^ent disciple of Vinct of Lausomie? Sixteen years ago he held a 
professorship in the Oratoirc at Geneva, the centre of orthodox Calvinism. 
There he elaborated the thoughts which carried individualism not only 
into the forms, but into the dogmas of theology. His influence is too 
important on modem Protestantism to be hastily examined, but we quote 
a sentence that indicates how far this excellent and amiable man has 
departed from his early convictions. ** Le Biblicisme,” he declares, n’est 
pas seulement une errour th^ologique, mais aussi et surtout un fl^aU pour 
I’Egllse.*’ M. Scherer has carried with him many sincere minds and 
earnest hearts. After sixteen years of advance in his career, his criticism 
seems to become more and more destructive, and to use his own words, 
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“ un doute succede a uq autre doute comme la vague k la vague.” II y a,” 
lie writes again, “dans lea choses humaines une ccrtaine pente qu’on 
ne remonte pas.” Sad testimony from one of the most earnest and 
candid among the destroyers of the past! His words seem of special 
application to the Geneva which by many ties, though not by that of 
birth, claims him for her own. 

The unchecked triumph of M. Fazy which silenced the educated and 
richer ckibbes at Geneva, and-which reduced the Conservative minority in 
the Grand Conseil occasionally to one dissentient, was dangerous in its 
completeness. The seven rulers of the executive were unfettered by any 
external authority, for “ public opinion ” had been effectually muzzled by 
an ubiquitous press, and was checked in any revival by judicious sops, and 
even by lepre'^sion worthy of the Stuart Star Chamber. The upper class 
withdrew to their country-houses, and to the half-dozen streets where 
they congregate in the up])er towm. They looked on silently at the 
wasteful and gaudy changes going on below, carefully excluding from 
theii society 'all of opinions even tiuged with Fazyism. They no longer 
offered the same welcome to the foreigners whom they had once been 
pleased to see in their tow'n. They have been blamed for their inertness, 
but in truth it is difficult for any but Radical governments to succeed in 
any canton while the existing Federal system gives such facility for 
political iirtiigue. The good sense and disinterestedness of a whole class 
is as nothing, when some tavern orator rouses those passions which have 
bc'oii fostered by the Radical leaders. They have become, to quote a dis- 
linguibhed Genevese, I\r. Ernest Naville, ‘‘ uue flamme obscure qui 
(]e\ore la lepublique.” M. Fazy has lost influence; he may fail, as in the 
attemj)t to raise insurrection at Thonon in 1860, on the occasion of the 
French annexation, but the evils he has created live after him, nor is 
It easy to see a prosperous issue for the republic while her present con- 
stitution exists. Every year Geneva is distracted by elections that 
seem chiefly profitable to a clique of journalists and government agents. 
The legislative and executive councils are chosen in alternate years, 
BO as to multiply the orgies during which the sovereign people declares 
its will. 

A political sketch by M. Ernest Navillo of the results in Geneva of 
radicalism, contains the following description of an election, that may 
interest those who think we in England need violent changes in our system. 
“ L’41ection approchc. On rassemble les cercles de la ville ; on passe dc 
grandes revues dans les assemblies populaires ; en mime temps on court les 
campagnos. On sime les difiances; on cultive avec amour tous les genres de 
division. D’un sillon on fait un fossi : on s’effbrce de le creuser cn abime. 
On exploite les moindres incidents ; on fiiit appel k tous les iutirits, k toutes 
les passions. Dos aflSches incandescentes couvrent les murs ; les joumalistefl 
embouchent leurs plus grosses trompettes, et sonnent la charge du combat. 
C’cst alors que se font de larges plaies au corps social. Alors la religion, 
privie de son caractere nuguste, figure dans les mauoeuvres ilectorales, 
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et perd avec sa dignitc rinflucncc salutairc qu’clle doit exercer sur les 
umes. La bataille elcctorale bc livre enfin. On entend parler de 
fiaudes et dc violences. Un parti reinporte, et dans une procession 
triomphale la moiu6 du peuple se rc^jouit de cc que I’autre moiti^ 
du peuple a et6 privec de bos droits ! Chaque annee nos elections 
rechaiiHeiit les g^rniea de I’anarchie politique, et cbranlent les bases 
dc I’oidre social. Chaque ann^e nous iminolous sur I’autel des partis 
les interets de la patiic. 

“ C’est ninsi pcrisscnt les republiqucs ! Si un malheur national nous 
arrivait, si nous fiuishions par j)erdic une independancc compromise par nos 
fautes, les Strangers dii aieut ce que nous dirons aussi dans nos moments de 
calme, — ‘ 11 6tait facile de le prcivoir.’ Ce serait 14 I’oraison funcbre que 
prononcerait I’Europc aux funerailles de la viedlo lepubliqiie de Geneve.’’ 

Though the upper classes stand aloof fiom the unsavoury pit of 
Genevese politics, an opposition to the Fazy system has been gradually 
formed by the middle ranks, who distrust his honesty in money matters, 
and dread his foreign friends, whether Imperial or Mazzmian ; who do not 
see with satisfaction his conferences with Prince Napojfon and Prince 
GortschakofF, or his hurried journeys to the Tuileries. It would bc hard 
to exaggerate the practice of alternate coercion and bribery that, until last 
Novemlier, secured the Fazy government a narrow’ majoiity. For some 
time the opposition were impotcntly furious, and every variety of elec- 
tioneering corruption has been used in tlio model republic that was to 
be the first stone of the “ universal ” edifice. Kadical ngapes w ere held 
by the disturbed executive of Geneva, which by one or two of its mem- 
bers declared to its drunken admirers, that ihe upper class, no longer 
the docile “ vache a lait ” of tlio workmen, must disappear. Notwith- 
standing the Molent declamation of the government, the people began to 
Bee that tht y were being cheated and sold. “ The blind instinct of the 
jicoplc," though certainly very blind at Geneva, was roused by a significant 
fact, that will help to illustrate tlic nature of the Fazy rule. 

This tribune of the people, whose private life requiies liberal expen- 
diture, had let a floor of his house for gaming purposes. But all 
gaming establishments arc strictly forbidden by Swiss law, and as the 
** Palais Fazy ” was built on ground that a grateful people had given to their 
Ixuefactor, the ofifence was especially flagrant. Only the dictator's coun- 
tenance could shield the owner of the “ ccrcle des etrangers." In return 
a large proportion of the earnings from Tj'cnte ct quarante was paid to treat 
the sovereign mob at election times, and assist the return of M. Fazy’s 
officials. But in August, 1864, the efForts of the Badical government, 
not only to keep office, but to prevent the intrusion even of one stranger 
into their council of seven, w'ere at last unsuccessful by any means short 
of a conp-detat. Rubbery bad recourse for protectiou to assassination. 
It was startling to sec in The J'imes, a telegram announcing an insurrection 
at Geneva, — intelligent and liberal Geneva, where every vdsh of an 
aspiring democracy was gratified. The insurrection at Geneva, however, 
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would not interest us as much as a railway accident at home, if the events 
there had not betrayed a rottenness that concerns all the friends of Euro- 
pean peace. As the English and French press were not particularly 
accurate in their account of the event, it is, perhaps, worth while to sketch 
it coiiectly, however slightly. 

On Sunday, the 21st of August, 1864, an election became necessary 
to replace one of the seven conseillers d'etat who form the executive of 
Geneva. M. Challct Venel had been promoted to the Federal Council at 
Berne, And a new finance minister was required in his room. The Kadical 
party proposed M. Fazy. The Independents offered to agree to any com- 
promise sliort of his nomination, but the great man wished to resume his 
manipulation of the public accounts. The Kadical clique persisted in his 
candidatuie. 

The votes of the people were given with tolerable calm, and next 
morning the usual jury of twenty-seven citizens proceeded to examine the 
jiolJ. The duty of this jury is simply to declare the result of the voting. 
Tlic subsequent v.'ilidation or invalidation of the election is supposed to 
remain with the Grand Council, but there are many convenient uncer- 
tainties in the Genevese constitution. As it happened, seventeen of the 
twenty-seven examining jury were Fazyists. At half-past ten on Monday 
the 22 nd, a lumour issued from the electoral building that M. Fazy was 
in a majority. The government was in ecstasies. Two of its members 
embraced publicly in a cafe, and thanked Ueaven that they lived in the 
most perfect of republics. An hour later, however, it was announced to 
the iival forces of the Kadicals and Independents, that the opposition 
candidate Cliencviere had a majority of 337. The spirits of the execu- 
tive again revived, when, on a pretext since acknowledged futile, the jury, 
headed by a personal friend of M. Fazy’s, took on itself to declare the 
election void. Tlie part in the day’s woik taken by this friend, M. John 
Perrier, is noteworthy, if we couple it with his leadership of the revolu- 
tionary expedition tc Thonon in 1860, when a rout of Genevese roughs, 
armed from the government arsenal, attempted to excite the Savoy town 
against the French annexation. On that occasion, M. Perrier must have 
deserved well of the authorities, if we may judge of the impunity he has 
enjoyed bothirom Federal and cantonal justice. 

Immediately on the publication of the act of the grand bureau, which 
was in fact a coup-d^etatj several Kadical agents hurried to the faubourg 
of St. Gervais, where already it had been muttered tliat if Fazy were not 
returned, tears of blood would be shed. The Independent electors hastily 
assembled in the place of the Molard. Currying with them a copy of the 
electoral law, they went up to the town-hall to demand from the Council 
of State a declaration of the true result of the voting, and the majority 
for Chenevi^re. 

The council excused itself at first, and pleaded that it could not 
interfere with the act of the jury. The Independents grew angry, 
swore a good deal, and swarmed noisily round the i*oom, where the 
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Hadical executive were sitting. No violence, except of language, was 
used. It was finally agreed by the council that a proclamation should 
be issued simply to declare the majority for Chenevi^re, and to promise 
that the jury wliich had nullified the election should be convoked for 
further deliberation. 

It is at Geneva an ancient and usual custom to make such a proclama- 
tion public thi'ough the town, and to accompany the criers by a procession 
of those citizens interested in it. To give the act of the government a 
more solemn force, a crowd of Independents accompanied the officials who 
were to announce it. The State Council remained free and tranquil in 
their chairs at the town-hall, and the upper toum was in a repose so com- 
plete, that a tourist, ignorant of any turmoil, strolled about it spyglass 
and Murray in hand. The Independents had all gone on the walk that 
cost some of them so dear. Perfectly unarmed and in careful order they 
paraded the principal streets in a column, that was mockingly called 
“ 1 ’insurrection en promenade.” 

Meantime a hasty note had been sent by one of the State Councillor.^ 
at the town-hall to the faubourg. Its contents have remoiined a myeteiy, 
but M. Fazy W’a.s seen to come and go between the newspaper offices and 
public places of his favourite quarter. Ilia government had established 
(no one knows why) a second arsenal in the faubourg. It tvas allowed to 
be pillaged of ball cartridge ; and even cannon w'ere drawn out, so as tf) 
command the bridges by which the lndo]>cndeiits were r.i.^hly advancing 
into the Iladical stronghold. 

It is significant that w-hilc the Independents wcic Btailing on their 
procession, and while they were still in ordmly and peaceful array, a 
telegram was sent to Home, aecitsing them of having already taken up 
arms at the Molard. False witnei>a was thus ingeuiously prepared to sliow 
that they were the aggressors, and the action that M. Fazy had planned 
wn.s beforehand attributed to his political enemies. 

The assassinations that took place afterwaids were not j)erpetratcd by 
the masses of the faubourg They looked on ignorantly while some forty 
men posted themselves in readineas to attack the Indcj)endent column. 
The fighting did nctt in any %vay represent even the passions of the 
liadicals, but had all the characteristics of a pre-arranged plot, to be 
executed by a few hired bravos. Ten or twelve of the conspirators seem 
to have been enough to check the Independent procession at the first point 
of its arrest. At a given moment, to the amazement of the citizens, balls 
rattled against the Louses tliat overlooked the serried march of Chenevi^re’s 
supporters, and blood flowed on the pavement. The revolutionists who 
hud fired the volley stood aside and showed to the stricken column four, or, 
as some say, six, cannon pointed at thorn. The guns were heavily charged 
with graiKJshot, and we can hardly over-estimate the bloodshed that was 
imminent when a bystander, with rare patriotism, flung himself before the 
muzzle of one, and startled into delay the fellow whose hand was raised 
to fire it. The second gun, by ' an accident, mUacd fire. The sweeping 
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murder that would probably have entailed the destruction of the republic 
was momentarily averted. But, as it was, several citizens fell dead and 
wounded, the procession broke, and its members rushed back in frantic 
indignation to the arsenal in the upper town, to seek for arms to defend 
themselves. It seemed as if the government had almost wished to en- 
courage their revengeful impulse, for the arsenal was left in charge only 
of two policemen, who were of course powerless against the wave that 
surged up the narrow streets of the old city. Tlie magazine was instantly 
pillaged, but there were in it no cartridges. So far the Council of State, 
sitting in the neighbouring town-hall, had provided for its own safety. 
Though urgently warned of the immiUence of civil war, the executive 
left the passions of the rival parties to their unrestrained violence. Only 
late in the afternoon would they, at the instance of an Independent, send 
for the militia, who were encamped for their yearly training about two 
miles from the town. The government had not even an available drum 
to beat the gmerale. Had M. Fazy planned a battle so sanguinary 
that French troops from Gex or Annecy could alone have saved the 
town ? 

The Independents, however, in their bout* of trial showed a patriotism 
which averted further danger. “ There is enough blood shed,” said one 
of their leaders to the State Council, whom they had shut up in the town- 
hall. “ We keep you as hostages.” The measures taken to restore order 
were prompted by them, but the action of the Kadical executive, though 
walehed, 'was left free. At last the mihtia arrived, the State Council 
])]cdgod their words for the disarming of the faubourg, and the Indepen- 
dents dispersed, content to leave their cause, and the punishment of the 
Fazy street-assassins, to the Federal authorities. 

The council at Berne had been early informed by telegraph of the 
barricades and the attitude of the faubourg. Before morning, two 
thousand Vaudois marched in to preserve order. The Federal flag floated 
from the hotel of the commissioners sent to investigate the nflair, and 
Geneva was bitted for the time. For six months the town was occupied 
by a considerable Federal force, at an expense to it of five hundred 
thousand francs. The lesson would have been severe had it not been 
neutralized by ingenious intrigue — M. Fazy, who had arrived from Paris 
the day before the election, retreated to French territory after tlie events of 
the 22nd of August. From the frontier town of Gex, he announced that 
he was keeping watch on the Conservative reaction ; with tlie indifference 
of a man who has in keeping many secrets, and possesses impunity, he re-- 
fused to answer the summons of the Federal commissioner. Nor wete 
the seventeen originators of the coup-d'etat^ the Radical jury who declared 
M. Chenevi^re’s election void, disturbed by the Federal prosecution. It is 
said that M. Fdzy possessed papers that seriously compromised the Bernese 
government in the affair of Thonon, hence his safety and the indemnity of 
his faction. 

By a legal evasion there was complete failure of justice in the trial 
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of the assassius who thuH shot down peaceful citizens in the open 
streets. The Federal assize, held in the following December, was a 
solemn farce. Some scapegoats were tried, not for the crime of murder 
that had been committed, but for the political offence of impeding the 
executive in an official act. Alter n ponderous display of impartiality, 
and with much Bj)eechifying on every side, the prisoners were acquitted. 
The political parties at Geneva were indifferent to the result ; yet the 
result, in the eyes of Europe, means that in Switzerland, and particularly 
jit Geneva, there can be contrived impunity for crimes that unscrupulous 
demagogues may instigate. There is no legal check on any convulsion 
that may be planned. The constitution of the canton provides no punish- 
ment for political offences, while the Federal authorities are powerless to 
interfere in criminal coses. 

Though conservatism or reaction be impossible at Geneva, its citizens 
w'ould ill deserve their reputiition for intelligence if they had not attempted 
some opposition to the “ system” that has culminated in such an outrage. 
The state of the republic’s finances required investigation. “ Hands have 
been very free with the State chest,” a liadical official publicly admitted, 
in a late examination of some fiaud. High functionaries have been con- 
victed of habitual stealing. There lias been a system of open accounts and 
extraordinary budgets by which money disappeared without remedy. 
M. Fazy’s great work, the levelling of the fortifications, nas a heading for 
all unaccounted deficits. “ Excellence, oil porterons-nous cette somme ? ” 
became a formula in any difficulty. “ Au nivellement,” replied the chief, 
and so all discrepancies were levelled. 

It had long been a surprise to the increasing party (»f Independents that 
they could not command a majority in the elections. It was lelt that tliere 
was trickery somewhere. And trickery was easy by the Radical elective 
system. The Fazy organization almost destroyed any power of choice for 
the individual elector. No obedient tenants were ever led to the poll in 
England more despotically than the voters at Geneva. The elector was, 
and is obliged to vote for his representatives, not individually, but iu a 
mass. There are, for instance, forty-three members of the Great Council 
returned by the electoral college of the city. A li.st of names is prepared 
by the chiefs of the rival parties. The elector probably never ha^d 
of some among them, nor cares to inquire into the antecedents of others 
on tlie list presented to him; but ho must accept it, or become an enemy, 
or resign his electoral right. The lists are arranged in ingenious combi- 
nations to secure party success, and with little regard to the return of 
reaUy good representatives. So long as pink or blue triumphs, a faction 
is content and the mob cheers. The people’s real wishes are not even 
consulted by the rival cliques of newspaper editors and place-hunters. It 
bos been found by recent investigation, that to strengthen itself, the Fazy 
government fiibricated 8,000 votes, the gross number of electors being 
about 12,000. 

Meantime, the quiet but stern protest made by the superior classes at 
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Geneva nguinat the acts of their rulers was very decided. Without one 
exception, the old Conservative families of the town have held aloof from 
even casual acquaintance with the Fazy clique. Not one of his colleagues 
Iras ever been seen in a sfilon du haut.” ^ The Geneva of the De la Rives, 
the De Candolles, the Dc Saussures, cannot easily be destroyed or annexed. 

It will, for the present at least, preserve its traditions, though a French 
prefect govern in place of M. Fazy, and Monseigneur Mermillod preach 
from the pulpit of Calvin. Since 1848, the Genevese gentry have enjoyed 
a learned leisure. To an Erfglishman, whose manner of life is different, 
the pedantry of their society is half ridiculous, both in its short- 
comings and its assumptions. It really possesses many members of 
European reputation, and is not unlike a scientific and literary congress in 
iiM rejeclioii of the usual social frivolities. It affects extreme refinement 
and exclusivism. If its members, in sheer recoil from the intellectual 
austerity of its manners, wish to amuse themselves, they go to other 
countries; but gossip remains to the “ pr^cieux ” and ‘‘ pidcicuses” of the 
place as a pleasure more valuable fiom the absence of any other. There 
IS no hunting, shooting, or other healthy exercise for men, and still less for 
the womenkind “ du haut.” Enterprising youths stalk a rare woodcock 
now and then with triumph, or ride in strings along a dusty road. “ We 
sehlom use open carriages,” observed a boy of twenty. “ It h too cold in 
^v’mter, and tlicie is dew on summer evenings.” Yet the Genevese are not 
effeminate ; perhaps the bitter north wind that sweeps down their cold blue 
hike keeps their energy alive. The strength of the Genevese is, however, 
lather intellectual than physical. A continual exercise of the brain is 
cubtomary even for young men of large fortune. There is a standard of 
perfection among the travelled and cosmopolitan connoisseurs of Geneva, 
bo high that enthusiasm is checked and art is stunted for lack of frank and 
instinctive sympathy. The Genevese know too much to feel the influence 
of art. They are too omniscient for any play of the imagination, and nc 
one ever heard of a Genevese poet, whether mute or vocal. The theatres 
are abandoned to strangers and Radicals, and the rare concerts are devoted 
to learned execution of music that belongs chiefly to the distant past or cc 
the dim future. Local painters are less trammelled than musicians by 
their public, and they can send their pictures to other exhibitions than the 
little salon of Geneva. The “ cold shade ” of the aristocracy of pure 
reason need not prevent their working for Paris and Turin. Twenty 
years ago, the Genevese connoi.sseurs hoped that they possessed a school 
of painting that should still flirther spread the glories of their new Athens. 
But the painters of their school never got much further than the rock and 
fir-tree, which its founder, Culame, had immortalized. It is true that tlie 
residence of Calame, native as he was of Vaud, gave some respectability 
to the drawing-masters of Geneva, though in the higher order of artiste to 
whom our Constables, and Gainsboroughs, and Turners belong, he takes 
a low place. Calame is better known in Russia and Germany than in 
England, yet he is worthy of sympathy from the nation that first started an 
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Alpiuc club, lie supplied a want felt some twenty years ago even more than 
at present, for about that time the higher Alps fii-st began to be generally 
objects of admiiation rather than of terror. He was the first accurate 
student of the perpetual snows and higher mountain forms. Calame has 
been condemned by French critics for attempting to interpret the sublime 
and stern aspects of the upper ranges — yet he rendered at least one or two 
of the impiessions they excite. Perluaps an artist endowed with a power 
yet unknown, may some day show us the glory of those summits that even 
by their admiiera are hardly understood. Though their rendering by 
Calame wants poetry, his drawing is good of the nevd slopes and ruinous 
aiguilles of Swiss sceneiy. His picture of the Handeck Falla, in the Musd^e 
Ivath at Geneva, is eouiageous in its faithful rendering of Alpine savage- 
ness. His paintings of Mont Blanc and Monte Kosa treat the tenderly 
keen summits with firmness. Several of his disciples have estahhshed 
themselves at Geneva, and perpetuate his favourite subjects, but he was 
not a master capable of founding a scliool. Nor is the inteliecLual rejaibhc 
a place where art cim thrive, except in the persons of the nuinerous pro- 
fessors of drawing attracted by its swaniis of schools ai^l private tutors. 
The few good painters who happen to reside at Geneva, among whom 
rank first, Van Muyden, Humbert, Castan, Duval, and Hornung, exhibit 
ill the Pans salons, and rely on foreign appreciation, careless of home 
criticism. One remarkable student of glacier colour and f )rm pas.'^es his 
winters at Geneva — lua summers at Chamouiiy. We think the name ol 
Lopj>e will ere long be better known in England than it is yet. Thongli 
we are not forgetful of the eccentric efforts of Mr. Elijah Walton and 
others of oui’ ubiquitous ai-tists, to represent in the glaring style popular 
in England, the subhmity of the higher Alps, we tliiuk M. Lo])pe is tlic 
first conscientious painter who has grappled with their truths. He lias 
had strength of body and energy of will to study for weeks among tlie 
higher slopes of the Alps. By careful and prolongi'd iaboui , he has caught 
the real sentiment of the glacier world os it is seen in the rugged yet 
viscous fall of the ice-rivera, and the unearthly, deathful beauty of the 
scarcely- trodden snow valleys. He admits the public to some of the sen- 
sations that are felt in the great workshops whence flow the rivers of 
Europe, and wliere the soil of the plains is prepared for tlie use of the 
living things below'. Hu avoids the mountain panoramas which are 
outside the limits of art, aud bo has chosen rothcr to give realistic 
details of mountain form. Our readers will recognize in this sobriety of 
choice and faith, in tlie beauty of simple truth, one of the best ohariicteristics 
of French art os opjiosed to tlio gaudy trickery of our English school 
of landscape. 

It would be difllcult to exaggerate tlie activity of the little republic in 
science if she is deficient in art. She has rendered many services to 
society in its practical improvements. The first experiment in the peni- 
tentiary discipline, which has become general in Europe, was tried by 
her ; the latest effort to lessen the suffering caused by war originated at 
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Geneva, when two years ago the Great Powers held there a conference 
for organizing neutral ambulances and licensed military nurses, and 
fjiie by one agreed to the Genevese propositions. Two hundred and 
twenty societies for benevolent purposes woik with feverish energy in the 
little State. There is in it an eagerness for knowledge unusual elsewhere, 
even in our time. A fresh idea, no matter what may be its parentage, 
is caught up by the fine ladies equally as by the professors “ du haut.” 
It is assimilated or rejected with a rapidity that our English temper 
cannot follow. 

The traditions to which the older families still cling, prevent display 
of the wealth which is abundant, and for the most part safely invested in 
foieign stock. There is j)edantic affectation of contempt for mere money. 
A Pothschild or a Bemidoff may establish themselves by the gates of the 
Genevese aristocrats without welcome ; kings and princes, unless in some 
way distinguished, are liardly reckoned the equals of the chiefs of “la 
socitHe ; ” but they will receive a lising writer or a scientific celebrity to 
their intimacy. Notwithstanding the disagreeable pretension of Genevese 
nuiimers, we must respect the stand made by the upper classes against 
the vulgar materialism of modern society and its Various flunkeyisms. 
Theic are faults in the splendours of London and Paris more serious 
than the shabbincss and aficctatiou of the Genevese “ perruques.” “ Mon- 
sieur,” said, in the last century, the chief magistrate of the republic to 
the gorgeous representative of the French king, who called pompously 
for “ the people ” of his guest, “ Ne vous donnez pas tant de peine, tous 
mes gens ce sont ma Jeanne,” and ho pointed to the little maid who 
caiiied his lantern. Somewhat of this simplicity remains in the usages 
“ du liauL” Hardly a private carriage is to be met, and certainly none 
that arc well appointed, in the streets of Geneva. Liveries are seldom 
allowed even in the houses of rich men, and an English groom or footman 
in the streets has to stand a good deal of insolence from the blouses who 
look on the most respectable servants as their inferiors. It would also 
aj)peai that oiiiamcnt is as much despised by some of the modern Puritans 
of the city as in the days when their ancestors were restricted in the ampli- 
tude of their apparel and the fashion of their feasts. There is singular lack 
of beauty among the savants and savantes, and the squareness and stiffness 
of their temper might be expressed in tlieir forms. Grace is rare in a race 
that values it so slightly, and quiet ugliness is stamped on all things 
new and old. The womanliness of women is less esteemed than their 
^\ it. The domestic interests of the household, the affectionate care of an 
English mother, seem contemptible to these miniature De Staels and Du 
Deffunds. No models can painters find in the Genevese population. No 
gleams of pleasant colour greet the eye as a stranger strolls along the 
tawdry quays and plaster streets of M. Fazy’s creation, but of intellect 
the very air seems full. The beautiful public buildings meet the eye at 
every corner. Conservatoire, athenajums, museums, libraries, establish- 
menta for promoting omniscience, have been provided by rich citizens. 
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Every creed of Cliristendom is represented, from tlie glittering Greek 
church that rises hard by the old cathedral, to the towers of the new 
Notre Dame de Geneve. The Freemasons’ Hall has its Greek oblong by 
the Byzantine Jewish Synagogue. It is said that pure rationalism becomes 
sectarian and propagandist at Geneva. Mormonism, spiritualism, and other 
heathenisms are not unrepresented in the town that listens with approval 
by turns to the orthodoxy of Merle d’Aubigne and the Darwinism of 
Professor Vogt. The people are proud of their eclecticism. They aflect 
to esteem England, though with wx*ll*founded suspicion of her diplomacy. 
As befits the Latin mind, they have <jivil contempt for German confusions. 
They receive Russians, Greeks, and the dwellers in Mesopotamia, as 
Solomon might have done the apes and peacocks of the Soutli. The 
English colony lives apart, indifferent to any but the politics e.xpounded 
in The Times^ and too constant to their church, well served as it is by its 
present chaplain, to care for the ecclesiastical wars of Geneva. And what 
ha\e w’e to do, after all, with the small canker of Geneva in the European 
world? Yet it may be, after all, the “speck in gaineied fruit” which 
may seriously trouble futuie diplomacy. 

Geneva is a towm of only forty thousand inhabitants. We shall not bo 
accused of exaggerating its intellectual pre-eminence wdie^ we leinind our 
readers that from its training have issued the chiefs of French Protestant- 
ism in both extremes of Cahinisni and rationahsin. ]\Iuch that we enjoy 
most in the best French literature is from Genevese w’riters, whose nation- 
ality is lost in the Paris vorte.x. We need not remind our readers of Merle 
d’Aubigue, Gaussen, and Bungener, dear to Piotestant tiisles. Toppfer 
in Ills Messrs. Vieuxbois, Jabot and their brothers perhaps originated the 
quaint histories of Mr. Pi [>8 and others beloved in our drawdng-rooms. It is 
useless cataloguing names celebrated as aie the De la Rives, De Candolles, 
and Pictets; and the best Genevese w'riters find tinnslators in England. 
We believe even Madame de Gusparin’s somewhat breathless utterances go 
through more tlian ona edition among our sentimentalists of the evan- 
gelical school. 

In the character of the educated class of Geneva is her strength. The 
present Federal pact of Switzerland may full to pieces. The ancient tra- 
dition of France, that the Helvetic confederacy is necessary on her least 
defended frontier, may be abandoned by the Emperor, and Geneva may be 
annexed, to the injury rather than to the aggrandizement of his country ; 
but after six centuries of standard- bearing in the army of reformers, the 
educated Genevese must not abandon their post lightly. The little 
republic may have a difficult task in avoiding total destruction, for 
Montesquieu’s saying, “ Les hommes font les institutions qui foot les 
hommes,” is evidenced by the general abasement of her citizens, since the 
constitution of 1846. Everything is done, not for and by the people, but 
for and by a succession of cliques, of whom the chiefs do not always seem 
perfectly loyal to their city. The constitution imposed on Geneva by the 
able editors ” trained in France, is a nest of disputes. The support of 
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tlic alien Swiss cantons is not much looked for, in the event of fresh 
disturbances. “ Those fools of confederates,” exclaims M. Fa^y, “ aro 
behind the ago I ” The Radical demagogue has trained his followers to 
dislike the interference of Berne. 

What future remains for the ancient republic ? From the day that 
she became a political agent, she has been in danger. Political fever has 
exhausted her strength. In her delirium, we find her dreaming with the 
rest of Switzerland of a marine I That will, we presume, involve marine 
neutrality and marine guarantees, and even more dangerous diplomacy than 
that forced on her by the treaties of 1815. 

The presence of the notorious Russian incendiary Hertzen and his 
paper, the Kolokol^ still further increases the responsibilities of Geneva. 
She is a piece of tinder ready for a spark. We trust it may not ignite 
Europe, as a lucifer-inatch may set on fire a timber-yard. Even the Pope, 
the last Conservative prince in Europe, has no reason to rejoice in the 
advance at Geneva of the Roman Catholic creed. Extreme demoralisation 
has accompanied tlie success of the Ultramontane agents. ‘‘Vousallez 
voir,” said an elderly Savoyaid cur^, “ supposer que nous pronions 
Geneve, que le siege nous aura coht4 vingt millc ames.” Switzerland 
might make a gallant defence against the open attacks of her neighbours. 
She will find it hard to resist the destruction lately introduced by “ red ” 
tlieories, when Furst is replaced by Ochsenbein, and Calvin by Fazy. 
Yet Switzerland is important to European balance, and Geneva is the weak 
point of Swilzoiland. We trust the final blow may not be struck at her 
ancient liberties under pretence of “ non-intervention, ” such as that which 
in 184G betrayed the foreign cantons. “ Non-intervention,” said Talley- 
land, “ is much the same aa intervention 1 ” 
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I WAS once spinning a bait pike in a small but well-stocked river in 
Northamptonshire, and I had just taken the bait-fish in my hand to adjust 
the hooks, when a friend who considered me learned in matters of sporting 
and natural history, said snddenh' — “ Pray, what are those little black things 
floating on the water, shooting about in circles, the size ()f a split pea, there 
by the side of the stream ?” He meant the whirligig, Gtirinua Natator. 

For my own part, I had not the faiirtest notion at that time, wdiat the 
"creatures were called. I have of course taken pains to find out before ven- 
turing to ^vrite this article. But I was pre-occupied then ; I thinking 
of the bait, and whether it was any good trying that hole down by the 
little waterfall where I had a sliady sort of a run ye«terday ; and so 1 only 
answered, “ Oh, tliose are little black things that float on the water.” 

“ Ihnnk you ! ” said he. It occurred to him, perna])®, tliat he had 
told me as much when he asked the question. And yet, in my abstraction, 
I no doubt fancied tliat I had fully satisfied him. The “ little black things” 
are common enough, and I had conveyed to him that they were no curi- 
osities; but It did not strike me, till I heard his laugh, that the oracle had 
not spoken the expected words of wisdom, and that my superior information 
must have appeared to him nothing better than a sham. 

Tliis, indeed, is a ver}" simple occurrence, but I have caught myself 
telling It often as a good talc, as tlie sort of thing a man mentions at his 
own ex])ense with a fair conviction that he can afford to do so, as a funny 
exception to his general accuracy and information. 

Peojile all over the world have certainly a tendency to endow some- 
body else with the credit for possessing superior information. Very clever 
people are constantly committing themselves by the perfect reliance tliey 
place upon the opinion or advice of some contemptible quack. A man 
who has given his whole heart, and most of his life to law, theology, or tlic 
classics, will often go for information on a matter of horseflesh or farming 
to some new pretender who happens to have at command a few special and 
technical phrast*8. A man or a child may pass for an adept without much 
apprenticeship. Let him assert himself pretty loudly, and he is sure of 
listeners. I once made the acquaintance' of a very gaudy bam-door cock ; 
lie was in the habit of atnitting and crowing bis challenges all day ; but I 
regret to add that, when at last they were answered, when a neighbouring 
fowl of small stature burst upon his dunghill, he fled in the most disrepu- 
table manner, before the very faces of his hens. He had not a ha’porth of 
the pluck he bragged of. The adept sometimes is sterling enough, no doubt^ 
but frequently he is some little fool to whom accident has given a character 
for prortciency. One would think that this latter personage could only 
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retain his ascendancy amongst the very ignorant or the very loving ; i.s., 
M'ith the unsophisticated, or in the bosom of his family. These of course, 
one might imagine, would be content with a superstition, and fail to per- 
ceive the fallibility of their god. But the strange thing is, that wise men 
are so often contented to seek their information from the lips of ignorance. 

What I mean to say is this, that not only is a man who has the credit 
for being an adept looked upon from all cj^unrters with a wonderful respect, 
but that also it does not seem to be a particularly difficult matter to 
obtain that credit. In the instance which I have given of the Oyrinus 
Natatory I humbly consider that I arrogated nothing to myself: the oracle 
did not happen to be up in that subject ; and, besides, the oracle was 
busy and pie-occupied. There would have been nothing ludicrous in the 
response but for the expectation of its infallibility. But how I enjoy 
seeing a thoi’ough-paced ])retender floored I And, after mature conside- 
ration, 1 think that a mere pretender to be a judge in wine is the finest 
and the fairest game of all. Observe with what expressive silence he 
.seeks to convince you of his superior information ! He scorns to bluster 
about Ins knowledge. He covers the glass with both his hands, and sniffs 
the aroma when the wine is supposed to bo warm ; he holds the stem 
lightly between his finger and thumb, sloping the glass a little, and looks 
intently upon \\hat he conceives to be an oil) richness running down the 
siuea of the glass. Then, perhaps, he pronounces on the vintage or the 
bin, as the case may be. lie tells you that it is very fine wine indeed ; 
that it ouglit to be drunk, however, as there is a good deal of it, he 
believes, and it would be a sin to let it get passt. This, and nil the rest 
of It, winch ^vc knoAV so well by heart, he says and does. Alas 1 for his 
Bujierior information ; lor you, suspecting that he was an impostor, gave 
him a bottle out of the cask ol' something rather tawny. A little circum- 
Btance once occurred within my own knowledge, which is, perhaps, worth 
setting down here. Some gentlemen, who were either a committee, or a 
board, or a meeting, at any rate wh© had met together fery many times 
on business, determined, as such gentlemen do determine, to solace their 
anxieties with a dinner. This dinner was to be given at some first-rate 
hotel, eitler in Manchester or Liverpool, I believe. Well, as the dinner 
was to be dainty and the wines “ curious,” the original business committee 
appointed yet another committee amongst themselves, which should have 
power to choose two able and experienced men given to a familiarity with 
I’rcnch dishes, but, above and beyond all, connoisseurs in wine. As fur 
as the mere dinner went, I understand that they got on tolerably well— 
possibly their only business here consisted in approving the elaborate 
carte sent them by the cook; but the wine was a more solemn matter. A 
great responsibility rested on them. With champagne, of Qourse, they were 
safe, as the brand was a sufficient guide. Neither did they at all commit 
themselves in the matter of claret ; Lafitte and a heavy price carried them 
through. But with port wine they found some difficulty, and their opinions 
were divided. It grew dark as they argued and tasted, and lights were 
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brought. They were left alone in the room at last with port and sherry ; 
and when at length the time came for these superiorly-informed beings, 
these, the elect of the committee, to produce the port which they had 
chosen out of so many samples, lo ! and behold I it was brown sherry. 

Now, 1 wonder if I may say, without disrespect to the clergy, that it is 
very seldom I obtain from the pulpit the information which I desire. 
That information ought to be superior, because it commonly comes from 
educated gentlemen, and always from those who are supposed to have 
made its subject their special study. Sometimes it is superior; it is 
better than one’s o^^n, I mean ; it is as good as the pages of a book. It is 
a common and a hateful fault ; it is a silly and a disreputable fashion, 
which reviles the clergy of these kingdoms. With the e.vcci)tion pci haps 
of the bar, there is no profession whose membcTs are so well informed as 
those of the clerical. And yet how frequently is one ashamed of the 
sermon, and indirectly of the clergyman who preaches it ! Very often his 
superior iiiform.ation is taken wholesale and ^\o^d for word from somebody 
clse’s printed sermon ; occasionally he only steals the skeleton and the 
thoughts ; sometimes he borrows a friend’s hicubrationf^and, in that way, 
very possibly gives us the benefit of thoughts twice stolen. But I am 
very seriously afraid that the most common practice is to contrive by Bome 
means to do without any thoughts at all. This is a pity and distic.ssing. 
It 18 pretentious and unfair, and an abuse of confidence, for a man to dress 
himself up in a silk gown and walk solemnly along an aisle, and slowly u]) 
some steps, conducted by another man with a red collar and a blue stick 
with gilding at the top, when he has got nothing to say. The public have 
l>ecn saying their prayers, and arc quite contented to let well alone ; they 
are ready to leave the church with reverential thoughts and good desires; 
they are not exorbitant in their demands, and really don’t wont to trouble 
anybody for anything more. But when the responsible parties ofl’er to 
begin again, wlien they tacitly assure us that there is yet another matter 
worth staying for, and when this other matter is usliered in with the 
pomp and promise mentioned aljove, it does seem reasonable that some 
effort sliould be made to rise above rigmarole, and to present something 
of a higher character than the most vapid platitudes. And yet there is in 
the depths a deqxir still. However annoying it may be to have a string 
of unmeaning sentences forced upon you, it is much more annoying, and 
1 think irritating, to have some ridiculous truism recommended to your 
understanding with as much circumstance and show os if it were a recent 
discovery in polemics, or an important tnesfinge from Heaven. Worst of all 
is that explanation which socks to recommend itself by its condesoension, 
which is supposed to come from a great mind to a very narrow one, which 
cWitably amplifies matters in order to make them easy. Thus, I once 
heard with my own ears a piece of superior information which made them 
tingle, and surely nothing less than tlie reticence of good manners could 
have saved the congregation from committing themselves in shouts of 
laughter. “ As it were a young lion lurking in secret,” flftid the preacher ; 
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“that is, my brethren,” he kindly continued^ “a lion 'in the bloom of 
youth.” O ye gods'I a rosy-cheeked lion, a blushing lion I And yet he 
never saw t^e incongruity, but thought in his heart that he had inide 
matters clear and comfortable to our comprehensions. 

Perhaps, as a matter of fact, every o^e is better informed tlian his 
ftllow upon some point, and every one therefore who can speak oi* write i^ 
capable of conveying information. But let us take care that the man to 
whom we go is a stiling man, a genuine professor of the subject on which 
we consult him. N6 one surely who wisW to learn how to milk a cow 
would apply to the school-girl who was passing through a course of in- 
struction, but to the milkmaid herself. Neither would a reasonable maij* 
'who desijcd to become acquainted with top-dressing and turnips inquire 
of any other than an experienced farmer. But from these, undoubtedly, 
a great deal might be learned. The relative value of a knowledge of the 
classics and a knowledge of milking or of agriculture has littjfi to do witli 
the fact that farmer and classic have each a very considerable amount of 
hnoi\ ledge which the other does not possess. The presence of superior 
information on one side is as clear as its presence on the other; and no 
one, however learned, who will condescend to ask questions, can go 
through the world without confessing that he becomes a wiser man almost 
eveiy day of his life. 

I think we deceive ourselves wretchedly about the amount and value 
of our information. General knowledge is exceedingly superficial with 
the mass of “ educated people,” though they may be, perhaps, the last to 
think so. We take our acquirement too much for granted. Most of us, 
])tihap 3 , know how far Mercury is from the sun ; that the peregrine falcon 
changes tJie colour and markings of her plumage after the first moult, and 
that flint 18 one of the primitive earths. But should we be able to endure 
one of the great tests of a thorough soundness ; to answer, ofiT-hond, the 
searching, though simple, questions of a child in the easy rudiments of 
astronomy, ornithology, or geology ? However, men will gild an orna- 
ment when they cannot afford a golden one ; and we are all ready enough 
to assert ourselves in matters of information : we don’t let the world cate 
us at too low an estimate. The best of us tag on a bit of tinsel some-' 
times. We all do it, — ^from the man who “ orams” his conversation, to 
him who IS only silent in order that he may appear to know. And really, 
after all, there is nothing very alarming in all this. There is often much 
less hypocrisy In it than in the conventional Good morning ; ” and if a 
man will only refrain from irritating his fellow-credtures, by 
their boundless ignorance in the explanation be offers t)iem on matters 
which are patent to mankind ; if he will avoid, as ffmas possible, flouriahiugl 
his superior information in their &ces when they least desire it ; if ho Vi)il 
not profess a profound acquaintance with matters of whioh be is oitirelj 
ignorant, we shall all jog on very comfortably, either in our leanung or 
our ignorance ; for, whatever else we may lack or possess, there wiU at 
least be the happy presence of that invaluable companion, good-^bumour*. 

VOL. xni. — NO. 76. 21, 
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What is at present styled cultui'e must always have existed among men as 
a practice, but the idea of it is now for the first tiqie struggling into definite 
shape as a doctrine. Even yet it has not, so far as I know, been strictly 
formulated, but the human intellect in Europe is gradually realizing it ; 
and when this is done, a striking addition ^\lll have been made to our 
intellectual notions. It would be hard to overrate the importance of this 
fact, for the likelihood is, that new stars appear in the sky oftencr than 
new doctrines dawn upon men’s minds. There is something, too, very 
peculiar in this case, from the circumstance that the idea has suggested 
itself generally, and has had no apostle. Goethe’s name is the one most 
prominently connected with it ; but that was owing to his notably prac- 
tising it as an art, rather-than his revealing it as a science. As we have 
said, this latter has not been done even yet, and, possibly, it is still too 
early for any successful attempt at it. Wc can only adurnbiatc the doc- 
trine, so to speak. Its speciality, I conceive, is ihis, that it uiges to a 
conscious conduct of life in which goodness is no longer the final object. 
A fresh department of behaviour is visibly thrown open, in the case of 
which the common virtues are not specifically relevant ^ a higher branch of 
morals is instituted, in which the factors are not justice and trutli, but a set 
of artistic sensibilities. The preliminary explanation of this is, that the 
doctrine does not, in the first instance, refer to overt acts, but to exjieii- 
cnce of another kind ; until recently, this latter portion of human exist- 
ence has been theorcticaUy Overlooked, though, of course, it could never 
be practically ignored. Ethical teaching has restricted itself to enforcing 
honesty and generosity, but these obligations only bear upon our relations 
,to our fellows. AVhat has generosity to do with our admiration of a work 
of art, or honesty with eur thrills in presence of a sunset ? The duties in 
this interior sphere of our lives are to ourselves, not to others ; and the sug- 
gestions offering as to their nature are so novel, that intelligible description 
is hardly to be essayed. We moderns find ourselves under subtle obliga- 
tions to be this and that, instead of the ancient and more tangible ones of, 
to do such gnd such thinj^s ; .and the only answer we get to the question 
of how this oaD be effected is, by culture. Mere correctness of living, 
accordiug to this neW view, goes only part way ; you must not only bo 
good but capable ; and the last, worst sin ^ all is impotency to enjoy ! 

The mental notion underlying this doctrine of culture, appears to be 
this, that our emptional experience is the final fact cf life, in re&renoe to 
which the virtues and everything else need only be considered as means; 
and, further, that wo paay chiefly determine the character of this expe* 
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rionce for ourselves by the consciously controlled use of our emotions. 
To this we must add the implied discovery of the importantj distinction, 
that our expeiience divides into two classes, the one of which may be 
called transitive, and the other intransitive ; that is to say, in the former 
case the behaviour expresses itself in overt action, while in the latter case 
the experience is wholly passive. It is to these last-named states of mind 
that culture applies ; and it holds the same position in reference to them 
tlint morality does in relation to practical" conduct. The intransitive has 
always necessarily been a wider and more important sphere of life than 
the transitive, for in the mundane arrangement of things, opportunities 
for overt action present themselves very sluggishly and sparsely contrasted 
with the quick and continuous action of the feelings ; and although in 
modern times the world grows busier than of old, civilization progres- 
sively multiplying the active opportunities, still the intransitive region 
has extended itself upon a larger scale than the transitive. Our ideas and 
feelings are in more striking disproportion to our doings than ever; and 
it may be this fact which has forced upon us the idea of culture as a 
doctrine. Religious contemplation used to be the only opening for culture, 
in addition to the delight oflered by the Fine Arts, but a fresh domain 
has been added by modern physical science, its disclosures pressing even 
the intellect into this service by the sheer grandeur of our mental con- 
ceptions of the world we find ourselves in. The field of our knowledge, 
owing to the revelations of the telescope, the microscope, chemical 
analysis, scientific classification, as in the case of geology, and the 
increasing stores of information resulting from foreign travel an(k inter- 
national intercourse, is extended far beyond thq possibilities or heeds 
of the practical conduct. The heavens and tlie earth are opened to 
us, new constellations of discoveries ever aiising, which stirlle ns with 
feelings of surprise and joy, underneath which- we ■^havo simply to sit 
still. Something very nearly akin to this may even now be $aid 
of the way in which ^re affected by the spectacle of. the wonders 
which man himself achieves by the aid of present scienti'fic appliances. 
Our contemplation of modern constructive and manufiicturing feats, 
and of the control we are obtaining over elementary forces, is in 
itself an additional means of a more liberal culture, since the intran- 
sitive feelings are now often aroused by it, and that very acutely. 
But, perhaps^ a still more striking instance of the enlargement of the 
sphere of culture in recent times remains to be noted* The ancients, a.s 
it 'has often been remarked, had no school of landscapc-paintipg, and there 
are few traces among theqa of anythii;g answering to that intense feeling 
which we now call by the name of a love of Ntfinre. , *It ia ^pi6t to be 
supposed, for we have prooft ^ tlto contrary, that the Greeks, ^bl^ e:tan|ple, 
did not feel some emotion at the sight of the quiet sea, or when standing 
under the arch of the midnight sky ; but there is no e-Hdence whatever 
that this feeling was cultivated designedly, only for tfce enjoyment of it. 
Now, however, men deliberately makci^journeya across the v^orld to bear 
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the thunder of a cataract, and watch the shiftings of its intermingling 
rainbows in the white horizon of spray ; they laboriously, and at risk of 
personal safety, climb mountains at midnight, to await the uprising of the 
sun : valleys, dales, and hills have rival reputations, just as beautiful 
women have, and worshippers seek them from far and near. There is 
scarcely a hidden brook which has not its pilgrim adorer, or a stray 
flower without some devotee. In these instances, it is not knowledge 
which is the means of the experience, but only a sort of sensuous obser- 
vation. This may now and again, and with more or less completeness, 
run into a contemplation of the power, wisdom, and goodness displayed, 
but tliat is ^ot a necessary consequence. 

What we have hitherto mentioned, may be described as new, additional 
departments of culture, arising out of the fresh circumstantial arrange- 
ments of modern life ; but literature has always been held a chief means 
of culture, the poets and the story-tellers everywhere appearing from 
the earliest times. If, however, not a fresli apjdiancc, still the modern 
development of literatpre amounts to an enormous increase of the 
influence of this old agency. Let it be borne in mind tljjit all writings 
read for the mere enjoyment furnibhed in the reading are instruments ol’ 
culture, and of no use further ; and, then, let it be imagined to what 
extent this practice is carried in these days, w’hen every person, by the 
general diffusion of the art of reading, is his own story-teller. The 
printing-press has now placed the Book in all hands, and by means of it, 
in the recurring pauses of business, on the heartli, in the railway 
caniage, aboard the ship, we are ever using our emotions artificially, A 
special criticism is alsq suggested here. lu past times, even the most 
poetical romance was understood to have a body of fact in it, but now we 
have got to avowed fiction, all pretence of actual reality being wilfully 
thrown aside. Very soon it cannot but be recognized, even popularly, 
that our modem general literature, of which the J^ovel is becoming more 
and more the typ^, k only a gigantic machinery for the enjoyment of the 
feelings. The reading^ lof fiction is not the highest form of culture, 
since, owing to the emotions being mainly aroused by sight of personal 
vicissitudes, the feelings have a tendency to specifically define themselves, 
and to point towards action ; but this is now greatly, and increasingly, 
checked by the knowledge that pure fiction is practised ; and thus the 
transitive feelings may almost be said to form intransitive habits, again 
widening the sphere of culture, although iu a lower range. A further 
illustration of the extension of culture as a practice is furnished by the 
ever-growing popularly of musie. Already by the aid of the modem 
pianoferto instrumenttt music is almost perpetual and omnipresent. But 
all th6 agencies alluded to may be dgased Ipgether os exemplifying the 
fiut developing habit of relying upon artificial arrangements of oircum- 
sUmoes for the exeroise of our emotional capabiiitiei. This praorioe has 
DOW reached a point at which it is almost matter of neoessify that it' should 
force upon us a mental coneeftion^cf culiune oa a doqtrine. 
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Has culture dangers ? Some of those who have moat clearly 
^erceived the growing tendency towards it, express strange apprehensions. 
The risk of it appears to lie. in a certain i^eflex bearing it may have upon 
3iir practical lives. When the notion is fully realized that selected and 
irtificial airangements are better for the purposes of emotion than actual 
iircumstancfes, will fixedness of principles be observed ? If goodness 
s no longer held t<r be an end in itself, but only useful as a means 
or securing a result in our 'experience,' may not justice and honour 
30 me to be regarded as rude,, provisional rules, only , absolutely cbli- 
Tatory during the infantage of men, before they had arrived at an 
ntclligent discretion of expediency ? May men seek to pick and 
3hoose, to re-arrange and select in the practical as well as the 
ideal life, having reference simply to emotional gratifications ? Will 
the sense of duty be transformed from the recognition of a positive and 
outward obligation into a mere feeling of an inward impulse, without 
fixedness, but changing and varying with the mOod ? May not persons 
L'ven be tempted designedly to exhaust the varieties of conduct, for the 
very purpose of testing the possibilities of experience ; each one again 
plucking for himself the fatal apple of the dread tree of life, fi'om th©;old 
fascinating curiosity of distinguishing good.and «vil ? These aie disturb- 
ing questions, and the more so since there seems tto be soiiie evidence 
pointing in favour of the more startling answer. Even in religious 
matters, where individual conviction has the , Severest sway, a kind of 
Laxncss of denominational principles is showing itself. In all quarters 
tlie talk is now of union,” and the desire for that appears to be rising 
above the claims of distinctive belief ; an impatience is evinced that con- 
siderations of abstract truth should stand in the way of social intercourse. 
Does not, it may be asked, this indicate a dilapidation of the conscience ? 
Ib it not likely that vigorous, healthy morality will be exchanged for a 
weak and morbid sentimentalism ? It may be well, however, to rememljer 
that a new doctrine is certain to start fears of this"* kind, merely by its 
being new. Christianity itself, for instance, which was most eshentially 
a new religious cult, must have raised among the believers -in the Law 
very unsettling questions much akin to these. Some "passages ©f St. Paul’s 
Epistles set at nought all positive prescriptions in favour of an emotional 
state of mind ; but the new motives, intangible as they^mlght at first 
appear, proved themselviea fully adequate in practice. The reassuring 
guarantee, however, is, that .the'^foelings which actuate the practical life 
cannot be greatly interfered with by ideal culfure ; th^y will not allow of 
much meddling with in an experimental way : while nobody in their 
Biine wits can doubt that they can only be efficiently exercised according 
to the old-fashioned rules of positive morality, wtich arp thus quite safe 
against being imagined away. The culture of the intransitive and 
ti-ansltive feelings does not .proceed m the same way.noi by similar means. 
It is a man’s own acts, and his personal relationships towards other indi- 
viduals, which fix and Regulate the lAtter; tod those doings, to turn out 
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well, must be guided by the se^ commonplace rules rirtue. No doubt 
tbe old choice of wickedness or goodness will always lie before a man, 
and if he prefers illicit gratifications, he mjiy enjoy them by neglect- 
ing virtue ; but he will never be able to secure the delights of 
'irtue by practising vice. No possible kind of culture can confuse 
experience in that way ; so that it is hard to see where the actual danger 
is to arise. 

We fancy that even the doctrinal laxuess of the present day may be 
explained on specific grounds, without considering it an omen of the 
permanent relinquishment of the love of abstract truth, under tlie in- 
fluence of misdirected . culture. Denominational exclusiveness, with its 
consequent sense of superiority, used to bring into play a special emotion ; 
but that feeling would seem to have grown stale for the present, and men 
now find an emotional gratification in cultivating union. Possibly the 
complacency of this charity will in time fail along with its novelty ; and 
then men may withdraw again into the exclusiveness of opposing sections 
for the enjoyment of the other feeling. But culture proper has no neces- 
sary connection with this class of emotions at all; thty^re decidedly 
.transitive, and are governed by different motives. The noticeable ten- 
dency toward ritualism setting in of late years is much more clearly con- 
nected with the recent systematic development of culture ; for much of the 
feeling it awakens is intransitive, though some of it is not ; but here 
again, the mere lapse of time since the disuse of the practices now re- 
sumed may have something to do with the matter; owing, that is, to the 
necessity for change of custom at historic intervals for the roinvigoratiou 
of tlie emotions. This influence of the feelings on the vicissitudes of con- 
troversy, opart from intellectual necessities, has never been fully investi- 
gateil. Its clear understanding would, I feel assured, explain the direction 
of many of our present activities, religious, social, and political; and 
would also, it is not improbable, enable us to predict new diversions of 
our energies. But this can in no way be properly called culture, for it 
does not admit of conscious individual practice ; it depends on tbe passage 
of long periods of time, and the spontaneous impulse of masses of people. 
On the whole, therefore, 1 see little fear of the present increasing and pro* 
gressive culture unsettling common morality ; the two spheres are dis- 
tinct, and never can be more than very temporarily and very slightly 
oonfused. At present, this may be a little the case, but the better appre- 
hending of tuUnre as a doctrine will be oertain to correct it ; while by 
tbe practice Of it in tie additional fields of contemplation modem times 
Are throwing opcBi human life will be greatly enhohed. 
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Book the Fifth. 


CHAPTER I — continued . 

Miss G^wilt’s Diary. 


W' 


O 


^ ^ ^ \ CTOBlpR lOth. — Two days 

V ^.xkx'^v il H ■ missed out of my Diary I I 

can hardly tell why, unless at 
IB that Armadale irritates me 
beyond all enduiance. The 
mere sight of him takes me 
back ^ Thorpe- Ambrose. I 
1 I fane/ 1 must have been afraid 
of what I might write about 
/V him, in the course of the last 
j two days, if I indulged myself 
in the dangerous luxury of 
opening §iese pages. 

“ This morning, I am afraid 
jof nothing — and I take up my 
pen again accordingly. 

** Is there any limit, I wonder^ 
, to the brutish stupidity of some 
men?^ I thought I liad dis- 
covered Armadale's limit when 
I was his neighbour in Norfolk 
— but my later experience at 
Naples shows me that I was 
nTong. He is perpetually in and out of this house (crossing over to us 
in a boat frnm the hotel at §apta X^ugia, ^where he sleeps) ; and hh has 
exactly two subjects of conversation-^-the yacht for sale in the harbour 
here, andjiliss Milroy, Yes ! ke selects he as the confidante of his <^voted 
attachment to the major’s daughter I <It'8 so ni^ to talk 'to a woman, 
about it 1 * Thai is ^ the kpqlogy he has thought it neoessmy to mal^ 
for appealing to my symp^j^ues — tny. gympathies I— pn therfu^ect qf * ^ 
darling Neelie,’ fifty times a day. He is evidently pemiaM (if he thiaka 
about it at all) that I have forgotten, oompletdj w ha^jw fcigotten, 
all that once passed between ug, when I was fiiat at Thei|>e-Axabroge. 
Swjh an ntter want of the commonest delicacy and tha commonest tao^ ih 
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a creature who is, to all appearance, possessed of a skin, and not a hide, 
and who does, unless my cars deceive me, talk, and not bray, is really 
quite incredible when one comes to think of it. But it is, for all that, 
quite true. He asked me — he actually asked me, last night — how many 
hundreds a year the wife of a rich man could spend on her dress. ‘ Don’t 
put it loo low,’ the idiot added, with his intolerable grin. ‘ Neelie shall 
be one of the best-dressed women in England when I have married her.’ 
And this to me, after having had him at my feet, and then losing him 
again through ]^IiRS Milroy ! This to me, with an Alpaca gown on, and a 
husband whose income must be helped by a newspaper I 

“ I had better not dwell on it any longer. I had better think and 
write of something else. 

“ The yacht. As a relief from heai-ing about Miss Milroy, I declare 
the yacht in the harbour is quite an interesting subject to me ! She (the 
m#n call a vessel * She ; ’ and I stqppose if the women took an interest in 
such things, they would call a vessel ‘ He ’) ; she is a beautiful model ; 
and hor ‘ top-sides ’ (whatever they may be) are especially distinguished 
by being built of mahogany. But, with these merits, she firs the defect, 
on the other hand^ of being old — -which is a sad drawback — and the crew 
and the sailing-master have been ^ paid off,’ and sent home to England — 
which is additionally distressing. Still, if a new crew and a new sailing- 
master oan be picked up here, such a beautiful creature (with all her 
drawbacks) is not to. be despised. It might answer to hire her for a 
cruise, and to.sce how* she behaves. (If she is of my mind, her behaviour 
will rather astonish her new master 1) The cruifte will determine what 
faults she has, and what repairs, through the unlucky circumstance of her 
age, she really stands in need' of. And then it will be time to settle, 
whether to buy her 'outright or not. Such is Armadale^s conversation, 
when he is not talking of * his darling Neelie.’ And Jjlidwlnter, w4io can 
steal no time from his newspaper work, for his wife, Can stoaT hours for 
his friend, and can offer them unreservedly to my irresistible rival, the 
new yacht. 

“ I shall write no more, to-day. If so ladylike a person as I am 
' could feel a tigerish tingling all over her to the very tips of her fingers, 
I should suspect myself of being in that condition at the present moment. 
Bat, with my manners and acconipiiehmente, the thing is, of course, out 
of the question. We all know that a lady bos ho passtens. 

‘ ** October 17th, — letter for Midwinter this morning, from the slave- 
owners — I mean the ucwspapeivpeople in London — which tuts set him at 
work again harder than ever. A ^iak at luncheon-time, and another 
visit att diniieT<Hfeime from Armadale." kCbni^er&tion at luncheon abemt the 
yn^t. OottvenattOQ at dinner about Miss Milroy. 1 have been honoui^ed, 
in regard to^lhat lady, by invithtion to go with Armadale to- 

morrow to tlm Toledo, <md help him to buy some presents for the bdoved 
object. I didn’t fif nut at him— 1 only made an excuse. Can word* 
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express the astonishment I feoi at my own patienoo ? No vrdrds con 
express it. 

* “ October l^tlu — Armadale came to breakfast this morning, by way of 
catching Midwinter before he shuts himself up over his work. 

“ Conversation the same as yesterday’s conversation at lunch. 
Armadale has made his bargain with the agent for hiring the *yacht. 
The agent (compassionating his total ignorance of the language) has 
helped him to find an interpreter, but can’t help him to find a crew. 
Tlie interpreter is civil and willing, but doesn’t understand the sea. 
Midw inter’s assistance is indispensable ; and Midwinter is requested (and 
consents !) to work harder than ever, so as to make tipie for helping his 
friend. When the crew is found, the merits and defects of the vessel 
aie to be tried by a cruise to Sicily, with Midwintei* on board to give his 
opinion. Lastly (in case she should feel lonely), ^.the ladies’ cabin is m6at 
obligingly placed at the disposal of Midwinter’s wife. All this was settled 
at the breakfast-tabic ; and it ended with oi^e of Armadale’s neatly-turned 
compliments, addressed to myself:-— ‘I mean to take Neelie sailing with 
mo, when we are manied. And you have such good taste, you will be able 
to tell me everything the ladies’ cabin wants between that time and this.’ 

“ If some women bring such men as this into the world, ought other 
women to allow them to live ? It is a matter of opinion. I think not. 

“ What maddens me, is to see, as I do see plainly, that Midwinter - 
finds in Armadale’s company, and in Armadale’s new yacht, a refuge from 
me. He is always in better spirits when Armadale is here. He forgets 
me in Armadale almost as completely as he forgets me in Ins work. And 
I bear it 1 What a pattern wife, what an excellent Chi istian I am I 

“ October X^th. — Nothing new. Yesterday over again. 

“ October 20tli. — One piece of news. Midwinter is suffering from 
nervous headache ; and is working in spite of it, to make time for his 
holiday with his friend, 

“ October 2lst. — Midwinter is worse. Angry and wild and Unapproach- 
ablC) ailer two bad nights, and two uninterrupted days at his desk. ‘Under 
any other citcumptances he would take the warning, and leave off. But 
nothing warns him now. He ia still working as haid as ever, for Arma- 
dale’s sake. How ^;fiuch longer will my patience last ? 

“ October 2Snd.— Signs, last night, that Midwinter ia taxing his bfains 
beyond what his brains ifrill beaj. . When he did fi^l aeleep, he wns^ 
frightfully restless ; groaning and talk^g and grinding his teethj^ From 
some of the words I heard, he Beamed at one time to be driammg of hia 
life when he was a boy, roaming .the qountry withjfte dancing dog^ At 
another tiire he was back again Mth Armadale, ^ night qn 

thq wrecked ship. Towards the early morning houroj ha grew Q^eter. “ J 
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fell asleep ; and, waking after a short interval, found myself alone. My 
first glance round showed me a light burning in Midwinter’s dressing- 
room. I rose softly, and went to look at him. 

‘‘ Ho was seated in the great ugly old-fashioned chair, which I 
ordered to be removed into the dressing-room out of the way, when we 
first came here. His bead lay back, and one of his hands hung listlessly 
over the arm of the chair. The other hand was on his lap. I stole a 
liltle nearer,* and saw that exhaustion had overpoweied him, while he was 
either reading or writing^ — for there were books, pens, ink, and paper on 
the table before him. What had he got up to do secretly, at that hour of 
the morning ? I looked closer at the papers on the table. They were all 
neatly folded (as he usually keeps them), with one exception — and that 
exception, lying open on the rest, was Mr. Brock’s letter. 

“ I looked round at him again, after making this discovery, and then 
noticed for the first time another written paper, lying under the hand that 
rested on his lap. There was no moving it away without the lisk of 
waking him. Part of the open manuscript, however, was n^t covered by 
his hand. I looked at it to see what he had secretly stolen away to read, 
besides Mr. Brock’s letter — and made out enough to tell me that it was 
i)\c Narrative of Armadale’s Dream. 

“ That second discovery sent me back at once to my bed — with some- 
thing serious to think of. 

“ Travelling through France, on our way to this place, MIdwinter'K 
shyness was conquered for once, by a very pleasant man — an Irish doctor 
— whom we met in the railway carriage, and who quite insisted on being 
friendly and sociable with us all through the day’s journey. Fiftdmg that 
Midwinter was devoting himself to literary pursuits, our travelling com- 
panion warned him not to pass too many liours together at his desk. 
^ Your face tells me more than you think,’ the doctor said. ‘ If you are 
ever tempted to overwork your brain, you will feel it sooner than most 
“men. Wlietl you find your nerves playing you strange tricks, don’t 
neglect the W'arning — drop your pen.* 

“After my last night’s discovery in the dressing-room, it looks as if 
Midwinter’s nerves were beginning already to justify the doctor’s opinion 
of th^oi If one of the tricks they are playing him, is the trick of tor- 
menting him ^ain with his old superstitious terrors, there will be a 
change in our lives here before long. I shall ^ai( curiously to see 
whether the convictioh that we two are destined to bring fatal danger 
to Armadale, takes possession of Midwinter’s mind oneo more. If it does, 
I know what will happen. He will not stir a stSp towards helping his 
friend to find a csew fo^ the yacht ; and be will Certainly refuse to sail 

with Anoidale, or ^ let me sail with him, on the trial cruise. 

# 

“ October 23rd. — Mr. Brock’s letter has, apparently, not lost its influence 
yet. Midwinter is working again to-day, and is as anxious as mr fbr the 
holiday-time that he is to ]^Bss with hie \ 







“ Two o'clock . — Armadale here as usual ; eager to know when Mid- 
winter will be at his service. No definite answer to be given to the 
question yet — seeing that it all ^ depends on Midwinter’s capacity to 
continue at his desk. Armadale sat down disappointed — he yawned, 
and put his great clumsy hands in his pockets. I took up a book. The 
biiite didn’t understand that I wanted to be 4eft alone; he began again ^ 
on the unendurable subject of Mi&s Milroy, and of all the fine things she 
was to have when he married her. Her own riding horse J her own 
I)ony-carriage ; her own beautiful little sitting-room upstairs at the^. 
great house, and so on. All that I might hgve had once. Miss Milroy is 
to have now — i f I let her. 

“ Six o'clock . — More of the everlasting Armadale ’ Half an hour 
since, Midwinter came in from his writing, giddy and exhausted. I had 
been pining all day for a little music, and 1 kneW they were giving Norma 
at the theatre here. It struck me that an hour or two at the opera might 
do Midwinter good, as well as me ; and I said, ‘ Why not take a box at 
the bun Carlo to-night?’ ^Ho answered in a dull, uninterested manner, 
that he was not rich enough to take a box. Armadale waS present, and 
flouiished his well-filldd purse in his usual insufferable way. ‘ Fm rich 
enough, old boy, and it comes to the same thing.’ With those words, he 
took up his hat, and trampled out on his great elephant’a feet, to get thsr 
box. I looked after him from the window^, as he w'ent down the street. 

‘ Your widow, with her twelve hundred a year,’ I thought to myself, 

* might take a box at the fian Carlo whenever she pleased, without being 
beholden to anybody.’ The empty-headed wretch whistled as he went his 
way to the theatre, and tossed his loose silver magnificently to every beggar 
who lan alter him. 

* « % % 

“ Midnujht . — I am alone again at last. Have’I nerve enough to wiite 
the history of this terrible evening, just as it has passed ? I have nerve 
enough, at any rate, to turn to a new leaf, and try. 


CHAPTER U. 

The Diary Continuep. 

** We went to the San Carlo. Armadale’s stupidjty showed itself, even in 
such a simple matter as taking a box. He had confounded an opera witk 
a play, and had chosen close tb'ihe stage, with the idea That one’s 

chief object at a musical performance is to see the faces of the singers as 
plainly as possible 1 Fortunately for our ears, Bellini’s lovely melodies 
are, for the most part, tenderly and delicately" abcompani^-^r the 
orchestra might have deafened us. 

** I sat back in the box at first, well out of sight ; fop it was impossible 
to be sure tbet some of my old friends of forn^r days at Naples mi|ht 
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not be in the theatre. But the sweet music gradually tempted me out of 
my Beclueion. I was so charmed and interested that I leaned forward 
without knowing it, and looked at the stage. 

“ I was made aware of my own imprudence, by a discovery which, for 
the moment, literally chilled my blood. One of the singers, among the 
chorus of Druids, was looking at me while he sang with the rest. His 
head was disguised in the long white hair, and the lower part of his face 
was completely covered with the flowing white beard, proper to the cha- 
racter. But the eyes witli which he looked at me were the eyes of the 
one man on earth whom J h4ve most reason to dread ever seeing again — 
Manuel I 

“ If it had not been for my smelling-bottle, I believe 1 should have 
lost my senses. As it was, I drew back again into the shadow. Even 
Armadale noticed the sudden change in me : he, as well as Midwinter, 
asked if I was ill. •! said I felt the heat, but hoped I should be better 
presently — and then leaned back in the box, and tiled to rally iny courage. 
I succeeded in recovering self-posseasion enough to be able to look again 
at the stage (without showing myselQ the^ext time the oliorus aiipcared. 
There was the man again ! But to my infinite relief, he ^ever looked 
towards our box a second time. This welcome indiflerence, on Jus part, 
helped to satisfy me that I had seen an extraordinary accidental resem- 
blance, and nothing more. 1 still hold to this conclusion, after having 
had leisure to think — but my mind would be more comidctcly at ease than 
it is, if I had seen the rest of the man’s face, without the stage disguises 
that hid it from all investigation. 

“ When the curtain fell on the first act, there ^\as a tiresome ballet to 
be performed (according to the absurd Italian custom), before the opera 
went on. Though I had got over jiiy fust fright, I had been far too seri- 
ously startled to feel comfortable in the theatre. I dreaded dl sorts of 
impossible dccidente — and when Midwinter aud Armadale ^ut the question 
to »e, I told tlicm I waaT not well enough to stay through the rest of the 
performance. 

“ At the door of the tlicatrc, Armadale proposed to say good night. 
But Midwinter — evidently dreading th^ evening with me — asked him to 
come back to supper, if I hud no objection. I said the necessary words — 
and we all three returned together to this house. 

“ Ten minutes’ quiot’^in* my own rooip (assisted by a little dose of 
Eiku-de-Cologne and water) restored me to myself. 1 joined the men at 
the supper-table^ They received my apologies for taking them away from 
the opera, wilh the complimentary assurance that 1 bad not cost either of 
them the slightest sacrifice his own pleasure. Midwinter declared that 
he was too completely worn hut to care for^^aafthing but the two great 
blessings, unattainable at the theatre, of quiet and fl-esh aii*. Armadale 
said— with an Englishman’s exasperating pride in his own stupidity, 
wherever a matter of Art is concerned — that he couldn’t make head or 
tail of the performance. The principal disappmatment, he was good 
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enough to add, was mine, for I evidently imderstood foreign music, and 
enjoyed it. Ladies generally did. His darling little Neelie 

“I was in no humour to be persecuted with his ‘Darling Neelie’ 
after; what I had gone through at the theatre. It might have been the 
irritated state of my nerves, or it might have been the Eau-de-Cologne 
flying to my head — but the bare mention of the girl seemed to set me in 
a flame. I tried to turn Armadale’s attention in the direction of the suppei;- 
table. He was much obliged, but he had no appetite for more. ‘ I offered 
him wine next — the wine of the country, which is all that our poverty 
allows us to place on the table. He was much obliged again. The 
foreign ^vine was very little more to his taste than the foreign music ; but 
he would take some because I asked him ; and he would drink my health 
in the old-fashioned way — with his best wishes for the happy time when 
we should all meet again at Thorpe- Ambrose, a;^d when there would be a 
mistress to welcome me at tlie great house. 

“ Was he mad to persist in this way ? No ; his face answered for him. 
Ho w'as under the impression that he was making himself* particularly 
agreeable to me. 

“ I looked at Midwinter. He might have seen some reason for inter- 
fering to change the conversation, if he had Jooked at me in return. But 
he sat silent in his chair, irritable and overworked^ with his eyes on rise 
giound, thinking. 

‘‘ 1 got up and went to the window. Still impenetrable to a sense of 
liis own clumsiness, Armadale followed me. If I had been strong enough 
to tobs him out of the window into the sea, I should certainly have done 
it at that moment. Not being strong enough, I looked steadily at the 
view ever the bay, and gave him a hint, the broadest and rudest I could 
think of, to go. 

A lovely night for a walk,’ I said, ‘if you are tempted to walk 
back to the hotel.’ 

“ I doubt if he heard me. At any rate I produced no sort of effect on 
him. He stood staring sentimentally at the moonlight ; and — there is 
really no other word 4;o express it — blew a sigh. I felt a presentiment 
of what was. coming, ui^ess I stopped his mouth by speaking first. * 

“ ‘ With all your fondness for England,’ I said, ‘you must oym that 
We have no such moonlight as that at borne.’ 

“ He looked at me vacantly^ and blew another sigh. 

“ ‘ I wonder whether it’s as fine to-night in England as it is here ?* 
he said. ‘ I wonder whether my dear little girl at home is looking at the 
moonlight, and thinking of Me t ’ 

“ I could endure it no longer. I fiew out at him at las^. 

“ ‘ Good heavens, Mr^ Armadale 1 ’ I exclaimed, ‘ is there only one 
subject woi-th mentioniiig^ in the naiTOW little world you live in ? I’m 
sick to death of Miss Milroy. Do pray talk of something else 1 ’ 

“ Hii great broad stupid face coloured up to the roots of his hidfeous 
yellow hair. ‘ I beg your pardon,* he stammered, with a kind of snlky 
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surprise. * I didn’t suppose * he stopped confusedly, and looked 

from me to Midwinter. I understood what the look meant. * I didn’t 
suppose she could be jealous of Miss Milroy after marrying you I ’ That 
is what he would have said to Midwinter, if I had left them alone 
togetlier in tne room ! 

“ As it was, Midwinter had heard us. Before I could speak again — 
^efore Armadale could add another word — he finished his friend's uncom- 
pleted sentence, in a tone that I now heard, and with a look that I now 
saw, for the first time. 

“ ‘ You didn’t suppose, Allan,’ he said, ‘ that a lady’s temper could 
be BO easily provoked.’ 

“ The first bitter word of irony, the first hard look of contempt, I had 
ever had from him ! And Armadale the cause of it ! 

“ My anger Biiddenly left me. Something came in its place, w'hich 
steadied me in an instant, and took me silently out of the room. 

“ I sat dow'n alone in the bed-room. I had a few minutes of thought 
with myself, which I don’t choose to put into w'ords, even in these secret 
pages. I got up, and unlocked — never mind wliat. I went round to 
JNIidwinter’s side of the bed, and took — no matter w hat I l\K)k. The last 
thing I did, before 1 left the room, w^as to look at my watch. It was 
half-past ten ; Armadale’s usual time for leaving us. I w'cnt back at once 
and joined the two men again. 

“ I approached Armadale good-humouredly, and said to him, — 

I On second thoughts, 1 won’t put down what I said to him — 
or what I did, afterwards. I’m Bick of Armadale * he turns up at everj'^ 
second word I write, 1 shall pass over what happened in the course of 
the next hour — the hour between half-past ten and half-past eleven — and 
take up my story again at the time when Armadale had left us. Can 1 
tell w’hat took place, us soon as our visitor’a back was turned, between 
Midwinter and me in our own room ? Why not pass over wdiat happened, 
in that case as well as in the mother ? Why agitate myself by writing 
it down 7 I don’t know ! Why do I keep a diary ut all? Why did the 
clever thief the other day (in the English newspapers) keep the very 
thing to convict him, in the shape of a record of every thing he stole ? 
Why are we not perfectly reasonable in all that we do ? Why am 
I not always on my guard and never iaconsistent with- myself, like a 
wicked character in a novel ? Why ? why ? -why 7 

“ I don’t care why I I must write down what happened between 
Midwinter and me to-night, because 1 must. There’s a reason tliat 
nol)ody can answer — mys^f included. 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ • 

It was half-past eleven. Armadale hod gone. 1 had put on my 
dressing-gown, and had just sat down to arrange my hair for ^e night, 
when I was surprised by a knock at the door— and Midwinter oiu^e in. 

“He was frightfully pale. His eyes looked at me with a terrible 
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despair in them. He never antfwrered when I expressed my surprise at 
his coming in so much sooner than usual ; he wouldn’t even tell me, when 
I asked the question, if he was ill. Pointing peremptorily to the chair 
from which I had risen on his entering the room, he told me to sit down 
again ; and then after a moment, added these words : — ‘ I have something 
serious to say to you.* 

“ I thought of what I had done — or, no, of what I had tried to do — 
in that interval between half past ten and half past eleven, which I have 
left unnoticed in my diary — and the deadly sickness of terror, whicli I 
never felt at Hie time, came ui^on me now, I sat down again, as I 
had been told, without speaking to Midwinter, and without looking 
at him. 

“ lie took a turn up and down the room, asd then came and stood 
over me. 

‘ If Allan comes here to-morrow,’ he began, ‘ and if you see 
him ’ 

“ His voice faltered, and he said no more. There w'as some dreadful 
gi'ief at his heart that was trying to master him. But there are times 
when his will is a will of iron. He took another turn in the room, and 
crushed it down. He came back, and stood over me again. 

“ ‘ When Allan comes here to-morrow,’ he resumed, ‘let, him come 
into my room, if he wants to see me. I shall tell him that I find it 
impossible to finish the work 1 now have on hand as soon as I had hoped, 
and that he must, therefore, arrange to find a crew for the yacht, without 
any assistance on my pjirt. If he comes, in his disappointment, to appeal 
to you — give him no hope of my being free in time to litlp him, if he 
vraits.’ Encourage him to take the best assistance lie can get from strangers, 
and to set about manning the yacht Avithout any further delay. The more 
occupation he has to keep him away from this house ; and the less ^oii 
encourage him to stay here, if he does come, the better I shall be pleased. 
Don’t forget that, -and don’t forget one last direction which I have now to 
give you. When the vessel is ready for sea, and Avhen Allan invites us to 
sail with him, it is my wish that you should positively decline to go. He 
Avill try to make you change your mind — for I shall, of course, decline, on 
my side, to leave you in this strange house and in this foreign country by 
yourself. No matter what he says, let nothing persuade you to alter your 
decision. Refuse, positively <and finally t Refuse, I insist on it, to set 
your foot on the new yacht I ’ 

“ He ended quietly and firmly — with no faltering in hia voice, and 
no signs pf hesitation or relenting in his face. The sense of surprise which 
I might otherwise have felt at the strange words he had addressed to me, 
Avas lost in the sense of relief that they brought to my blind. The dread 
of those other words that I had expected to hear from him, loft me as 
suddenly as it had come. I could look at him, 1 could speak to him 
once more. 

“ * You may depend,’ I ansAvered, ‘ on my doing exactly what you 
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order me to do. Must I obey you blindly ? Or may I know your reason 
for the extraordinary directione you have just given to me ? ’ 

** His face darkened, and he sat down on the other side of my dressing- 
table, with a heavy, hopeless sigh. 

“ ‘ You may know the reason,’ he said, * if you wish it.’ He waited a 
little, and considered. ‘ You have a right to know the reason,’ he 
resumed, ‘ for you yourself arc concerned in it.’ He waited a little 
again, and again went on. * I can only explain the strange request I 
have just made to you, in one way,’ he said. ^ I must ask you to 
recall what happened in the next room, before Allan left us to- 
night’ 

He looked at me with a strange mixture of expressions in his face. 
At one moment I thought he felt pity for me. At another, it seemed mcie 
like horror of me. 1 began to feel frightened again ; I waited for his nezL 
words in silence. 

“ ‘ I know that I have been working too hard lately,’ he went on, ‘ and 
that my nerves are sadly sliakcn. It is possible, in the state 1 am in now, 
that I may have unconsciously misinterpreted, or distorted, the circum- 
stances that really t6ok place. You will do me a favoA- if you will 
test my recollection of what has happened by your own. If my fancy 
has exaggerated anything, if my memory is playing me false anywhere, 
I entreat you to stop me, and tell me of it.’ 

‘‘ 1 commanded myself sufficiently to ask what the circumstances 
were to which he referred, and in what way I was personally concerned 
in them. 

‘ You were personally concerned in them, in this way,’ he answered. 
* The CHTCumstancea to which I refer, began with your speaking to Allan 
about IVIias Milroy, in wbat I thought, a very inconsiderate and very im- 
patient manner. I am afraid I spoke just as petulantly on my side — and 
I beg your pardon for what I said to you in the irritation of the moment. 
Yon left the room. After a short absence, yoil came back again, and 
made a perfectly proper apology to Allan, which he received with his 
usual kindness, and sweetness of temper. While this went on, you and 
he were both standing by the supper-table ; and Allan resumed some con- 
versation Which had already passed between you about the Neapolitan 
wine. He said he thought he should learn to like it in time, and he asked 
leave to take another glass of the wine we had on the table. Am I right 
so far 7 ’ 

** The words almost died on my lips ; but I forced them out, and 
answered him that he was right so £sr. 

“ * You took flask out of Allan’s hand,’ he proceeded. * You said 
to him, good-humouredly, You know you don’t really like the wine, 
Mr. Armadale. Let me make you something which may be more to 
your taste. I have a receipt of my own for lemonade. Will you iavoui' 
me by trying it ? ’ In those words, you made your proposal 4o him, 
and he accepted it Did he also ask leave to look on^ and lam how 
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the lemanede was made? and did you tell him that he would only 
confuse you, and that you would give him the leoeipt in writing, if he 
wanted it ? ’ 

*.* This time, the words did really die on my lips. I could only how 
my head, and answer ‘ Yes ’ mutely in that way. Midwinter went on, 

“ * Allan laughed, and went to the window to look out at tl»e Bay, 
and I went with him. After a while, Allan remarked, joooadly, that 
the mere sound of the liquids you were pouring out, made him thirsty. 
When he said this, I turned round from the window. I approached 
you, and said the lemonade took a long time to make. You touched 
me, as I was walking away again, and handed me the tumbler filled 
to the brim. At the same time, Allan turned ronnd from the window ; 
and I, in niy turn, handed the tumbler to Atm. — Is there any mistake 
so fur ? ’ 

“ The quick throbbing of my heart almost choked me. I could just 
bhake my head — I could do no more. 

“ ‘ I saw Allan raise the tumbler to his lips. — ^Did you see it ? I saw^ 
his face turn white, in an instant. — ^Did you 7 I saw the glass fall from 
his hand on the floor. I saw him stagger, and caught him before he fell. 
Are these things true ? For God’s sake, search your memory, and tell me 
^are these things true ? ’ 

The throbbing at my heart seemed, for one breathless instant, to 
stop. The next moment something fiery, something maddening, flew 
through me. 1 started to my feet, with my temper in a flame, reckless 
of all consequences, desperate enough to say anything. 

“ ‘ Your questions are an insult ! Your looks are on insult I ’ 1 burst 
out. ^ Do you think I tried to poison him 7 ’ 

“ The words rushed out of my lips in spite of me. They were the 
last words under heaven that any woman, in such a situation as mine, 
ought to have spoken. And yet 1 spoke them ! 

He rose in alarm, and gave me my smelling-bottle. * Hush ! hush 1 ’ 
he said. ‘ You, too, are overwrought — ^you, too, are over-excited by all 
that has happened to-night. You are ‘talking wildly and shookingly. 
Good God 1 how can you have so utterly misunderstood me ? Compose 
yourself — pray, compose yourself.* i 

He might ns well have told a wild animal to compose herself. 
Having been mad enough to say the words, I was mad enough next, to 
return to the subject of the lemonade, in spite of bis entreaties to me to 
be silent. 

“ ‘ I told you what I had put in the glass, the moment Mr. Armadale 
fainted,’^ I went on ; insisting furibuslj on defending myself, when no 
attack was made on me. ‘ I told you I had taken the flask of brandy 
which you keep at your bedside, and mixed some of it with the lemonade. 
How could I know that he had a nervous horror of the smell and taste of 
brandy ? I)idn*t he say to me himself when he name to his aehse% it’s 
my SusHii ; I ought to We warned you to put no brandy in it 3 Dadn’i 
VOL, xixi. — NO. 76. 22. 



450 


ABMADALE. 


he remind you, afterwards, of the time when you and he were in the Isle 
of Man together, and when the Doctor there innocently made the same 
mistake with him that 1 made to-night 7 * 

I laid a great stress on my innocence — and with some reason 
too. Whatever else I may be, I pride myself on not being a hypocrite. I 
was innocent — so far as the brandy was concerned. I had put it into the 
lemonade, in pure ignorance of Armadale’s nervous peculiarity, to disguise 
the taste of — never mind what I Another of the things I pride myself 
on is, that I never wander from my subject. What Midwinter said next, 
is what I ought to be writing about now.] 

He looked at me for a moment, as if he thought I had taken leave of 
my senses. Then he came round to my side of the table, and stood over 
me again. 

“ * If nothing else will satisfy you that you are entirely misinterpreting 
my motives,’ he said, * and that I haven’t an idea of blaming you in the 
matter — read this.’ 

“ He took a paper from the breast-pocket of his coat, and spread it 
open under my eyes. It was >the Narrative of Armadale’s Dream. 

“ In an instant the whole weight on my mind was lifteti off it. I felt 
mistress of myself again — I understood him at last. 

‘“Do you know what this is ? ’ he asked. ‘ Do you remember what 
I said to you at Thorpe- Ambrose, about Allan’s Dream? 1 told you, 
then, that two out of the three Visions had already come true. I tell you 
now, that the third Vision has been fulfilled in this house to-night.’ 

“ He turned over the leaves of the manuscript, and pointed to the 
lines that he wished me to read. 

“ I read these, or nearly these words, from the Narrative of the Dream, 
as Midwinter had taken it down from Armadale’s own lips : — 

“ ‘ The daikness opened for the third time, and showed me the Shadow 
of the Man, and the Shadow of the Woman together. The Man-Shadow 
was the nearest ; the Woman- Shadow stood back. From where she stood, 
I heard a sound like the pouring out of a liquid softly. I saw her touch 
the Shadow of the Man with one hand, and give him a glass with the 
other. He took the glass, and handed it to me. At the moment wbeil I 
put it to my lips, a deadly faintness overcame me. When I recovered 
my senses again, the Shadows had vanished, and the Vision was at 
an end.* 

“ For the moment, I was as completely staggered by this extraordinaiy 
coincidence os Midwinter himself. 

“ He put one hand on the open Narrative^ and laid the other heavily 
on my arm. 

“ ♦ Now do you understand nay motive in coming here ? ’ he asked. 
‘ Now do you see that the last hope I had to cling to, was the hope that 
your paemory of the night’s events might prove my memory to he wrong ? 
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do you tnow w}iy I won’t help Allan ? Why I won’t sail with 
him ? Why I am plotting and lying, and making you plot and lie too, to 
keep my best and dearest friend out of the house ? ’ 

* ‘ Have you forgetten Mr. Brock’s letter ? ’ I asked. 

“ He struck his hand passionately on the open manuscript. * If 
Mr. Brock had lived to see what we have seen to-night, he would have 
felt what I feel, he would have said what I say ! ’ His voice sank 
mysteriously, and his great black eyes glittered at me as he made that 
answer. * Thrice the Shadows of the Vision warned Allan in his sleep,’ 
he went on ; ‘ and- thrice those Shadows have been embodied in the after- 
time by You, and by Me I You, and no other, stood in the Woman’s 
place at the pool. I, and no other, stood in the Man’s place at the window. 
And you and I together, when the last Vision showed the Shadows together, 
stand in the Man’s place and the Woman’s place still 1 For this, the 
miserable day dawned when you and I first met. For this, your influence 
diew me to you, when my better angel warned me to fly the sight of your 
face. There is a curse on our lives 1 there is a fatality in our footsteps ! 
Allan’s future depends on his separation from us *t once and for ever. 
Drive him from the place we live m, and the air we breathe. Force him 
among strangeis — the worst and wickedest of them will be more harmless 
to him than we are ! Let his yacht sail, though he goes on his knees to 
ask us, without You and without Me — and let him know how I loved him 
in another world than this, where the wicked cease from troubling and the 
weary are at rest ! ’ 

“ His grief conquered him — his voice broke into a sob when he spoke 
those last words. He took the Narrative of the Dream from the table, and 
left me as abruptly as he had come in. 

“ As I heard his door locked between us, my mind went back to what 
he had said to me, about myself. In remembering ‘ the miserable day ’ 
when we first saw each other, and ‘the better angel’ that had warned him 
to ‘ fly tho Bight of ray face,’ I forgot all else. It doesn’t matter what I 
felt. I wouldn’t own it, even if I had n friend to speak to. Who cares for 
the misery of such a woman as I am ? who believes in it ? Betides, he 
spoke under the influence of^the mod superstition that has got possession 
of him again. There is every excuse for him — there is no excuse for me. 
If I can’t help being fond of him, through it all, I must take the conse- 
quences and suffer. I deserve to suffer ; I deseiTe neither love nor pity 
from anybody. — Good heavens, what a fool I am 1 And how unnatural 
all this would be, if it was written in a book ! 

“ It has struck one. I can hear Midwinter still, pacing to and fro in 
his room. 

“ He is thinking, I suppose ? Well 1 I can think too. What am I 
to do next ? I shall wait and see. Events take odd turns, sometimes-— 
and events may justify the fatalism of the amiable man in the next room, 
who curses the day when^he first saw my face. He may live to curse it 
for other reasons than he has now. If I nm the Woman pointed hi the 
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Dream, there will be another temptation put in ray way before long — and 
there will be no brandy in Armadale’s lemonade if I mix it for him a 
second time. 

October 2^th . — Barely twelve hours have passed since I wrote my 
yesterday’s entry — and that other temptation has come, tried, and con- 
quered me already ! 

This time there was no alternative. Instant exposure and ruin 
stared me in the face — I had no choice but to yield in my own defence. 
In plainer words still, it was no accidental resemblance* that startled me at 
the theatre laat night. The chorus-singer at the opera was Manuel 
himself ! 

Not ten minutes after Midwinter had left the sitting-room for his 
study, the woman of the house came in with a dirty little tliree-cornered 
note in lier hand. One look at the writing on the addiess was enough. 
He had recognized me in the box ; and the ballet between the acts of the 
opera had given him time to trace me homa I drew that plain conclu- 
sion in the moment that elapsed before I opened the letter^ It informed 
me, in two lines, that he was waiting in a by-street, leading to the beach ; 
and that, if I failed to make my appearance in ten minutes, he should 
interpret my absence as an invitation to him to call at the house. 

“ What I went through yesterday, must have haidened me, I suppose. 
At any rate, oiler reading the letter, I felt more like the woman I once 
was than I have felt for months past. I put on my bonnet, and went 
do\vnstair8, and left thu house as if nothing bad happened. 

He was waiting for me at the entrance to the street. 

“ In the instant when we stood face to face, all my wretched life wiili 
him came back to me. I thought of my trust that he had betrayed ; 1 
thought of the cruel mockery of a marriage that he had practised on me, 
when he knew that he had a wife living ; I thought of the time when I 
had felt despair enough at his desertion of me to attempt my own life. 
When I recalled all |his, and when the comparison between Midwinter and 
the mean, miserable villain whom I had once believed in, forced itself into 
my mind, I knew, for the first «time, what a woman feels when every atom 
of respect for herself has left her. K he had personally insulted me, at 
that moment, I believe I should have submitted to it. 

“ But he had no idea of insulting me, in the more brutal meaning of 
the word. He had me at his mercy, and his way of making me feel it 
was to behave with an elaborate mockery of penitence and respect. I let 
him speak as he pleased, without interrupting him, without looking at him 
a second time, without even allowing my dress to touch him, os we walked 
together towards the quieter part of the beack 1 bad noticed the wretched 
state of his cloihea> and the greedy glitter in his eyes, in my first look at 
him. And I knew it would end — as it did end — in a demand on me ior 
money. 

Yes 1 After taking irom me the last farthing Ipoieewad of my own. 
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and the last farthing 1 could 'extort for him fVom my old mistress, he 
turned on rne as we stood by the margin of the sea, and asked if I could 
reconcile it to my conscience to let him be wearing such a coat as he then 
liad-on his back, and earning his miserable living as a chorus-singer at the 
opera ! 

My di'^giist, rather than my indignation, roused me into speaking to 
him at last. 

“‘You want money,’ T said. ‘Suppose I am too poor to give it 
to you ? ’ 

“ ‘ In tli.at case,’ he replic d, ‘ I shall be forced to remember that you are 
a treasure in yourself. And I shall be under the painful necessity of 
jires‘^ing my claim to you on the attention of one of those two gentlemen 
whom I saw with you at the opera — the gentleman, of course, who is now 
honoured by your preference, and who lives protisionally in the light of 
} our smiles.’ 

“ I made him no answer — for I had no answer to give. Disputing 
h s light to claim me from anybody, would have been a mere waste of 
words He knew as well as I did that he had not the shadow of a claim 
on me. But the meie attempt to raise it would, as he was well aware, 
lead necessarily to the exposure of my whole past life. 

“ Still keeping silence, I looked out over the sea. I don’t know why 
— ( \ccpt that I instinctively looked anywhere rather than look at him. 

“ A little sailing boat was appi*oaching the shore. The man steering 
^\.ls hidden from me by the sail ; but the boat was so near that I thought 
I rtcognized the flag on the mast. I looked at my, watch. Yes ! It was 
Armadale coming over fiom Santa Lucia, at his usual time, to visit us in 
Ins usual way. 

“ Befoie I had put my watch back in my belt, the means of extri- 
cating myself from the frightful position I was* placed in showed themselves 
to mo as plainly as I see them now. 

“ I turned and led the way to the high^ part of the beach, where 
some fishing-boats were drawn up which completely «jreened us from the 
view of any one landing on the shore below. Seeing probably that I had 
a purpose of some kind, Manuel followed me without uttering a word» 
As soon as we were safely under the shelter of the boats, I forced myself, 
in my own defence, to look at him Again. 

“ ‘ What should you say,’ I asked, ‘ if I was rich, instead of poor ? 
What should you say if I could afibrd to give you a hundred pounds ? ’ 

“ He started. 1 saw plainly that he had not expected so much as 
half the sum I had mentioned. It is needless to add that his tongue lied, 
while his face spoke the truth; and that when he replied to me, the 
answer was, * Nothing like enough.* 

“ ‘ Suppose,’ I wont on, without taking any notice of what he had said 
‘ that I could show you a way of helping yourself to twice as muoh-^ 
three times as much— five Umes as much as a hundred pounds, axe you 
bold enough to put oui your hand, and take it 7 * 
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“ The greedy glitter came into his eyes once more. His voice dropped 
lovr, in breathless expectation of my next words. 

“ ‘ Who is the person ? ’ he asked. ‘ And what is the risk ? ’ 

“ I answered him at once, in the plainest terms. I threw Armadale 
to him, as 1 might have thrown a piece of meat to a wild beast who was 
pursuing me. 

“‘The peison is a rich young Englibhman,’ I said. ‘He has just 
hired tlie yacht called the Dorothea^ in the harbour here ; and he stands 
in need of a sailing-master and a crew. You were once an officer in 
the Spanish navy — ^you speak English and Italian perfectly — you arc 
thoroughly well acquainted with Naples and all that bcdongs to it. The 
rich young Englishman is ignorant of the language ; and the interpreter 
who assists him, knows nothing of the sea. He is at his wits’ end for want 
of useful help in this strange place ; he has no more knowledge of tlie 
world than that child who is digging holes there with a stick in the sand ; 
and he carries all his money with him in circular notes. So much for the 
person. As for the risk, estimate it for yourself.’ 

“ The greedy glitter in his eyes grew brighter and brighter with every 
word I said. He was plainly ready to face the risk, belbie I hud done 
speaking. 

“ ‘ When can I see the Englishman ? ’ he asked eagerly. 

“ I moved to the seaward end of the fishing-boat, and sa^v that Armadale 
was at that moment disembarking on the sliore. 

“ ‘ You can see him now,’ I answered, and pointed to the place. 

“ After a long look at Armadale walking carelessly up the slope of the 
beach, Manuel drew back again under the shelter of the boat. He waited 
a moment, considering something carefully wuth himself, and put another 
question to me — in a whisper this time. 

“ ‘ When the vessel is manned,’ he said, ‘ and the Englishman sails 
from Naples, how many friends sail with him ? ’ 

“ ‘ He has but two friends here,’ I replied — ‘ that other gentleman 
whom you saw with me at the opera, and myself. He will invite us 
both to sail with him — and when the time comes, we shall both refuse.’ 

“ ‘ Do you answer for that^ ’ 

“ ‘ I answer for it positively.’ 

“ He walked a few steps away, and stood with his face hidden from 
me, thinking again. All 1 could see was, that he took off his hat, and 
jiassed bis handkerchief over his forehead. All 1 could hear was, that he 
talked to himself excitedly in his own language. 

“ There was a change in him when he came back. His face had turned 
to a livid yellow, and Ills eyes looked at me with a hideous distrust. 

“ ‘ One last question,’ he said, and suddenly came closer to me, sud- 
denly spoke with a marked emphasis on his next words^ ‘ What is yow 
interest in this M ' 

“ I started back from him. The question reminded sm that I had an 
interest in the matter, which was entirely uncotmeotod with thft interest of 
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keeping Manuel and Midwinter apart. Thua fiir, 1 had only remembered 
that Midwinter’s fatalism had smoothed the way for me, by abandoning 
Armadale beforehand to any stranger who might come forward to help 
• him. Thua far, the sole object I had kept in view was to protect myself, 
by the sacrifice of Armadale, from the exposure that threatened me. 1 
tell no lies to my Diary. I don’t affect to have felt a moment’s con- 
sideration for the interests of Armadale’s purse, or the safety of 
Armadale’s ihe. I hated him too savagely to care what pitfalls my 
tongue might be the means of opening under his feet. But 1 certainly 
did not see (until that last question was put to me) that, in serving his 
own designs, Manuel might — if he dared go all lengths for the money — be 
serving my designs too. The one overpowering anxiety to protect myself 
from exposure before Midwinter, had (I suppose) filled all my mind, to 
the exclusion of everything else. 

‘‘ Finding that I made no reply for the moment, Manuel reiterated his 
question, putting it in a new form. 

“ ‘ You have cast your Englishman at me,’ he said, ‘ like the sop to 
Cerberus. Would you have been quite so ready to do that, if you had 
not had a motive of your own ? I repeat my question. You have an 
interest in this — what is it? ’ 

“ ‘ I have two interests,’ I answered. * The interest of forcing you to 
respect my position here ; and the interest of ridding myself of the sight 
of you, at once and for ever I ' I spoke with a boldness he had not yet 
heard from me. The sense that I was making the villain an instrument 
in my hands, and forcing him to help my purpose blindly, while he was 
helping his own, roused my spirits, and made me feel like myself again. 

“ He laughed. ‘ Strong language, on certain occasions, is a lady’s 
privilege,’ he said. * You may, or may not, rid yourself of the sight of 
me, at once and for ever. We will leave that question to be settled in the 
future. But your other interest in this matter puzzles mo. You have told 
me all I need kijow about the Englishman and his yacht, and you have 
made no conditions before you opened your lips. Pray, how are y^ou to 
force me, as you say, to respect your position here ? ’ 

‘ I will tell you how,’ I rejoined. ‘ You shall hear my conditions 
first. I insist on your leaving me in five minutes more. I insist on your 
never again coming near the house where I live ; and I forbid your attempt- 
ing to communicate in any way, either with me, or with that other 
gentleman whom you saw with mo at the theatre ’ 

“ ‘ And suppose Ij, pay no ? * he interposed. ‘ In that case, what will 
you do ? ’ 

“ ‘ In that case,’ I answered, ‘ I shall say two words in private to the 
nch young Englishman — and you will find yourself back again among the 
chorus at the op^ra.’ 

“ a bold woman to take it for granted that I have my designs 

on the Enghihman already, and that I am certain to ancceed in them. 
How do you know — ? ’ 
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** ‘ I know yew,’ I said. * And that is enough.’ 

There was a moment’s silence between us. He looked at me — and 
I looked at him. We understood each other. 

** He was the drst to speak. The villanous smile died out of his face, 
and his voice dropped again distrustfully to its lowest tones. 

“ ^ I accept your terms,’ he said. * As long as your lips are closed, my 
lips shall be closed too— except in the event of my finding that you have 
deceived me ; in which case the bargain is at an end, and you will see mo 
again. I shall present myself to the Englishman to-morrow, with the neces- 
sary credentials to establish me in his confidence. Tell me his name ? ’ 

“ I told it. 

“ ‘ Give me his address ? ’ 

“ I gave it — and turned to leave him. Before I had stepped out of 
the shelter of the boats, I heard him behind me again. 

“ ‘ One last word,’ he said. ^ Accidents sometimes liappen at sea. 
Have you interest enough in the Englishman — if an accident happens in 
his case — to wish to know what has become of him ? ’ 

“ I stopped, and considered on my side. I hud plainly failed to per- 
suade him that I had no secret interest to serve, in j)laci^ Armadale’s 
money, and (as a probable consequence) Armadale’s life, at his mercy. 
And it was now equally clear that he was cunningly attempting to associate 
himself with my private objects (whatever they might be), by opening a 
means of communication between us in the future. There could be no 
hesitation about how to answer him, under such circumstances as tliese. If 
the ‘ accident ’ at which he hinted did really happen to Armadale, I stood 
in no need of Manuel’s intervention to give mo the intelligence of it. An 
easy search through the obituary columns of the English papers would 
tell me the news — with the great additional advantage that the papers 
might be relied on, in such a matter as this, to tell the truth. I formally 
thanked flannel, and declined to accept his proposal. ^ Having no interest 
In the Englishman,’ I said, ‘ I have no wisli whatev^ to know what 
becomes of him.’ 

He looked at me for a moment with steady attention, and with an 
interest in which he had not shown yet. 

“ * What the game you are playing may be,’ he rejoined, speaking 
slowly and significantly, * I don't pretend to know. But I venture on a 
prophei^ nevertheless — you will win it / If we ever meet again, remember 
I said that.’ He took off his bat, and bowed to mo gravely. ^ Go youi- 
way, madam. And leave me to go mine 1 * 

“ With those words, he released me from the sight of him. I waited 
a minute alone, to recover myself in the air — and then returned to the 
hotue. 

The first object that met my eyes on entering the atUing^rooni) was 
•"—Armadsle himidf J 

. “ He was waiting on the dimnoe of teeing nie^ to beg thpi l would exert 
my influence with his friend. 1 znade the neediUl inquiiy m to what he 
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meant, and found that Midwinter had spoken as he had warned me he 
•■would speak when he and Armadale next met. He had announced that 
he was unable to finish his work for the newspaper as soon as he had hoped ; 
and he had advised Armadale to find a crew for the yacht without waiting 
for any assistance on hia part. 

“ All that It was necessary for me to do, on hearing this, waste perform 
the promise I had made to Midwinter, when he gave me my directions 
how to act in the matter Armadale’s vexation on finding me resolved not 
to interfere, expressed itself in the form of all others that is most perBomdly 
offensive to me He declined to believe my reiterated assurances that I 
poasessed no influence to exert in his favour. * K I was married to Neelie,’ 
he said, ‘ slie could do anything she liked with me , and I am sure, when 
you choose, you can do anything you like with Midwinter ’ If the infiitu- 
cited fool had actually tried to stifle the last faint struggles of remorse and 
pity left stirring in my heart, he could have said nothing more fatally to 
the purpose than this I I gave him a look which effectually silenced him 
s far as I was concerned He went out of the room grumblmg and 
giowling to himself ‘ It’s all veiy well to talk about manning the yacht. 

I doll t speak a word of their gibberish here — and the interpreter thinks a 
fisherman and a sailor mean the same thing Hang me if I know what to 
do with the vessel, now I have got hei ’ ’ 

‘ He will piobably know by to-monow And if he only comes here 
as usual, I shall know too 1 

“ October 25t/i, Ten at night — Manuel has got him I 

‘ He has just left us, after staying here more than an hour, and talking 
the i^hole time of nothing but his own wonderful luck m finding the veiy 
help he wanted, at the time when he needed it moat 

At noon to-day, he was on the Mole, it seems, with his interpreter, 
tiying vainly to make himself understood by the -vagabond population of 
the water-side Just as he was giving it up in despair, a stranger standing 
by (Manuel had followed him, I suppose, to the Mole from his hotel) 
kmdly interfered to put things light He said, ‘ I speak your language 
and their language, sir I know Naples well , and I have been profession- 
ally accustomed to the sea. Can I help you?’ The inevitable result 
followed Armadale shifted all his difficulties on to the shoulders of the 
polite stranger, m his usual helpless, headlong way His new fnend, 
however, insisted, in the most honourable manner, on complymg with the 
customary formalities before he would consent to take the matter into his 
own hands He begged leave to wait on Mr Armadale, with his 
testimonials to character and capacity The same afternoon he had come 
by appomtment to the hotel, with all his papers, and -with ^ the 
story ’ of hiB suCenngfi and privations as < a political refogee’ that Armadale 
had ever heard. The interView was decisive. Manuel left thehotel, com^ 
missioned to find a crew for the yacht, and to fill the poet of saalmg-nliatlp 
on the trial cruise. 
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I watched Midwinter anxiously, while Armadale wan telling ua these 
particulars ; and ailerwards, when he produced the new sailing-master's 
testimonials, which he had brought with him for his friend to see. 

For the moment, Midwinter’s superstitious misgivings seemed to be 
all lost in his natural anxiety for his friend. He examined the stranger’s 
papers — after having told me that the sooner Armadale was in the hands 
of strangers the better ! — with the closest scrutiny and the most business- 
like distrust. It is needless to say that the credentials were as perfectly 
regular and satisfactory as credentials could be. When Midwinter handed 
them back, his colour rose : he seemed to feel the inconsistency of his 
conduct, and to observe for the first time that I was present noticing it. 
‘ There is nothing to object to in the testimonials, Allan : I am glad you 
have got the help you want at last.’ That was all he said, at parting. 
As soon as Armadale’s back was turned, I saw no more of him. He lias 
locked himself up again for the night, in his own room. 

There is now — so far as 1 am concerned — but one anxiety left. 
When the yaclit is ready for sea, and when I decline to occupy the lady’s 
cabin, will Midwinter hold to his resolution, and refuse to saij^ ^vitllout me ? 

“ October ^Gth. — Warnings already of the coming ordeal. A letter 
from Armadale to Midwinter, which Midwinter has just sent in to me. 
Here it is : — 

“ * Dear Mid, — I am too busy to come to-day. Get on with your 
work^ for heaven’s sake ! The new sailing-master is a man of ten 
thousand. He has got an Englishman whom ho knows, to seiTc as mate 
on board already ; and he is positively certain of getting the crew together 
m three or four days’ time. I am dying for a whiff of the sea, and so ai-e 
you, or you are no sailor. The rigging is set up, the stores are coming on 
board, and w'e shall bend the sails to-morrow or next day. I never was 
in such spirits in my life. Kem ember me to your wife, and tell her she 
will be doing me a favour if she will come at once, and order everything 
she wants in the lady’s cabin. — Yours affectionately, A. A.’ 

“ Under this was written in Midwinter’s hand, — ‘ Remember what I 
told you. Write (it will break it to him more gently in that way), and 
beg him to accept your apologies, and to excuse you from sailing on the 
trial cruise.’ 

“ I have written without a moment’s loss of time. The sooner Manuel 
knows (which he is certain to do through Armadale) that the promise not 
to sail in the yacht is performed already, so far os I am concerned, the 
safer I shall feel. 

“ October 27th^A letter from Armadale, — in answer to mine. He 
is full of ceremonious regret at the loss of my company on the cruise ; 
and he politely hopes that Midwinter may yet induce me to alter xny 
mind. Wait a little, till he finds that Midwinter won’t sail with him 
either I . . . . 
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“ October 80^A. — Nothing new to record, until to-day. To-day, the 
change in our lives here has come at last ! 

Armadale presented himself this morning, in his noisiest high spirits, 
to announce that the yacht was ready for sea, and to ask when Midwinter 
would be able to go on board. I told him to make the inquiry himself in 
Midwinter's room. He left me, with a last request that 1 Would re- 
consider my refusal to sail with him. I answered by a last apology for 
persisting in my resolution ; and then took a chair alone at the window, 
to wait the event of the interview in the next room. 

“ My whole future depended, now, on what passed between Midwinter 
and his fiiend ! Everything had gone smoothly up to this time. The 
one danger to dread was the danger of Midwinter’s resolution, or rather 
of Midwinter’s fatalism, giving way at the last moment. If he allowed 
himself to be persuaded into accompanying Armadale on the cruise, 
Manuel’s exasperation against me would hesitate at nothing — he would 
lemember that I had answeicd to him for Armadale’s sailing from Naples 
alone; and he would be capable of exposing my whole past life to 
Midwinter before the vessel left the port. As I thought of this, and as 
the slow minutes followed each other, and nothing reached my ears but the 
hum of voices in the next room, my suspense became almost unendurable. 
It was vain to try and fix my attention on what was going on in the street. 
I bat looking mechanically out of the window, and seeing nothing. 

“ Suddenly— I can’t say in how long, or how short a time — the lium 
of voices ceased ; tlie door opened ; and Armadale showed himself on the 
threaliold, alone. 

“ ‘ I wish you good-by,’ he said roughly. ‘ And I hope, when I am 
married, my wife may never cause Midwinter the disappointment tliat 
Midwinter’s wife has caused me ! ’ 

He gave me an angry look, and made me an angry bow— and, turning 
sharply, left the room, 

“ I saw the people in the street again I I saw the calm sea, and the 
masts of the shipping in the harbour where the yacht lay I I could 
think, I could breathe freely once morel The words that saved me 
from Manuel— the words that might be Armadale’s sentence of death- 

had been spoken. The yacht was to sail without Midwinter, as well as 
without Mel' , as 

“ My first feeling of exultation was almost maddening. But it was the 
feeling of a moment only. My heart sank in me again, when I thought of 
Midwinter alone in the next room. ^ 

I went out into the passage to listen, and heard nothing. I tapped 
gently at his door, and got no answer. I opened the door, and looked in 
He was sitting at the table, with his face hidden in hia hands. I looked 
at him in silence— and saw the glistening of the tears, as they trickled 
through his fingers. ^ 

‘Leave me,’ he said, without moving his hands. < I mart get over it 
by myselfi’ ® 
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“ I went back into the sitting-room. Who can underafcand women ? — 
we don’t even understand ourselves. ^iB siding me away fk)m him in 
that manner out me to the heart. 1 don’t believe most harmless and 
most gentle woman living could have felt it more acutely than I felt it. 
And this, after what I have been doing 1 this, after what I was thinking of, 
the moment before I went into his room ! Who can account for it ? 
Nobody — I, least of all I 

Half an hour later, his door opened, and I heard him hurrying down 
the stairs. I ran out without waiting to think, and asked if I might go 
with him. He neither stopped nor answered. I went back to the window, 
and saw him pass, walking rapidly away, with his back turned on Naples 
and the sea. 

“ I can understand now, tliat he might not have heard me. At the 
time, I thought him inexcusably and brutally unkind to me. I put on my 
bonnet, in a frenzy of mge with him ; I sent out for a carriage, and told 
the man to take me where he liked. lie took me, as he took other 
strangers, to the Museum to see the statues and the pictui cs. I flounced 
from room to room, with my &ce in a flame, and the people all%taring at 
me. I came to myself again, I don’t know how. I returned to the 
carnage, and made the man drive me back in a violent hurry, I don’t know 
why. I tossed off my cloak and bonnet, and sat down once more at the 
window. The sight of the sea cooled me. I forgot Midwinter, and 
thought of Armadale and his yacht. There wasn’t a breath of wind ; 
there wasn’t a cloud in the sky — the wide waters of the Bay were as 
smooth as the surface of a glass. 

The sun sank ; the short twilight came, and went. I had some tea, 
and sat at the table thinking and dreaming over it. When I roused myself 
and went back to the window, the moon was up— but tho quiet sea was 
as quiet as ever. 

“ I was still looking out, when I saw Midwinter in the street below, 
coming back. I was composed enough by this time to remember bis habits, 
and to guess that he had been trying to relieve the oppression on his mind 
by one of his long solitary walks. When I heard him go into his oxm 
room, I was too prudent to disturb him again — I waited his pleasure, 
where I was. 

Before long, I heard his window opened, and I saw him, from my 
window, step int^the balcony, and after a look at the sea, hold up his hand 
to the air. I wen too stupid, for the moment, to remember that he had 
once been a sailor, and to know what this meant. 1 waited, and wondered 
what would happen next. 

went in again ; and, after an interval, came out once more, and 
held Tip his hand as before, to the air. This time, he waited, leaning on 
the balcony r^, and looking out eteadily, with all his attention absorbed 
by the sea. 

For A long, long time, be never moved. Then, on a stuldeDt I mw 
him start. The next xnoment, be sank on bis knees, with kk obiped 
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liands resting on the balcony rail. ‘ God Almighty Ideas and keep you, 
Allftn 1 ’ he said fervently. * Good-by for ever ! ’ 

“ I looked out to the sea. A toft steady breeze was blowing, and the 
rippled suifaoe of the water was ^rkling in the quiet moonlight. I 
looked again— and there passed slowly, between me and the track of the 
moon, a long black vessel with tall shadowy ghost-like sails, gliding smooth 
and noisolesb through the water, like a snake. 

The wind had come fair, with the night ; and Armadale’s yacht had 
sailed on the trial cruise. 


CHAPTER ni. 

The Diabt Broken Off. 

'•London^ November Vdth, — I am alone again in the Great City ; alone, 
for the first time, smee our marriage. Nearly a week since, I started on 
my homeward journey ; leaving Midwinter behind me at Turin. 

“ The days have been so full of events since the month began, and I 
have been so harassed, in mind and body both, for the greater part of the ^ 
time, that my Diary has been wretchedly neglected. A few notes, written 
in such hurry and confusion that I can hardly understand them myself, 
aie all that I possess to remind me of what has happened, since the night 
when Armadale’s yacht left Naples. Let me try if I can set this right, 
without more loss of time — let me try if 1 can recall the circumstances in 
their order as they have followed each other, from the beginning of the 
month. 

“ On the tliird of November — being then still at Naples — Midwinter 
leceived a hurried letter from Armadale, dated ^ Messina.’ ^ The weather,’ 
he raid, ‘ had been lovely, and the yacht had made one of the quicks 
passages on record. The crew were rather a rough set to look at ; but 
Captain Manuel, and his English mate,’ (the latter described as ^ the best 
of good fellows,’) * managed them admirably.* After this prosperous 
beginning, Armadale had arranged, as a matter of course, to prolong the 
cruise ; and, at the sailing-master’s suggestion, he had decided to visit some 
of the ports in the Adriatic, which the captain had described as full of 
character, and well worth seeing. 

“A postscript followed, explaining that Armadale had wzitten in a 
hurry to catch the steamer to Naples, and that he had opened his letter 
again, before sending it off, to add something that he had iozgotten. On 
the day before the yacht sailed, he had been at the banker's to * a few 
himdieds in gold,’ and he believed he had left his oigar-case there. It 
was an old friend of his, and he begged that Midwinter wmild oblige 
him by endeavouring to recover it, and keeping it for ium Ihey 

md again.* 
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That was the substance of the letter. 

“ I thought over it carefully when Midwinter had left me alone 
again, after reading it. My idea was then (and is still) that Manuel had 
not persuaded Armadale to cruise in a sea like the Adriatic, so much less 
frequented by ships than the Mediteri-anean, for nothing. The terms, too, 
in which the trifling loss of the cigar-case was mentioned, struck me as 
being equally suggestive of what was coming. I concluded that Arma- 
dale’s circular notes had not been transformed into those * few hundreds 
in gold,’ through any forethought or business-knowledge of his own. 
Manuel’s influence, I suspected, had been exerted in this matter also— and 
once more not without reason. At intervals, through the wakeful night, 
these considerations came back again and again to me ; and time after 
time they pointed obstinately (so far as my next movements were con- 
cerned) in one and the same way — the way back to England. 

“ How to get there, and especially how to get there unaccompanied 
by Midwinter, was more than 1 had wit enough to discover, that night. 
I tried, and tried, to meet the difficulty, and fell asleep exhausted towards 
the morning, without having met it. ^ 

“ Some hours later, as soon as I was dressed, Midwinter came in, witli 
news received by that morning’s post from his employers in London. Tlie 
proprietors of the newspaper had received from the editor so favoui*able a 
i-eport of his correspondence from Naples, that they had determined on 
advancing him to a place of greater responsibility and greater emolument 
at Turin. His instructions were enclosed in the letter ; and he was 
requested to lose no time in leaving Naples for his new post. 

On hearing this, I relieved hia mind, before he could put the question, 
of all anxiety about my willingness to remove. Turin had the great 
attraction, in my eyes, of being on the road to England. I assured him 
at once that I was ready to travel as soon as he pleased. 

“ He thanked me for suiting myself to his plans, wuth more of his old 
gentleness and kindness than I had seen in him for some time past. The 
good news fixim Armadale on the previous day seemed to have roused him 
a little from the dull despair in which he had been sunk since the sailing 
of the yacht. And now, the prospect of advancement in his profession, 
and, more than that, the prospect of leaving the fatal place in which the 
third Vision of the Dream had come true, had (as he owned himself) 
additionally cheered and relieved him. He asked, before he went away to 
make the arrangements for our journey, whether I expected to hear from 
ray * iamily * in England, and whether he should give instruotions for tlie 
forwarding of my letters with his own to the paste restante at Turin. I 
instantly thanked him, and accepted the offer. His proposal had suggested 
to me, the moment he made % that my fictitiovs * fitmily oircumstanoes 
might be turned to good account once more, as a reason kt unexpectedly 
summoning me from Italy to England. 

** On the ninth of the month we were installed at Turin. 

“On the thirteenth, Midwinter — being then very bus ^ - ask ed it 
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I would «ave him a loss of time by applying for any letters which 
might have followed ijs from Naples. I had been waiting for the oppor- 
tunity he now offered me ; and I determined to snatoli. at it, without 
allowing myself time to hesitate. There were no letters at the paste 
rcstante for either of us. But, when he put the question on my return, I 
told him that there had been a letter for me, with alarming news from 
‘ home.’ My ‘ mother ’ was dangerously ill ; and I was entreated to lose 
no time in hurrying back to England to see her. 

It seems quite unaccountable — now that I am away from him — but it 
is none the less true, that I could not, even yet, tell him a downright pre- 
meditated falsehood, without a sense of shrinking and shame, which other 
people would think, and which I think myself, utterly inconsistent with such 
a character as mine. Inconsistent or- not, I felt it. And what is stranger 
— perhaps, I ought to say, madder — still, if he had persisted in his first 
resolution to accompany me himself to England, rather than allow me to 
travel alone, I firmly believe I should have turned my back on tempta- 
tion for the second time, and have lulled myself to rest once more in 
the old dream of living out my life happy and harmless in my husband’s 
love. 

Am I deceiving myself in this? It doesn’t matter — I daresay I am. 
Never mind what might have happened. What did happen is the only 
thing of any importance now. 

“ It ended in Midwinter’s letting me persuade him that I was old 
enough to take care of myself on the journey to England, and that he owed 
It to the newspaper people, who had trusted their interests in his hands, 
not to leave Turin just as he was established there. He didn’t suffer at 
taking leave of me as he suffered when he saw the last of his friend. I 
saw that, and set down the anxiety he expressed that I should write to 
him, at its proper value. I have quite got over my weakness for him at 
last. No man who really loved me would have put what he owed to a 
pack of newspaper people before what he owed to his wife. I hate him 
for letting me convince him I I believe he was glad to get rid of me. I 
believe he has seen some woman whom he likes at Turin. Well, let him 
follow his new fancy, if he pleases I I shall be the widow of Mr. Armadale 
of Thorpe- Ambrose, before long — and what will his likes or dislikes matter 
to mo then ? 

“The events on the journey were not worth mentioning, and my 
arrival in London stands recorded already on the top of the new page. 

“ As for to-day, the one thing of any importance that I have done, since 
I got to the cheap and quiet hotel at which I am now staying, has been to 
send for the landlord, and ask him to help me to a sight of the back numbers 
of The Times news^per. He has politely offered to accompany me him- 
self to-morrow moimng to some place in the City whei'e all the papers are 
kept, as he calls it, in file. Till to-morrow, then, I must control my 
impatience for news of Armadale as well as I can. And so gbod^ni^ to 
the pretty reflection of myself that appears in these pases 1 
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Novmber 2QtL — Not a word of news yet, either in the ohituary column 
or in any other part of the paper. I locked carefully through each number 
in eoooesaion, dating from the day when Armadale’s letter was written at 
Messina, to this present 20th of the month— and I am certain, whatever 
may have happened, that nothing is known in England as yet Patience 1 
The new^aper is to meet me at the break&st-table every morning till 
further notice — and any day now may show me what I most want to see. 

** November 21sL — ^No news again. I wrote to Midwinter to-day, to 
keep up appearances. 

“ When the letter was done, I fell into wretchedly low spirits — I can’t 
imagine why — and felt such a longing for a little company, that, in despair 
of knowing where else to go, I actually went to Pimlico, on the chance that 
Mother Oldershaw might have returned to her old quarters. 

There were changes since I had seen the place during my former stay 
in London. Doctor Downward’s side of the house was still empty. But the 
shop was being brightened up for the occupation of a milliner and dress- 
maker. The people, when I went in to make inquiries, wcrjj all strangers 
to me. They showed, however, no hesitation in giving me Mrs Older- 
shaw’s address, when I asked for it — from which I infer that the little 
^ difficulty ’ which forced her to be in hiding in August last, is at an end, 
so far as she is concerned. As for the doctor, the people at the shop 
cither were, or pretended to be, quite unable to tell me what had licconie 
of him. 

** I don’t know whether it was the sight of the place at Pimlico that 
sickened me, or whether it was my own perversi^, or what. But now 
that I had got Mn. Olderahaw’s address, I felt as if she was the very last 
person in the world that 1 wanted to see. I took a cab, and told the man 
to drive to the street she lived in, and then told him to drive back to 
the hotel. I hardly know what is the matter with me — unless it is that I 
am getting more impatient every hour for information about Armadale. 
When will the futui’e look a little less dark, I wonder ? To-morrow is 
Saturday. Will to-morrow’s newspaper lift the veil ? 

November 22nd. — Saturday’s newspaper has lifted the veil 1 Words 
are vain to express tlie panic of astonishment in which I write. I never 
once anticipated it — I can’t believe it or realize it now it has happened. 
The winds and waves ^themselves have turned my accomplices ! The 
yacht has foundered at sea, and every soul on board has periled I 

Here is the account cut out of this morning's newspaper : — 

^Disisraa xc Ban.— •IsteUigsacs has lesCbed the Bqjral Yseht Squadron and 
the insurers, which iespres no ressonsble donbt, we impt.ae say, of the hiss, on 

the fifth of the present moBth, of the yacht Dorothmf’wiik aool on hoard. The 
psrticiilsis an as follow .—At daylight^ on the momittg of the sixths the Italian brig 
boond from Tsniee to Ifanala for orders, endmntered eoaie flosring ^Ueets 
off Ospe fl|MiMveAto (at the ■e n t hSramo e t e art r ea^ y of nhldi sttroaM 4he 
curiosity of the people of the brig. pinviesw diqr had 
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most sever© of the sudden and vnolont storms, pecnliar to these sonthera sons, ^vhich has 
been remorabered for years. The Speranza herself having been in danger while the 
gale lasted, the captain and crow concluded that they woi-e on the traces of a wreck, 
arid a boat was lowered for the purpose of examining the objects in the water. A 
hencoop, some broken spars, and fragments of shattered plank were the first evidences 
discovered of the terrible disaster that had happened. Some of the lighter articles of 
cabin furniture, \vrcnchcd and shattered, Avere found next. And, lastly, a memento 
of melanchol}- interest turned up, in the shape of n life-buoy, Avith a corked bottle 
attached to it. These latter objects, with the relics of cnbin-fumiturc, were brought 
on board the Speranza. On the bnoy the name of the vessel was painted as follows; — 
‘ Dorothea, R Y.S.’ (meaning Royal Yacht Squadron) The bottle, on being uncorked, 
contained a sheet of note-paper, on which the following lines were hurriedly traced in 
pencil:—' Off Cape Spartivcnto; two days out from Messina. Nov. 5th, 4 r.w.' (being 
the hour at Avhich the log of the Italian brig showed the storm to have been at its 
height). ‘ Botli our boats are stove in by the sea. The rudder is gone, and wo have 
sprung a leak afetom which is more than we can stop. The Lord help us all — wo are 
sinking (Signed) John Mitchenden, mate.* On reaching Marsala, the captain of 
the brig made his report to the British consul, and left the objects discovered in that 
goiitleiiiau’B charge. Inquiry at Messina shoAved that the ill-fated Axssel had arrived 
there from Niqdcs. At the latter ])ort it was ascertained that the Dorothea had been 
lured fiom the OAvner’s agent, by an English gentleman, Mr. Armadale, of Thorpe- 
Ambrosc, Norfolk Whether Mr. Armadale bad any friends on board with him has 
not been clearly discoA’ered. But there is unhappily no donbt that the ill-fated gen- 
tleman himsclt sailed in the yacht from Naples, and that lie Avas also on board of the 
vessel when she left Messina ” 


“ Siich is the story of the wreck, as the newspaper tells it in the 
phiincst and fewest words. My head is in a whirl ; my confusion is so 
great that I think of fifty different things, in trjdng to think of one. I 
imist wait — a day more or loss is of no consequence now — I must wait 
till I can face my neiv position, without feeling bewildered by it. 

“ Novetnher 23rr7, Eight in the Morning. — T rose an hour ago, and saw 
my way clearly to the first step that I must take, under present circum- 
stances. 

“ It is of the utmost importance to me to know what is doing at 
Thorpe- Ambrose ; and it would be the height of rashness, while I am 
quite in the dark in this matter, to venture there myself. The only other 
alternative is to write to somebody on the spot for news ; and the only 
person I can write to is — Bash wood. 

“ I have just finished the letter. It is headed ‘ private and confidential,* 
and signed ‘ L3'^dia Armadale.’ There is nothing in it to compromise me, 
if the old fool is mortally oflTended by my treatment of him, and if he spite- 
fully shows my letter to other people. But I don’t believe he wilt do this. 
A man at his age forgives a woman anything, if the woman only encourages 
him. I hare requfis^.bim, as a personal layour, to keep our corre- 
spondence for the presiftt strictly private. \’l ^juve hinted that my 
married life with my deceased husband has aSft heen a happy one ; and 
that I feel the injudiciousness of having married « ywtng man. In the 
postscript I go ferther still, and ventture boldly on these comfbrting wordS)-^ 

VOL. X III.— NO. 7G, 25 
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* I can explain, dear Mr. Bashwood, wliat may have seemed false and 
deceitful in my conduct towards you, when you give me a personal 
opportunity.’ If he was on the right side of sixty I should feol doubtful 
of re«;ult8. But he is on the wrong side of sixty, and I believe he will 
give me my peisonal opportunity. 

“ Ten o'clock. — I have been looking over the copy of my mariiage- 
ccrtificate, with which I took care to provide myself on the wedding-day ; 
.•uid I have discovered, to my inexpressible dismay, an obstacle to my 
appearance in the character of Armadale’s widow, which I now see for the 
first time, 

“ The description of Midwinter (under his own name) which the 
certificate presents, answers in every important particular, to what would 
have been the description of Armadale of Thorpe-Ambrose, if I had really 
married him. ‘ Name and Surname ’ — Allan Armadale. ‘ Age ’ twenty- 
one, instead of twenty-two, which might easily pass for a mistake. 

* Condition ’ — Bachelor. ‘ Rank or Profession ’ — Gentleman. * Residence 
at the time of Marriage’ — Frant’s Hotel, Darley-street. ‘ Pather’s Name 
and Surname ’ — Allan Armadale. ‘ Rank or Profession of Father ’ — 
Gentleman. Every particular (except the year’s difference in their two 
ages) which answois for the one, answers for the other. But, suppose 
when I produce my copy of tlic ceitificate, that some meddlesome lawyer 
insists on looking at the miginal register? Midwinter’s writing is as 
different as possible from the writing of his dead friend. The hand 
in which he has written ‘ Allan Armadale ’ in tlie book, has not a chance 
of passing for the hand in which Armadale of Thorpe-Ambrose was 
accustomed to sign bis name. 

“ Can 1 move safely in the matter, with such a pitfall as I see here, 
open under my feet ? How can I tell? Wheie can I find an experienced 
person to inform me ? 1 must shut up my diary, and think. 

“ Seven o'clock. — My prospects have changed again since I made my 
last entry. I have received a warning to be careful in the future, which 
1 fihall not neglect ; and I have (1 believe) succeeded in providing myself 
with the advice and assistance of which I stand in need. 

“ After vainly trying to think of some better person to apply to in the 
difficulty which embarrassed me, 1 made a virtue of necessity, and set 
forth to surprise Mrs. Oldershaw by a visit from her darling Lydia I It 
is almost needless to add that I determined to sound her carefully, and 
not to I%t any secret of importance out of my own possession. 

A sour and solemn old maid-servant admitted me into the house. 
AVhen I asked for her mistress, I was reminded with the bitterest emphasis, 
that I hud committed the impropriety of calling on a Sunday. Mrs. Older- 
sliaw Avas at home, solely in consequence of being too unwell to go to 
church 1 The servant thought it very unlikely tliat she would see me. 
1 thouglit it highly probable, on the contrary, tbet she would honour me 
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with an interview in lier own interests, if I sent in my name as ‘ Miss 
Q^vilt,’—and the event proved that I was-right. After being kept waiting 
some minutes I Avas shown into the drawing-room. 

“ There sat mother Jezebel, with the air of a woman resting on the 
high-ro«id to heaven, dressed in a slate-coloured gown, with grey mittens 
on her hands, a severely simple cap on her head, and a volume of sermons 
on her lap. She turned up the whites of her eyes devoutly at the sight 
of me, and the fust words she said were—* Oh, Lydia I Lydia ! why are 
you not at church ? ’ 

“ If I had been Jess anxious, the sudden presentation of Mrs. Older- 
shaw, in an entirely new character, might have amused me. But I was 
in no humour for hiughing, and (my notes-of-hand being all paid), 1 was 
under no obJigalion to restrain my natural freedom of speech. ‘Stuff 
and noiiBcnse ! ’ J said. ‘Put your Sunday face in your pocket. I have 
got some news foi you, vince I last wrote from Thorpe-Anibrosc.’ 

“The instant 1 mentioned ‘ ThoriDc- Ambrose,’ the Avhitcs of the old 
lupociitc’s eyes showed themselves again, and she flatly refused to hear a 
wold more from me on the subject of my proceedings in Norfolk. I 
insisted — but it was quite useless. Mother Oldorshaw only shook her 
head and groaned, and informed me that her connection with the pomps 
and vaniiies of the world was at an end for ever. ‘ I have been born 
again, Lydia,’ said the brazen old wretch, wiping her eyes. ‘Nothing 
will induce me to return to the subject of that wicked speculation of 
yours on the folly of a rich young man.’ 

“ After hearing this, I should have left her on the spot, but for one 
consideration which delayed me a moment longer. 

“ It was easy to see, by this time, that the circumstances (whatever 
they might liavc been) which had obliged Mother Oldorshaw to keep in 
hiding, on the occasion of my former visit to London, had been sufficiently 
serious to foice her into giving up, or appearing to give up, her old 
business. And it was hardly less plain that she had found it to her 
advantage — everybody in England finds it to their advantage, in some 
way — to cover the outer side of her character carefully with a smooth 
varnish of Cant. This was, however, no business of mine ; and I should 
have made these reflections outside, instead of inside the house, if my 
interests had not been involved in putting the sinceiity of Mother 
Oldershaw’s reformation to the test — so far as it nfFected her past con- 
nection with myself. At the time when she had fitted me out for our 
enterprise, I remembered signing a certain business-document which gave 
her a handsome pecuniary interest in my success, if I became Mrs. “Arma- 
dale of Thorite- Ambrose. The chance of turning this mischievous morsel 
of paper to good account, in the capacity of a toiichstone, was too tempting 
to be resisted. I asked my devout friend’s permission to say one last 
word, before I left the house. 

“ ‘ As you have no furtlier interest in my wicked speculation at 
Thorpe- Ambrose; I said, * perhaps you will give me back the written 
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pnper that I signed, when you were not quite such an exemphiry prr^n 
as you are now ? ’ 

“ The shameless old hypocrite instantly shut her eyes and sliuddercd. 

“ ‘ Does that mean Yes, or No ?’ I asked. 

“ ‘ On moral and religious grounds, Lydia,’ said Mrs. Oldershaw, ‘ it 
means No.’ 

“ ‘ On wicked and worldly grounds,’ I rejoined, ‘ I bog to thank yoU 
for showing me your hand/ 

“ There could, indeed, be no doubt, now, about the object she 
really had in view. Slic would run no more risks and lend no more 
money — she would leave me to win or lose, single-handed. If I lost, she 
would not be compromised. If I won, she w’ould produce the paper I had 
signed, and profit by it without remorse. In my present situation it was 
mere waste of time and words to prolong the matter by any useless 
recrimination on my side, l.put the warning away piivatcly in my 
memory for future use, and got up to go. 

“At the moment ^^}len I left; my chair, there w'as a sharp double 
knock at the street-door. ^Irs. Oldorshaw CMdently recognu?:ed it. She 
lose in a violent hurry and rang the bell. ‘I am too unwell to sec 
anybody,’ she said, when the servant appeared. ‘Wait a moment, if you 
please,’ she added, turning sharply on me, vhen the woman bad left us 
to answer the door. 

“ It w\a8 small, very smell, spitefulncss on my part, I know — but the 
satisfaction of th^^al‘tIng Mother Jezebel, even in a trifle, was not to he 
resisted. ‘ I can’t wait,’ I said ; ‘you reminded me just now that I ought 
to be at church.’ Before she could answ^er, I was out of the room. 

“As I put my foot on the first stair the street-door was opened ; and 
a man’s voice inquired whether Mrs. Oldershaw was at home. 

“ I instantly recognized the voice. Doctor Do\An;\ard I 



m 


IStudii of dfettiq Iititrat»r.e. 


V A K T 1 1 

I SAID that a sceptic like Mr. Nash, by demolish^lng the rubbish of the 
Celtic antiquaries, might oitcn give himself the upj^earance of having won 
a complete victory, but that a complete victory ho had, in truth, by uo 
intans 'won. lie has cleared much rubbish away, but this is no such very 
difTicult feat, and requires mainly common- sense ; to be sure, Welsh archaj- 
ologists are apt to lose their common- sense, but at moments wlien they arc 
ill pos‘^c^sion of it, they can do the indispensable, negative part of criticism, 
not, indeed, bo briskly or cleverly as Mi. Nash, but still well enough. 
Elwaid Davies, for instance, has quite clearly seen that the alleged remains 
of old Welsh litcratuie aie not to be taken for genuine just as they 
stand: — “Some petty and mendicant minstrel, who only chaunted it as 
an old song, has tacked on” (he says of a poem he is discussing) “these 
lines, ill a style and measure totally diflercnl from the preceding verses : 
‘May the Tiiiiity grant us mercy in the day of judgment: a liberal 
donation, good gentlemen I ’ ” There, fifty years before ISIr. Nash, is a 
clearance very like one of Mr. Nash’s, But the difficult feat in this 
matter is the feat (>f construction ; to determine when one has cleared 
aivay all that is to be cleared away, what is the significance of that 
uhich is lell ; and here, 1 confess, 1 think Mr. Nash and his fellow -sceptics, 
who say that next to nothing is left, and that the significance of whatever 
is left is next to nothing, dissatisfy the genuine critic even more than 
Edward Davies and his brother euthusiasts, who have a sense that some- 
thing primitive, august, and interesting is there, though they fail to extract 
it, dissatisfy him. There is a veiy edifying stoiy told by O’Curiy of the 
cfi’ect produced on ^Moore, the poet, who had undertaken to write the 
history of Ireland (a task for which he was quite unfit), by the contempla- 
tion of an old Irish manuscript. Moore had, without knowing anything 
about them, spoken slightingly of the value to the historian of Ireland of 
the materials ufibrded by such maiiuaci ipts ; but, says O’Curry, — 

“In the year 1839, during one of his last visits to the land of his 
birth, he, in company with his old and attached friend Dr. Petrie, 
favoured me with an unexpected visit at the Koyal Irish Academy. I 
W’a.s at that period employed on the Ordnance Survey of Ireland, and at 
the time of his visit happened to have before me on my desk the Books 
of Balbjvioit and Lecain^ The Speckled Book, The Annals of the Four 
Masters^ and many other ancient books, for historical research and 
reference. I had never before seen Moore, and after a brief introduotioa 
and explanation of the nature of my occujiation by Dr, Petrie, and seeing 
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Ihe formidable array of bo many dark and time-worn volumes by which 
I was surrounded, he looked a little disconcerted, but after a while plucked 
up couinge to open the Booh of Ballymote and ask what it was. Dr. 
Petrie and myself then entered into a short explanation of the history 
and character of the books tlien present as well as of ancient Gaedhelic 
documents in general. Moore listened with great attention, alternately 
scanning the books and myself, and then asked me, in a serious tone, if 
I understood them, and how I had learned to do so. Having satisfied 
him upon these points, he turned to Dr. Petrie and said : • Petrie, these 
huge tomes could not have been written by fools or for any foolish purpose. 
I never knew anything about them before, and I had no right to have 
undertaken the History of Ireland' ” 

And from that day Moore, it is said, lost all heart for going on with 
his History of Ireland^ and it w^as only the importunity of the publishers 
which induced liim to bring out tlie remaining volume. 

Could not have heen icrittcn hy fools^ or for any foolish purpose. That 
is, I am convinced, a true piesentiraent to liave in one’s mind when ono 
looks at Irish documents like the Booh of Ballymote, or W^flsh documents 
like the Red Booh of Hergest. In some respects, at any rate, these docu- 
ments are what they claim to be, they hold uhat they pictcnd to hold, they 
touch that primitive world of wliicli they profess to be the voice. Tlie true 
Clitic is be who can detect thispiecioua and genuine part in tliem, and 
employ it for the elucidation of the Celt’s genius and lii'^tiuy, and for any 
other fruitful purposes to which it can be applied. Merely to point cut 
the mixture of what is late and spuiious in them, is to touch but the 
fringes of the matter. In reliance upon the discovery of this mixture of 
what is late and spuriouR in them, to pooh-pooh them altogether, to treat 
them as a heap of rubbish, u mass of middle- age lorgeties, is to fall into 
the greatest possible eiror. Granted that all the manuscripts of Welsh 
poetry (to take that branch of Celtic literature wliich lias had, in 
Mr. Nash, tlic ablest disparager), granted that all such manuscripts 
that wc possess are, with the most insignificant excrj)tion, not older 
tb«^u the twelflli century ; granted that the twelfth and thirteenth cen- 
turies w'ere a time of great poetical octnity in Wales, a time when 
a nit*diffival literatuie flourished tlierc, as it flourished in England, 
France, and other countries; granted tliat a goat deal of what Welsh 
enthusiasts have attributed to their great traditional poets of the sixth 
century belongs to this later rpoeli, — what then? Docs that get nd 
of the great traditional poets, — the Cynveirdd or old bards, Aneuriii, 
Taliesin, Llywarch Hen, and tlicir compeers, — does that get rid of the 
great poetical tradition of the sixth century altogether ; does it merge the 
whole literary antiquity of Wales in her mediaival literary antiquity, or, 
at least, reduce all other than this to insignificance ? Mr. Nash says it 
does ; all his efforts are directed to show how much of the so-called sixth- 
century pieces may be resolved into medieval, twelfth-century work ; his 
grand thesia is that there ia nothing primitive and pre-Christian in the 
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extant Welsh literature, no traces of the Druidism aud Paganism every 
one associates with Celtic antiquity ; all this, he says, was extingnishod 
by Paulinus in a.d. 59, and never resuscitated. “ At the timi' the 
Mabinogion and the Taliesin ballads were composed^ no tradition or 
popular recollection of the Druids or the Druidical mythology existed in 
Wales. The Welsh bards know of no older mystery, nor of any mystic 
creed, unknown to the rest of the Christian world.” And Mr. Nash com- 
plains that “ the old opinion that the Welsh poems contain notices of Druid 
or Pagan superstitions of a remote origin ” should still find promulgators ; 
what \\c find iu them is only, he says, what was circulating in Wales 
ill the twelfth century, and “ one great mistake in these investigations has 
been the supposing tliat the Welsh of the twelfth, or even of the sixth 
century, were wdscr as well as more Pagan than their neighbours.” 

Why, what a wonderful thing is this 1 We have, in the first place, 
the most weighty and explicit testimony — Strabo’s, Ccesar’s, Lucan’s — 
tliat this race once possessed a special, piofound, spiritual discipline, that 
they were, to use Mr. Nash’s words, “ wiser than their neighbours.” 
Lucan’s words arc singularly clear and strong, and serve well to stand as 
a landmark in this controversy, in which one is sometimes embarrassed 
by hearing authorities quoted on this side or that, wlien one doe,s not feel 
sure precisely what they say — how much or how little ; Lucan, addressing 
those hitherto under tlie pressure of Home, but now left by the Kornan 
civil war to their own devices, bays : — 

Ye too, ye baids, A\ho by your praises perpetuate the memory of the 
fallen brave, without hindrance poured forth your strains. And yo, ye 
Druids, now that the sword was removed, began once more your barbaric 
rites and weird solemnities. To you only is given knowledge or ignorance 
(whichever it be) of the gods .and the powem of heaven ; your dwelling 
is in the lone heart of the forest. From you we learn, that the bourne of 
man’s ghost is not the senseless grave, not the pale realm of the monarch 
below; in another world his spirit survives still; — death, if your lore be 
true, is but the passage to enduring life.” 

There is the testimony of an educated Roman, fifty years after Christ, 
to the Celtic race being then “wiser than their neighbours;” testimony 
all the more remarkable because civilized nations, though very prone to 
ascribe to barbarous people an ideal purity and simplicity of life and 
manners, are by no means naturally inclined to ascribe to them high 
attainment in intellectual and spiritual things. And now, along with this 
testimony of Lucan’s, one has to carry in mind Crosar’s remark, that the 
Druids, partly from a religious scruple, partly from a desire to discipline 
the memory of their pupils, committed nothing to writing. Well, then 
comes the crushing defeat of the Celtic race in Britain, and the Roman 
conquest ; but the Celtic race subsisted here still, and any one can see that 
while the race subsisted, the traditions of a discipline such aa that of 
which Lucan has drawn the picture, were not likely to be so very speedily 
“ extinguished.” The withdrawal of the Romans, the recovered indepen- 
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deno« of the native race here, the Saxon invasion, the struggle with the 
Saxons, were just the ground for one of tliose bursts of energetic national 
life and self-consciousness, vvliich lliid a voice in a burst of poets and 
]X)etry. Accordingly, to this time, to the sixth century, the universal 
Welsh tradition attaches the great group of British poets, Taliesin and his 
fellows. In the twelfth ce^itury there began for Wales, along with another 
burst of national life, anotlier biii&t of j*octry ; and this burst literary 
in the stricter seiibe of the word — a burst wliich left, lor the first time, 
written records. It wrote the records of its predecessors, as well as of 
itself, and therefore Mr. Nash wants to make it the real author of the 
whole poetry, one may say, of the sixth centuiy, us well as its own. No 
doubt one cannot pioduce the texts of tlic jioetry of the sixth century; 
no doubt W'e have this only as the twellth and succeeding centuries wrote 
it down; no doubt they mixed and changed i( a great deal in writing it 
down. But, since a eoutinuons stream of testimony ehuws the enduring 
existence and nifluence among the kindred Celts of Wales and Brittany, 
from the sixth century to the twelfth, of an old national liteiatiue, it seems 
certain that much ol this must be traceable in the documents of the 
twelllh century, and tlie interesting thing is to trace It cannot be 
denied that tliere is such a continuous stieam of tealiinony; there is 
GiJdas m the sixth century, Ni’iinius in the eighlh, the law's ol Ilowel in 
the tentli ; in the eleventh, twenty or thiity }e4ib before the new' literaiy 
epoch began, wc hear ol Iwh}b ap Tudor having “ brought with him fiom 
Biitlany, the b^sleiu of the Bound "I'abie, which at home had become 
quite forgotten, and he restin-cd it ua it is, willi regaiJ to minstrels and 
balds, as it had been at Cai ihon-upon-Ubk, under the Eiiijieror Aithur, in 
the time of the sovei eight) of the lace of the Cyinry over tlie island ot 
Biituiii and its adjacent iblaiids.*’ Mi. NashVuwn comment on this is: “ Wa 
licre sec the intioductioii of iheAithunaii romance from Biittany, ])re> 
ceding by ueai'ly one generation, the levnal of music and poetry in Norlli 
Wales,” and yet he does not seem to jeiceive what a tebtimuny is lieie 
to tlie reality, fulness, and puhsistence of that primiine lileiature about 
which he is so sceptical. 'Ihen in the twelfth century tcbtiinony to this 
primitive litcratuic absolutely abounds ; one can quote none belter than 
that of Giraldus de Barn, oi Giraldus Cambreusis, os he is u^ually called. 
Giraldus is an excellent authority, who knew well what he was writing 
about, Olid lie speaks of the Welsh buids and ihajisodists of his time ns 
Laving in theii possession ^'ancient and authentic books” in the Welsh 
language. Tlie apparatus of tcchnicul terms of poetry^ Again, and the 
elaborate poetical organization which wc find, botli in Wales and Ireland, 
existing from the very commencement of tlie mediaeval literary period in 
each, and to which no olher uiediaival literature, so far os 1 know, shows 
at its first bcgiuiiiugs anytliing similar, indicates surely, in these Celtic 
peoples, the clear and persistent truditiun of an older poetical period of 
great development, and almost irrosistibly connects' itself in one's mind 
with the elaborate Druidic discipline which Ccesar mentions^ 
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But perhaps tlie best way to get a full sense of the storied anticpiity, 
forming as it were the background to those medireval documents, which in 
Mr. Nash’s eyes pretty muCh begin and end witli tliemselves, is to take, 
almost at random, a passage from such a tale as Kilhwch and Olwen^ in 
tlie Mabinogion — that charming collection, for which we owe such a 
debt of gratitude to Lady Charlotte Guest (to call her still by the name 
she bore when she made her happy entry into the world of letters), 
and which she so unkindly suffers to remain out of print. Almost every 
page of this tale points to traditions and pertonages of the most remote 
antiquity, and is instinct with the very breath of tho primitive world. 
Search is made for Mabou, the son of Modron, who w'as taken when three 
nights old from between his mother and the walL The seekers go first to 
the Ousel of Cilgwri : the Ousel had lived long enougli to peck a smith’s 
anvil down to the size of a nut, but he had never heard of Mahon. “ But 
tliere is a lace of animals who were formed before me, and I will be your 
guide to them.” So the Ousel guides them to the Stag of Redynvre. The 
Stag had seen an oak sapling, m the wood where he lived, grow up to be 
an oak with a hundred branches, and then slowly decay down to a 
withered stump, yet he had never heard of Mabon, “ But I will be your 
guide to the place where there is an animal which was formed before I 
was and he guides them to the Owl of Cwn Cawlwyd. “ Wlien first I 
came hither,” says the Owl, “ the wide \alley you see was a wooded glen. 
And a race of men came and rooted it up. And there grew a second 
wood ; and tins wood is the third. My wings, are they not withered 
stumps?” Yet the Owl, in spite of his great age, had never heard of 
Mabon ; but he offered to be guide ‘‘ to where is the oldest animal in the 
woild, and the one that has travelled most, the Eagle of Gwern Abwy.” 
The Eagle was so old, that a rock, from the top of which ho pecked at the 
stars every evening, was now not so much as a span high, fie knew 
nothing of Mabon ; but there was a monster salmon, into whom he once 
Btr\ick his claws in Llyn Llyw, who might, perhaps, tell them something 
of him. And at last the Salmon of Llyn Llyw told them of Mabon. 
“ With every tide I go along the river upwards, until I come near to 
the walls of Gloucester, and there have I found such wrong os I never 
i'ound elsewhere.” And the Salmon took Arthur’s messengers on his 
blioulders up to the wall of the prison in Gloucester, and tliey delivei-ed 
Mabon. 

Nothing could better give that sense of primitive and pre-mediojval 
antiquity which to the observer with any tact for these things is, I think, 
clearly perceptible in these remains, at whatever time they may have 
been written, or better serve to check too absolute an acceptance of 
Mr. Nash’s doctrine — in some respects very salutary— “ that the common 
assumption of such remains of the date of the sixth century, has been 
made upon very unsatisfactory grounds.” It is true it has ; it is true, too, 
that, as he goes on to say, “ writers who claim for productions actually 
existing only in manuscripts of the twelfth, an origin in the sixUi centuryi 
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are called upon to demonstrate the linha of evidence, cither internal or 
external, which bridge over this great intervening period of at least five 
hundred years.” Then Mr. Nash continues : “ This external evidence is 
altogether wanting.” Not altogether, as we have seen ; that assertion is 
a little too strong. But I am content to let it pass, because it is true, 
that without internal evidence in this matter the external evidence would 
be of no moment. But when Mr. Nash continues further : “ And the 
internal evidence even of the so-called historic poems themselves, is, in 
some instances at least, opposed to their claims to an origin in the sixth 
century,” and leaves the matter there, and finishes his chapter, I say that 
is an unsatisfactory turn to give to the matter, and a lame and impotent 
conclusion to his chapter ; because the one interesting, fruitful question 
here is, not in what instances the internal evidence opposes the claims of 
these poems to a sixth-century origin, but in what instances it supports 
them, and what these sixth-century remains, thus established, signify. 

So again with the question as to the mythological import of these 
poems. Mr. Nash seems to me to have dealt with tins, too, rather in the 
spirit of a sturdy enemy of the Celts and their pretensions, — often enough 
chimerical, — than in the spirit of a di.sintciested man off»science. “ Wc 
find in the oldest compositions in the Welsh language no tiares,” he says, 
“of the Druids, or of a pagan mythology.” He will not hear of theio 
being, for instance, in these compositions, traces of the doctiinc of the 
transmigration of souls, attributed to the Druids in such clear words by 
Cesar. He is very severe upon a German scholar, long and favourably 
known in this country, wlio has already fiiniislied Aaluablc contri- 
butions to our knowledge of the Celtic race, and of whoso laboiiis 
the main fruit has, I belie\c, not yet hem given us — Mr. Meyer. 
He is very severe upon Mr. Me^er, for finding in one of tlie 
poems ascribed to Taliesin, “ a sacrificiul h 3 'mn addressed to tlie god 
Pryd, in his character of god of the Sun.” It is not for me to pro- 
nounce for or against this notion of Mr. Me^’cr’s. 1 liave not the 
knowledge whieli is needed in order to make one’s suffrage in these 
matters of any value ; speaking merely as one of the unlearned public, I 
will confess that allegory seems to me to play, in Mr. Meyer's theories, a 
somewhat excessive j)art; Arthur and his Twelve (?) Knights of the Hound 
Table signifying solely the year with its twelve months ; Percival and the 
Miller signifying solely steel and the grindstone ; Stonehenge and the Godo- 
din put to purely calendarial purposes; the Nibehnigcn^ the Mahahharata^ 
and the Iliad, finally following tlie fate of the Gododin; all this appears to 
me, I will confess, a little prematurely grasped, a little unsubstantial. 
But that any one who knows the set of modem mythological science 
towards astroiiotnical and solar myths, a set which has already justified 
Itself in many respects so victoriously, and which is so irresistible that 
one can hardly now look up at the sun without having the sensations of a 
moth ; that any one who knows this, should find in the Welsh remains no 
traces of mythology, is quite astounding. Why^ the horoes and heroines of 
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the old Cymric world arc all iti the sky as well as in Welsh story; 
Arthur is the Great Bear, his harp is the constellation Lyra ; Cassiopeia’s 
chair is Liya Don, Don’s Court ; the daughter of Don was Arianrod, and 
the Northern Crown is Caer Arianrod ; Gwydion was Don’s son, and the 
Milky Way is Caer Gwydion. With Gwydion is Math, the son of Ma- 
thonwy, the “ man of illusion and phantasy;” and the moment one goes 
below the surface — almost before one goes below the surface — all is illusion 
and phantasy, double-meaning, and far-reaching mythological import, in 
the world which all these personages inhabit. What are the three hun- 
dred ravens of Owen, and the nine sorceresses of Peredur, and the dogs of 
Annwii, the Welsh Hades, and the biids of Khiannon, whose song was so 
sweet that warriors remained spell-bound for eighty years together listen- 
ing to them ? What is the Avanc, the Avater-monster, of whom every 
lake-side in Wales, and her proverbial speech, and her music, to this day 
preserve the tradition ? What is Gwyn the son of Nudd, king of fairie, 
the ruler of the Tylwyth Teg, or family of beauty, who till the day of 
doom fights on every fust day of May — the great feast of the sun among 
the Celtic peoples — with Gwythyr for the fair Cordelia, the daughter of 
Lear? What is the ivonderful mare of Tcirnyon, Avhicli on the night of 
every first of May foaled, and no one ever knew what became of the colt ? 
Who is the mystic Arawn, the king of Annwn, who changed semblance 
for a year with Pwyll, prince of Dyved, and reigned in his place ? These 
are no mediaeval j)crsonages ; they belong to an older, pagan, mythological 
Avoild. The very first thing that stiikcs one, in reading the Mahinogion, 
is how* evidently the medimval story-teller is pillaging an antiquity of 
which he does not fully po8.se8s the secret; he is like a peasant building 
his hut on the site of Halicarnassus or Ephesus; he builds, but what ho 
builds is full of materials of which ho knows not the history, or knows by 
a glimmering tradition merely; — stones “ not of this building,” but of an 
older architecture, greater, cunninger, more majestical. In the mediceval 
stories of no Latin or Teutonic people docs this strike one as in those of 
the Welsh. Kilhwch, in the story already quoted of Kilhwch and Olwen, 
asks help at the hand of Arthur’s warriors; a list of these warriors is 
given, which fills I know not how many pages of Lady Charlotte Guest’s 
book ; this list is a perfect treasure-house of mysterious ruins : — 

Teithi Hen, the son of Gwynhan — (his domains were swallowed up 
by the sea, and he himself hardly escaped, and he came to Arthur, and his 
knife had this peculiarity, that from the time that he came there no haft 
would ever remain upon it, and owing to this a sickness came over him 
and he pined away during the remainder of his life, and of this he died). 

“ Drem, the son of Dremidyd — (when the gnat arose in the morning 
with the sun, Drem could see it from Gelli Wic in Cornwall, as fer off as 
Pen Blathaon in. North Britain). • 

“ Kynyr Keinvart^awc — (when he was told he had a son born, he said 
to his wife : Damsel, if thy son be mine, his heart will be always cold, 
and there will be no warmth in his hands).” 
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How evident, again, is the slightness of the narrator’s hold upon the 
Twrch-Trwyth and his strange stoi-y ! How manifest the mixture of know n 
and unknown, shadowy and clear, of different layers and orders of tradition 
jumbled together, in the story of Bran the Blessed, a story whose person- 
ages touch a comparatively late and historic time. Bran invades Ireland, 
to avenge one of “ the three unhappy blows of this island,” the daily 
striking of Branwen by her husband Mathohveh, king of Ireland. Bran 
is mortally w'oundcd by a poisoned dart, and only seven men of Britain, 
“ the Island of the Mighty,” escape, among them Taliesin. 

“ And Bran commanded them that they should cut off his head. 
And take you my head, said ho, and bear it even unto the White Mount in 
London, and bury it there with the face tow'ards France. And along lime 
will you be upon the road. In Ilaikdi you will be feasting seven years, 
the birds of Ithiannon singing unto you the wdiile. And all that time the 
head will be to you as pleasant company us it ever W’as when on my body. 
And at Gw'ales in Penvro you will be fourscore }eais, and you may 
remain there, and the bead w’itli you iincorrupted, until you open the 
door that looks towards Aber Ilenvelen and tow'ards Cornwall. And after 
you have opened that door, there you may no longer tarr^ ; set forth then 
to London to bury the head, and go stiuight forw'ard. 

“So they cut off his head, and those seven went forw'nid therewith. 
And Branwen was the eighth with them, and they came to land at Aber 
Alaw in Anglesey, and they sate dowm to lest. And Branwen looked 
towards Ireland and towards the Island of the Mighty, to see if she could 
descry them. ^ Alas,’ said she, ^ woe is me that I w'as ever born ; two 
islands ba\e been destroyed because of me.’ Then she uttered a loud 
groan, and there broke her heart. And they made her a four-sided 
grave, and buried ber upon tbe banks of the Alaw. 

“ Then they went on to Harlech, and sate dow'n to feast and to drink 
there ; and there came three birds and bt^an singing, and all the songs they 
had ever heard were harsh compared theieto ; and at this feast they con- 
tinued seven years. Then they went to Gwales in Penvro, and there they 
found a fair and regal s])ot overlooking the ocean, and a spacious bail was 
therein. And they went into the hall, and two of its doors were ojieu, 
but the third door w'as closed, tliat which looked towards Cornw^ull. * See 
yonder,’ said Manawyddan, ‘ is the door that we may not open.' And 
that night they regaled themselves and were joyful. And there they 
remained fourscore years, nor did they think they had ever spent a time 
more joyons and mirthful. And they were not more weary tlian when 
first they came, neither did tliey, any of them, know the time they had 
been there. And it was as pleasant to them having the head with them 
us if Bran had been with them himself. 

“ But one day said Jleilyn, the son of Gwyn : ^ betide me if I 
do not open the door to know if that is true which is said concerning it.’ 
So he qiened the door and looked towards Cornwall and Aber Henvelen. 
And when they had looked, they were as cooscioui of aU the evils they 
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had oyer sustained, and of all the friends and companions they had lost, 
and of all the misery that had befallen them, as if all hnd happened in 
that very spot ; and especially of the fate of their lord. And because of 
their perturbation, they could not rest, but journeyed forth with the head 
towards London. And they buried the head in the White Mount,” 

Arthur afterwards, in his pride and self-confidenoe, disinterred the 
head, and this was one of “ the three unhappy disclosures of the island 
of Biitain.” 

There is evidently mixed hei*e, with the newer legend, a deintui^ as 
the geologists would say, of something far older; and the secret of Wales 
and its genius is not truly reached until this detritus^ instead of being 
called recent because it is found in contact with what is recent, is dis- 
engaged, and is made to tell its own story. 

But when we show him things of this kind in the Welsh remains, 
Mr. Nash has an answer for us. “ Oh,” he says, “ all this is merely a 
machinery of necromancers and magic, such as has probably been pos- 
sessed by all people in all ages, more or less abundantly. IIow similar 
are the creations of the hiiraaii mind in times and places the most remote ! 
We see in this similarity only an evidence of the existence of a common 
stock of ideas, variously developed according to the formative pressure of 
external circumstances. The materials of these tales are not peculiar to 
the Welsh.” And then Mr. Nash points out, with much learning and 
ingenuity, how certain incidents of these tales have their counterparts in 
Irish, iu Scandinavian, in Oriental romance. He says, fairly enough, that 
the assertions of Taliesin, in the famous Hanes Taliesin or History of 
Taliesin, that he was present with Noah in the Ark, at the Tower of 
Babel, and with Alexander of Macedon, “we may ascribe to the poetic 
fancy of the Christian priest of the thirteenth century, who brought 
this romance into its present form. We may compare these statements of 
the universal presence of the wonder-working magician with those of the 
gleeman who recites the Anglo-Saxon metrical tale called the Traveller's 
Song." No doubt lands the roost distant can be shown to have a common 
property in many marvellous stdHes. This is one of the most interesting 
discoveries of modern science ; but modern science is equally interested iu 
knowing how the genius of each people has differentiated, so to speak, this 
common property of theirs ; in tracking out, in each case, that special 
“ variety of development,” which, to use Mr. Nash’s own words, “ the 
formative pressure of external circumstances ” has occasioned ; and not 
the formative pressure from without only, but also the formative pressure 
from within. It is this which be who deals with the Welsli remains iu a 
philosophic spirit wants to know. Where is tho force, for scientific pur- 
poses, of telling us that certain incidents by which Welsh poetry has been 
supposed to indicate a surviving tradition of the doctrine of transmigration, 
are found in Irish poetiy also, when Irish poetry has, like Welsli, its roots 
in that Celtism which is said to have held this doctrine of transmigratioa 
so strongly 7 Where is even the great force, for soiontific purposeii of 
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proving, if it were possible to prove, that the extant remains of Welsh 
pot.*try contain not one plain declaration of Diuidical, pagan, pre-Christian 
doctrine, if one has in the extant remains of Breton poetry such texts as 
this from the proj^hecy of Gwenchlan : “ Three times must we all die, 
before Ave come to our final repose?” or as the cry of the eagles, in the 
same poem, of fierce thirst for Christian blood, a cry in which the poet 
evidently gives vent to his own hatred? since the solidarity, to use that 
convenient French Avord, of Breton and Wchh poetry is so complete, 
that tlie ideas of the one may be almost certainly assumed not to have 
been wanting to those of the other. The question is, when Taliesin 
says, in the Battle of the Trees ^ — 

“ I have been in many shapes before I attained a congenial form. I 
have been a narrow blade of a sword, I have been a drop in the air, I 
have been a shining 6tar„ I have been a Avord in a book, I have been a 
book in the beginning, I huA-e been a light in a lantern a year and a half, 
I have been a bridge for passing over three-score rivers ; I have jour- 
neyed as an eagle, 1 have been a boat on tlie sea, I have been a director 
in battle, I have been a sword in the hand, I have been a shield in fight, 
I have been the string of a harp; I have been enchanted for a year 
in the foam of Avater. Theie is nothing in Avhich I have not been. . . .” 
the question is, have these statements of the universal presence ot 
the Avonder-working magician ” nothing which distinguishes them from 
“ similar creations of the human mind in times and places the most 
remote have they not an inwaidness, a severity of form, a solemnity of 
tone, Avhich indicates the still reverberating echo of a profound doctrine and 
discipline, such as Avas Druidism ? Suppose we compare Taliesin, as Mr. 
Nash invites us, with the gleeman of the Anglo-Saxon Traveller's Song. 
Take the specimen of tins song which Mr. Nash himself quotes : “ I have 
been with the Israelites and with the Kssyringi, with the Hebrews and 
with the Indians and with the Egyptians; I have been with the Medes 
and Avith the Persians and with the Myrgings.” It is very well to 
parallel AA'ith this extract Taliesin’s “ I carried the banner before Alex- 
imder ; I Avas in Canaan Avben Absalom was slain ; I was on the horse’s 
crupper of Elias and Enoch ; I was on the high cross of the merciful Son 
of God ; I was the chief overseer at the building of the tower of Nimrod ; 
I was with my King in the manger of the ass ; I supported Moses through 
the waters of Jordan ; I have been in the buttery in the land of the 
Trinity ; it is not known what is the nature of its meat and its fish.” It 
is very well to say that these assertions we may ikirly ascribe to the 
poetic fancy of a Christian priest of the thirteenth centuiy.” Certainly we 
may ; the last of Taliesin’s assertions more especially ; though one must 
remark at the same time that the Welshman shows much more fire and 
imagination than the Anglo-Saxon. But Taliesin adds,^fter his “1 was 
in Canaan when Absalom was slain," “ / was in the hall of Don before 
Gwydion was bom ; ” he adds, after “ 1 was the chief overseer at the 
building of the tower of Nimrod," / have been three times resident in the 
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castU of Arjanrod;'' he adds, after I was at the cross with Maiy 
Magdalene,” “ I obtained my inepiration from the cauldr on of Ceridwen," 
And finally, after the mediaeval touch of the visit to tho buttery in the 
land of the Trinity, he goes off at score s “ I have been instructed in the 
whole system of the universe ; I shall be till the day of judgment on the 
face of the earth. I have been in an uneasy chair above Caer Sidin, and 
the whiiling round without motion between three elements. Is it not 
the wonder of the world that cannot be discovered ? ” And so he ends the 
j)oem. But here is the Celtic, the essential part of the poem : it is here 
that the “ formative pressure” has been really in operation; and here surely 
is paganism and mythology enough, which the Christian priest of the thir- 
teenth century can have had nothing to do with. It is unscientific, no 
doubt, to interpret this part as Edward Davies and Mr. Herbert do ; but 
it is unscientific also to get rid of it as Mr. Nash does. Wales and the 
Welsh genius are not to be known without this pait ; and the true critic 
is he who can beat disengage its real significance. 

I any, then, what wc want is to know the Celt and his genius ; not to 
exalt him or to abase him, but to know him. And for this a disin- 
terested, positive, and constructive criticism is needed. Neither his 
friends nor his enemies have yet given us much of this. Ilis friends have 
given us materials for criticism, and for these we ought to be grateful ; 
his enemies have given us negative criticism, and for this, too, up to a 
certain point, we may be grateful ; but the criticism we really want neither 
c.f them has yet given us. Philology, that science which in our time 
has had so many successes, has not been abandoned by her good fortune 
in touching the Celt ; philology has brought, almost for the first time in 
their lives, the Celt and sound criticism together. The Celtic gramraai? of 
Zeuss, whose death is so gjievous a loss to science, offers a splendid 
specimen of that patient, disinterested way of treating objects of knowledge, 
Avhich IS the best and most attractive characteristic of Germany. Zeuss 
proceeds neither as a Celt-lover nor as a Celt-hater ; not the slightest 
trace of a wish to glorify Teutonism or to abase Celtism, appears in his 
book. The only desire apparent there, is the desire to know his object, 
the language of the Celtic peoples, as it really is. In this he stands as a 
model to Celtic students ; and it has been given to him, as a reward for 
his sound method, to estaV)lish certain points which are henceforth cardinal 
points, landmarks, in all the discussion of Celtic matters, and which 
no one had so established before. People talked at random of Celtic 
writings of this or that age ; Zeuss has definitely fixed the age of what we 
actually have of ihese writings. To take the Cymric group of languages : 
our earliest Cornish document is a vocabulary of the thirteenth century ; 
our earliest Breton document is a short description oft an estate in a d^ 
of the ninth century ; our earliest Welsh documents are Welsh glosses of 
the eighth centuiy to Eutychus, the grammarian, and Ovid’s Art of Love^ 
and the verses found by Edward Lhuyd in the Juvencus manuscript at 
Cambridge. The mention of this Juvencus fragment, by the by, suggesta 
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the difference there is between a sound and an unsound critical habit. 
Mr. Nash deals with this fragment ; but, in spite of all his great acutenesa 
and learning, because he has a bias, because he does not bring to these 
matters the disinterested spirit tliey need, he is capable of getting rid, 
quite unwarrantably, of a particular word in the fragment which does not 
suit him ; his dealing with the verses is an advocate’s dealing, not a 
Clitic’s. Of this sort of thing Zeuss is incapable. 

The test which Zeuss used for establishing the age of these documents 
is a scientific test, the to.st of orthography and of declensional and 
syntactical forms. These matters are far out of iny province, but what is 
clear, sound, and simple, has a natural attraction for us all, and one 
I'eeJs a pleasure in repeating it. It is tlie grand sign of age, Zouss sayi^, 
ill Welsh and Irish words, when what the guinunarians call the “destitutio 
tenuium” has not yet taken place ; when the sharp consonants have not yet 
been changed into Hat, p or t into b or d ; when, lor iiibtaiice, ^nap, a son, 
lias not } et become viab ; coet^ a wood, coed ; ocety a harrow, 0(jcd. This 
is a clear, scientific tcat to apply, and a test of which the accuracy can be 
verified ; I do not say that Zeu&s was the first person who knew of this 
test or applied it, but I say that he is the first person ^\l^ in dealing with 
Celtic matters has invariably proceeded by means of this and similar 
scientific tests ; the fiist person, therefore, the body of whose work lias a 
scientific, stable character; and so he stands as a model to all Celtic 
inquii-ers. 

His influence has already been most happy ; and as I have enlaiged on 
a certain lailure in criticism of Eugene O’Curry’s, — whose business, niter 
all, was the description and classification of materials ratlier than criti- 
cism, — let me show, by another example from Eugene O’Curry, tliis good 
influence of Zeuss upon Celtic studies. Eugene O’Curry wants to establisli 
that coniiiositions of an older date than the twelftli century existed in Ireland 
in the twelfth century, and thus he proceeds. He lakes one of the great 
extant Irish manuscripts, the Leabhar na h'Uidhrc ; or, Book of the Dun 
Cow. The compiler of this book was, he says, n certain Maelmuiri, a 
member of the religious house of Cluainmacnois. This he establishes from 
a passage in the manuscript itself: “This is a trial of his pen here, by 
Maelmuiri, son of the son of Conn na m’Bucht.” The date of Mudinuiii 
lie establishes from a passage in the Annah of the Four Masters^ uuder 
the year llOG : ^‘Maelmuiri, son of the sou of Conn na m’Bocht, was 
killed in the middle of the great stone church of Cluainmacnois, by a 
party of robbers.” Thus he gets the date of the Book of the Dun Cow* 
This book contains an elegy on the death of St. Colunib. Now, even 
before 1106 , the language of this elegy was so old as to require a gloss to 
make it intelligible, tor it is accompanied by a gloas written between the 
lines. This gloss quotes, for the explanation of obsolete words, a number 
of more ancient oompoaitiona ; and these competitions, therefore, must, at 
the beginning of the tweltlh century, have been still in existence. Nothing 
can be sounder ; every step is proved, and fairly proved, aa one goes 
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along. O'Curry thus affords a good specimen of the sane mode of pro- 
ceeding so much wanted in Celtic researches, nud so little practised by 
Edward Davies and his brethren ; and to found this sane method, Zeuss, 
by the example he sets in his own department of philolog)', has mainly 
contributed. 

Science’s reconciling power, too, on which I have already touched, 
philoleg}^, in her Celtic researches, again and again illustrates. Eaces 
and languages have been absurdly joined, and unity has been oiteu 
lashly assumed at stages where one was far, very lar, from having 
yet really readied unity. Science has and will long have to bo a 
divider and a separatist, breaking aibitrary and fanciful connectiotis, 
and dissipating dreams of a premature and impossible unity. Still, science 
— true science — lecoguizes m the bottom o^ her soul a la\\ of ultimate 
fusion, of conciliation. To reacli this, but to reach it legitimately, she 
tends. She diawa, for instance, towards the same idea which fills her 
elder and divine sister, poetiy — the idea of the substantial unity of man ; 
though she draws towards it by roads of her own. But contmiUilly 
she 18 showing us uffinity where we imagined there was isolation. 
What school-boy of us has not rummaged his Greek dictiouaiy in 
vain for a satisfactory account of that old name for the Peloponnesc, the 
Apian Land ? and within the limits of Gieek itself there is none. But the 
bcjthiaii name fur eaith, “apia,” watery^ water-issued, meaning first isle 
and then land — this name, which we find in “avia,” ycandinayia, and in 
“ ey ” for island, Alderney, not only explains the Apian Land of Sophocles 
for us, but points the way to a whole world of relationships of which we 
knew nothing. The Scythwtns themselves again, — obscure, far-separated 
Mongolian people as they used to appear to us, — when w e find that they are 
essentially Teutonic and Indo-European, ihcir very name the same word 
as the common Latin woid “scutum,” the shielded people, what a surpri^ 
llii’v give usl And then, before we have recoveied ficm this surprise, 
wc learn that the name of their father and god, Targitavus, carries ua I 
know not liow' much further into lamiliHr company. This divinity, Shining 
U'ith the targe, the Greek Hercules, the Suii, contains in the second linlf of 
his name, iavus, “ shining,” a wonderful cement to hold times and nations 
together. Tavus, “ shining,” from “ tava,” — in Sanscrit, ns w ell us Scythian, 
“ to burn” or “shine,”— is Divus, dies, Zeus, eidQ, Leva, and I know not 
how much more ; and Taviii, the briglit and burnt, fire, the place of fire, 
the health, the centre of the family, becomes the family itself, just as our 
word family, the Latin familia, is from thyrnele, the sacred centre of fire. 
The hearth comes to mean home. Then from home it comes to menu the 
group of homes, the tribe; fiom the tribe the entire nation; and in this 
sense of nation or people, the woid appears in Gothic, Norse, Celtic, and 
Persian, as well as in Scythian ; the Theuthiska, Deutschen, Tudesques, are 
the men of one theuth, nation, or people; and of this our name Germana 
itself is, perhaps, only the Roman tianslation, meaning the men of one germ 
or stock. The Celtic divinity, Teutates, has his name from the Celtic teufa, 
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people ; taviti, fire, appeai-ing here in its secondary and derived sense of 
people^ just as it does in its own Scythian language in Targitavus's second 
name, Tavit-vams, TeutaroSy the protector of the people. Another Celtic 
divinity, the Hesus of Lucan, finds his brother in the Gaisos, the sword, 
symbolizing the god of battles of the Teutonic Scythians. And after 
philology bus thus related to each other the Celt and the Teuton, she 
takes another branch of the Indo-European family, the Sclaves, and shoAva 
us them ns having the siime name with the German Suevi, tha solar ^Aeople; 
the common ground here, too, being that grand point of union, the sun, 
fire. So, also, we find Mr. Meyer, whose Celtic studies I just now men- 
tioned, harping again and again on the connection even in Europe, if )ou 
go back far enough, between Celt and German. So, after all avc have 
heard, and truly heard, of th§ diversity between all things Semitic and all 
things Indo-European, there is noAV an Italian philologist at work iijion 
the relationship between San‘?ciit and Hebrew. 

Both in small and great things, jihilology, dealing A\ilh Celtic matters, 
has exemplified this tending of science loAvards unity. Who has not 
been puzzled by tlie relations of the Scots with IreLind — that vetus 
et major ScotiOy as Colgan c,dls it ? Wiio docs not fee^ what pleasure 
Zeuas brings us when he suggests tliat Gael, the name for the Irish 
Celt, and Scoty ai-e at bottom the same woul, botli having their 
origin in a word meaning vundy and both signifying the vwhnty stormy 
people ? Who does not feel liis mind agreeably cleared about our fi lends 
the Fenians, when lie learns that the root of their name, /rn, “ white,” 
appears in llio hero Fingal; in Gwynedd, the Welsh name for North 
Wales; in the Koman Veiiedotia; in Vannes in Brittany ; in Venice? 
The vci*y name of Ireland, some say, comes from the famous Sanscrit 
word AryOy the laud of the Aryans, or noble men ; although the weight of 
opinion seems to be in favour of connecting it rather with another 
Sanscrit word, avarOy occidental, the we.stern land or isle of the west. 
But, at any rate, who tliat has been brought up to think the Celts utter 
aliens from us and our culture, can come without a start of sympathy 
upon such words as heol (sol), or hxiaist (fuisti)? or upon such a sentence 
ns this, Peris Duw dui funnaun" (“God prepared tw'o fountains”)? 
Or when Mr. Wliiiley Stokes, one of the ablest scholars formed in Zeuss's 
school, a born philologist — he now occupies, alas 1 a po.st under the 
Government of India, instead of a chair of philology at home, and makes 
one think mournfully of Montesejuieu's saying, that had he been an 
Englishman he should never have produced his great work, but have 
caught the contagion of practical life, and devoted himself to what is 
called “rising in the world” — when Mr. Whitley Stokes, in his edition 
of CormacB Glossarpy holds up the Irish word triath, the sea, and 
makes vs remark that, though the names Tntoriy AmphitritCy and those 
of corresponding Indian and Zend divinities, point to the meaning ssa, 
yet it is only Irish which actually supplies the vocable, how delightfully 
that brings Ireland into the Indo-European concert 1 What a whole* 
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some buffet it gives to Lord Lyndhurst’a alienation doctrines. To 
go a little further : of the two great Celtic divisions of language, 
the Gaelic and the Cymric, the Gaelic, say the philologists, is more 
related to the youngei', more synthetic group of languages, Sanscrit, 
Gieek, Zend, Latin, and Teutonic ; the Cymric to the oldi,r, more 
.analytic Turanian group. Of the more synthetic Aryan group, again, 
Zend and Teutonic are, in their tuin, looser and more analytic than 
Sanscrit and Grjeek, more in sympathy with the Turanian group and 
with Celuc. What })oaaibilitie3 of affinity and influence are here hinted 
at; what lines of inquiry, worth exploiing, at any rate, suggest them- 
feclves to one’s mind. By the forms of its language a nation expresses 
Its very self. Our language is tlie loosest, the most analytic, of all 
European languages. And we, then, what are we ? what is England ? 
I will not answer, A vast obscure Cymric basis with a vast visible 
Teutonic superstructure ; but I will say that that answer sometimes sug- 
geatfl itself, at any rate, — sometimes knocks at our mind’s door for admis- 
sion ; and wc begin to cast about and see whether it is to be let iu. 

But the forms of its language are not our only key to a people ; what 
it says in its language, its literature, is the gieat key, and w'e must get 
back to literature. The literature of the Celtic peoples lias not yet had 
its Zeuss, and greatly it wants him. We need a Zeuss to apply to Celtic 
literature, to all its vexed questions of dates, authenticity, and significance, 
the criticism, the sane method, the disinterested endeavour to get at the 
rial facts, which Zeuss has shown in dealing with Celtic language. Science 
is good in itself, and therefore Celtic literature — Mr. Nash and the Celt- 
haters liaving failed to piove it a bubble — Celtic literature is interesting, 
meiely as an object of knowledge. But it reinforces and redoubles our 
interest in Celtic literature if we find that here, too, science exercises the 
reconciling, the uniting influence of which I have said so miicli ; if we 
find liore, more than anywhere else, traces of kinship, and the most 
essential sort of kinship, spiritual kinship, between us and the Celt, 
of which we had never dreamed. 1 settle nothing, and can settle 
nothing ; I have not the special knowledge needed for that. I have no 
pretension to do more than to try and awaken interest ; to seize on 
hints, to point out indications, which, to any one with a feeling for lite- 
rature, suggest themselves ; to stimulate other inquirers. I must surely 
be without the bias which lias so often rendered Welsh and Irish students 
extravagant ; why, my very name expresses that peculiar Semi tico- Saxon 
mixture which makes the typical Englishman ; I can have no ends to 
serve in finding in Celtic literature more than is there. What is there, ia 
fer me the only question. But this question must be for another time. 


MATTHEW ARNOLD. 
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Old friend, at last, at last after yeaw of restless, strong desire, 

You are sitting close boside me once more in the flickering light of 1113 ’ fiic 
And the tflieen of your true and kindly face is the same as ever still, 

Tho’ deeply altered, 1 ween, is that face, since last time we mil, friend Will 
Bright, Mitli the brightness of youth, are the ev'cs, yet all around the mouth 
Tcnderl}’ grave, not stern, tho lines tell of tlie vunibheJ yoiilh 
And tile stalely form is slightly bent that 1 knew so straight and rmn, 

Like tlie grand majestic rock that laughs deflunce to beat of storm 

the waves of care have swept o’er yoiii head, and left jAt lieio and theio 
A light faint streak of their silverv foam on the seauecd brown of 3 'our hair 
On your face that sweetness is settled down that oft is wnuig oat liy pain 
From natures less noble than yours, as tho juice lo crushed awav fiom the cane 
Both of us. Will, have lo\ed , each sought, in the sweet spniig-tidu of his ht’e. 
For the waking joy of his fervid dream, m the love and truth of a \M!'e 
Your dream, at Icubt, a\us realized, in the depths of soul-full eyes, 

And a tender shadowy calm, that hung lilce tho dusk of Ituhau sides 
Over tlie grace of hei movements light , u voice as soft as tlio sigh 
Of a Txind among Summer’s full-leaved trees: she was Aery fair to die. 

But I iliink, such i>wcetue 88 was on her biow. such pureness on her tongue, 
She was loved nith the mjstic iuuuortol love that we know is death to the 
young 

Will, old friend, you remember full A\ell the still September morn, 

When the only sound was the ruBthng, like wind, of sickles against tlie corn , 
That we made for your dove, her last eartli-nest, under the light loose turf, 
^Vherc tlie bending grass should never bo stirred by the vind that had roared 
on the surf 

Stxm after that we parted, Will ; you went to the “ morning laml, " 

Where Nature spreads a daily feast of the beautiful and grand, 

Wliile her spiiit w^atched over you, and kept the chords of your life wcU-strung, 
Else how, while other hearts are so old, can yours be so fresh and young ? 

It is strange that tho hand of Time should mellow to Autumn calm, each truce 
Of the burning joy of a soul-Summer, lit by the Sun of a beautiful faoe. 

Yet we know that so it is, and my heart is free from the slightest whirl 
Of ])assioii ; and quietly now enough I can tliink and speak of a girl, 
lUch iu all sculpture -lovebnosB, with a forehead smooth and square, 

That gleamed argcnt-wliite against the muss of her nebulous hair. 
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And a cheek as pale and as passion-free as ever the marble is, 

And a mouth whose carvin" seemed nil too firm for a lover’s faltering kiss. 
With the dimmed eye-sight of one who gropes in a kind of spirit-gloaming, 

1 took a marble statue to be a livmg and loving woman, 

And her still calm presence, moon-like, wrought such a desperate tide in lu}- 
breast 

Of stormy lire, I deemed that Love was but a name for unrest. 

And it chafed my soul that the stately lips, whenever on me she smiled. 
Should curve to the pit^yung, paBsionlesR smile we cast on a wayward child. 
Hut at last I dared to speak my mind, I could hold in silence no moro 
Tlie torrent of burning u ords, and I spoke as I never had spoken before ; 

And she stood listening, pallid and calm, ivith tliat dreamy look in her eyes 
Of one uho gaze.s back to the Past, and its mazes and mysteries , 

And, when I paused, slie drooped lier eyes, and the few short words she said. 
Were murmured so low, 1 only caught the sound of the last one — “ Dead " 

“ Dead ' ' I echoed, “nay, Death and Love ate woudrously for apart , 

I’oi Death itself may not touch the bloom that Love creates on the heart " 
Then she laid her hand on my arm, and with the mute soft grace 
Of a pitying tendemess lying like shade on the beautiful carven face, 

She told me that what I coveted another long since had gained, > 

That my mriar of love was brimmed up high hut hers had been deeply 
drained 

Something of ]iovevty— parting—and then the struggle for daily hi’cad 
In n stranger land, and at last tlic news that had crushed her hope, ho was dead. 
And she stood in the curtained window, uith her face so pale and pure, 
liike some sainted lady of olden days, who was proud and strong to endure 
Would God that my love had died down then to something whiter and fainter. 
As the lambent fire of liim who adores the picture-love of painter ; 

Tliat I never had uttered the words of fire that I wildly uttered now. 

When I caught her hand in mine, and pressed ra)’' lips on its veined snow 
“ Hate me," I madly cried, “ if you ivill, so xmu let me kneel and adore 
The light that sliall be my guiding star for ever and evermore ’ ’’ 

Then in a voice on whose clear full tone not a trace of emotion was slied, 

“ I never con love again, but if you will, so be it! ” she Said. 

And I caught' her close to my panting heart, and murmured, “ Oh, Love, for 
ever ! ’’ 

And she neither shrank from nor clung to me, but only prayed me to leave her 
Just for a litUc while ; she would strive U do all the duty of woman ; 

She knew me well, she said ; trusted me, called me a bravo and true man ; 
Knew that 1 loved her ; but all w'as Bo strange, so new , and the mystic crisis 
Of Life w^as upon her now, and dark the Future stood veiled as Isis. 

And 1 looked in vain, in vain, for the orimson beacon of Love on her cheek, 

As a watcher looks with yearning eyes for the Eastern morning-streak. - 
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So we parted, but on my heart, T^dth a nightmare’s weight of lead 
It lay, and haunted me without cease, all night, that one word Dead." 


The days passed on, and n Idnd of calm that came instead of peace 
Brooded, cloud-like, over my heart, and bade its wild throbbings cease 
Yet, sometimes, despite, a longing would rise for a taste of the fiery bliss 
Of heart to heart, and soul to soul, breathed out in a long love-ldss ; 

A quenchless desire for life and heat, a fathomless yearning, I ween. 

For a creature of human wcalcncss and strength, instead of a throned Queen ; 
For the dehcatc hearth-fire to cherish and tend, instead of the clear pale star, 
For the beam of tlie lesser light close by, instead of tlie greater afar 


I asked her when should my hopo be crowned, and she prayed me for a year, 
And her voice, wdth a muffled, tuneless beat, fell dull upon my ear. 

And I knew that she asked me for that year, that tlic waf?.r3 of Time might 
sweep 

Lethe-hkc over her soul, and drown all pain in a wakeless sleep. 

So we settled to part for that one year, and 1 left my natiro shore, 

Not to see her again, until I never should pait from her more, 

But a shadow fell with the last cold touch of her hand on mine, alas ' 

And a whisper rang without cease in my ear, " Omma Vanxtan ” 


Under the sapphire sky of the land, whose gems and marvels of Art 

Gleam in a countless multitude, I wrandered with restless heart 

For the rich clear light on the myrtle bloom only made my spirit full 

Of the yearning, like pain, for the Sun of Love, on the Flower of the Beautiful. 


The year was over and gone, at last, and both of us bound for home, 

I and another — an artist-friend I had made while I stayed at Home. 

A kindly, open-hearted man, who was coming home to claim 

The right to circle a finger with gold, and blend a name with liis name : 

He told his story frankly to me, that, five long years ago, 

Ho and his love bad met and parted in bitter tears and woe, 
itnowing not when they might meet again, but strong in the love and truth 
That keep tfie flowers of the soul so fresh in the dew and beauty of youth. 
They trusted each other fully, and he knew he should find her the same 
In heart and soul, as the last iweht time he had heard her utter his name. 
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He had struggled hard on his way in life, he had hugged with a miser's gmsp 
The gold that brought him, every day, nearer the deathless clasp 
Of her virgin hand, and the tender glow of her lustrous full-grey eye, 

For evermore and for evermore, it was wonderful, quenchless joy. 

And he paced the long deck to and fro, looking so blest and proud 
In his love and trust, that 1 know not how I uttered my thought aloud 
With a touch of cjuiicism, that now I tliink of, old friend, with pain, 

I said, “ How could you bear to lose where you only think to gam " 

And he stopped liis walk, and gazed at me, with a look of perfect calm. 

Like the peace of a soul that is fully tuned to tho pitch of the infinite psalm 
Of Love “ I have thought of that before . she may be dead and gone. 

May be lying with violets on her breast — God’s holy will be done — 

Or else she may have thought me dead, and have given herself to one 
More worthy than I could be of her ; ’twere hard to stifle a moan 
For that mtonsity of pain. In the heart’s deep book I have read 
That Gnef is more for the living lost, than ever it is for tlie dead 
But I dread it not, I feel so strong in the infinite love and trust, 

And I know that God will never let my full hope crumble to dust. 

She cannot else be lost ; I know there’s a cant that society uses 
When a frivolous girl plays with a heart as long as her fancy chooses, 

Then casta the poor plaything away for others to toy with, unless, indeed, 

It bo too much broken for that, and cares not and takes not the slightest heed — 
And they call it ‘ only flirting ; ’ but she is so pure and holy and high, 

As much above that unwomanly shame as a star in its depth of sky. 

And all of tlie lofty and beautiful, with her inmost nature, is blent : 

My treasure perhaps may be lost to me, but it cannot have Ihu^ beeuBpent.” 


I had seen her once more, my statue-love ; she had met me with no other 
Passion or fire, than a girl might give to the love of a father or brother, 

But her face was more sweet and soft than of yore, and I thought, “ She has 
learned to forgot 

All of her grief for her lost true-love, and she will love me yet.” 

We were sitting together one eve alone, her hand lay light in mine — 

The quiet hand that I never yet had starred with a lover sign. 

She was reading aloud a strange old song, that had pleased her fancy much, 
When we heard a footstep, an opened door, and she drew her hand from my 
touch; 

Then she lifted her full -lashed eyes, and with a cry, that rang 
As a joy-bell rings on a doom’d man’s ear, with a deer-like bound she sprang, 
And an eagerness that quivered and beat through every nerve in her frame. 
To her home on his breast for evermore, and he kisied her, and named her 
name. 
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Jnst a moment topfetlier they stood, forgetting nil but the joy 
Of a love whose infinite s^'eetness and strength nor time nor space could destroy. 
Then she started back from his arms, with the rich, full scarlet glow, 
Flushing, banner-like, over lior face, from her chin to her broad, full brow. 
And a tremulous sweetness, clear as the light of the cloudless sun of the South, 
Shone in the depths of the glorious eyes, and parted the chiselled mouth ; 

And all the marble loveliness was lit with the light of a human 

And passionate love, until it was wrought to the fairest beauty of woman. 

My heart sent fortli a desperate cry, ns wordless I passed from the door, 

Ijkc the last long wail of a mariner drowned in sight of the ship and tlie shore. 


There the end, old fiiciid Draw closer, I think there’s something grand 
In tlie fii-m and full and steadfast grasp of a strong-knit muscular hand 
The hand of a man hke you, Will, it never w’lH give the slip. 

And It comes so sweet to the heart tliat has lost the joy of ii Imc-love’s lip. 
But I call it casting reproach, old fijond, on God and IIis irtfinito plan, 

AVho gave the love of man to woman and the love of woman to man, 

When those who have lost that bliss, *or those to whom that bliss is denied, 
Sneer at tlic holy name of Love, and smother, -with scdfish pride, 

Tlie seed of pain, that, if watered well, might hear such blessed fruit 
Of pure and tender thonglit, and make the ciy of Selfishness mute 
And Life has autumn and winter joys left yet , and I love to sec 
Her httle children (that I had hoped should be mine) around my knee — 

And the gladness of other love I have , for we road of one tender and true man, 
(Like you) who gave to liis friend a love '* passing the love of woman " 



489 


% fdter from it (!|oiujii»t in Jiusfratin to a Jirothoit 
in (Kitfllanl* 

Mv Dr.AR BliOTIIER, — 

You are prcbably meditating, or* are actually engaged in a 
breach of the law. I do not know your circuniBtanccs, nor the influences 
to Avhich you are exposed. But I know that you arc in danger, and 1 
therefore tal;e up my pen to set before you the future which is almost 
rei tainly in store for you, if you persist in your present course. Law- 
breaking is not A our profession, it is not with you a line of trading to 
^^hich you have bound yourself with all its dangers, as woiih the risk ; 
but you have got into a current which may carry you on shoals and 
quicksands which you know not how to avoid ; and though you are 
conscious of its dangers, and arc from time to time thrown into the most 
dreadful alarm, you still, unwillingly yet desperately, hold on. You 
could escape — paitially escape at least — but it would need an amount 
of energy and dccibion which }ou, perhaps, do not possess : still, you 
can scarce!}^ be ranked among the incurables* and what I say may not 
be without its eficct : iu any case it may be of use to lessen your suflbring, 
if not to ward it off. 

Lot me begin your story. I will commence with your aiTCst. This 
will most probably happen just when you are doubting whether you 
should not You will have been "warned — warned, perhaps, by some- 
thing very trifling — nothing more than something odd in th& manner of 
your employer, or in the looks or movements of those about you j but 
warned you will have been. This seems to be a universal law. And 
you will have felt the w'arning, and been uneasy, but you will not have 
had decision enough, or have made sufficient preparation, to fly insitantly, 
and you are taken. I know your nature, and the whole history of your 
difficulty. You are not a deliberate plunderer, w'ho has made up his 
mind to enrich himself by one grand coup and retire — if you were, 
you would be in little] danger ; you have allowed yourself in embezzle- 
ments or forgeries to meet some pressing emergency, hoping to replace 
what you have taken before you ore found out. You are a poor pottering, 
bungling amateui*, and are unprepared what to do at the moment of 
decisive action, and will be taken. And now you learn for the first 
time how society deals with those who offend against her. You are 

• [It may be unnecessary to sUtc that this Letter is really the production of a 
convict, now in Australia. We, of course, hold ourselves responsible neither for its 
statements nor its sentiments. 
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arresteJ, carried away between two silent men — solemn as undertakers 
— to a police-station. If in London, where we will suppose your arrest 
to take place, you are “ removed ” in the old familiar cab. It is a dismal 
ride. As you ride through the streets, you cannot help feeling that the 
world is passing away from you. 

Arrived at the police-station (we will suppose the station to he Bow 
Street and the time night), you arc searched and deprived of your knife 
or anything you may have about you with which you can do yourself or 
others bodily injury, and led into one of a set of rooms with a fixed bench 
on three sides of it, auef a door on the fourth. Tlic.se rooms or cells, almost 
dark by day, are quite so by night. Whether you will be alone depends 
on the number and kind of tliosc waiting for c.xamination. But, as you 
are a “respectable” man, the policeman in charge of you, belonging, as 
he will probably do, to the upper grades of the service, will no doubt 
have the good taste to “ treat you a.s a gentleman,” and you will not be 
thrust in among the roughs. I 1113 self, on each of the days I was at Bow 
Street, had one, and onlv one, cuiniianion. The ^irst time it was a fast 
man who was taken up because he was drunk and incapable, and wlio 
insisted on taking ofl' everything but his shirt, and lying down on the 
hard boards. The second was a gentleman who had been so unlucky 
as to upset “ a case of things tliat looked like glass, and which he after- 
wards understood to be diamonds ; ” and the third was a postman — a 
handsome young fellow, ^^fllO tried in vain to cheer liimself by the liope 
of a moderate sentence and a life in the backwoods of America when it 
was finished. But whoever may be your immediate companions, the.se 
aie teirible hours. Without, drunken women dragged along the passage 
to the cells like sacks of potatoes — mothers, enti eating tliat a message 
may be sent to their home in some intricate alley where their little 
children arc waiting for them ; girls from the streets using their 
now restricted powers of blandishment to get “ Sir Robert ” to do this or 
that for them, or telling Tom or Bill in the next cell “ to cheer up, for 
she will pay his fine for him ; ” and within, an indescribable mixture of 
feelings arising at once from dread of the scene in which you are about 
to appear, the thought of the misery of those that love you, and your 
almost complete isolation from your friend.s at the moment when bo much 
lias to be Baid and done. The first few hours of your incarceration are, of 
course, the worst during this phase of your story. You fear almost — so 
long is be in coming — that you may not have the assistance of your 
solicitor ; but be comes at last, and so does tlie hearing before the court. 
It is a quiet little court — it is so at least at Bow Street — and on coining 
into it you feel momentarily relieved. And now Mr. Smallfry, of tbe 
firm of Smallfiy and Hunter, or the representative of some other firm of 
prosecuting celebrity, draws a detailed and most unwarraqtable account of 
your delinquency. You stand aghast a( tbe picture of your guilt as they 
paint it Howerer, no one else present seems to be dUmayed. You 
reserve your defence, and you find yourself remanded or committed. 
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Tour fii-st esaniination before tlie magistrate over, you are now taken 
to prison. If in London, you will be taken most probably in the first 
instance, and while you arc under remand, to Clerkenwell, and afterwards, 
when fully committed, to New'gate, though it is possible you may be at 
Newgate all along. 

And now begin to dawn on you the humiliations and restrictifonfi of 
prison life, TaVcn away from the police-station, no longer in the old 
familiar cab, but in a amall dark compartment of a long hearse-like 
vehicle, much resembling the Post-Office vans, you are received at the 
jjiison, not indeed as a convicted man, but quite as a guilty one. Look- 
ing back to niy first introduction to Clerkenwell, I have some difficulty, 
regiuding such things a4 I now do, in recognizing it as accompanied by 
any liaidsliip or even humiliation worth caring about, nor can I at all 
realize the terrible suffering w'hich it occasioned me. I remember 1 found 
111 } self ranked up in line with a strange medley of men, chiefly from the 
lowest ranks, and tliat T was bid to “ liglit f.ice,” and had to march with 
them as one of themselves, and had iny clothes and cariH?t-bng searched, 
and was finally locked up in a cell which was certainly a very different 
l)Iaee to llie comfortable i coins to which J had been all my life accus- 
tomed. But wliat was there in all this? Nothing, as far as I can now 
M'O, to cause me anything more than a feeling of annoyance at lm\ihg got 
into a nn‘'S. 'J lie v ardor of my cell was, I well remember, ready to 
niake me as cornfmtable as he could, took my orders for dinner, and even 
found me books for amusement. Then, if my cell was not equal to my 
own library, it was at least clean and quiet, and had a good jet of gas in 
jl, and a roomy hammock, and I could bleep, or lead or write. Truly, 
1 have never been in such good, or at least in as easy, quarters since, 
ihougli I have been now some time at my liberty. 

But the world has soon to lose its power, and the prison cell its terrors, 
You will indeed ne\er suffer in this way but twice afterwards, viz. once 
w'heii yon first find yourself in Newgate, and again, when you are con- 
victed. You may suffer a good deal on changing your prisons, and also 
on seeing your friends for the first time after conviction, but only on the 
two occasions 1 have mentioned 'will you suffer as on the first night in 
prison. 

You should make arrangements for your defence while under remand, 
and, if arrested in London, do so while you arc at Clerkenwell. This I 
advise because you will never again have such facilities for making them. 
The restrictions imposed on you even at Clerkenwell are not such as 
should be imposed on one who is in the eye of the law regarded as 
innocent, and whose whole futui*e welfare may depend on the arrange- 
ments he may make for his defence. He ought to be able to see his 
friends at any reasonable hour, and to have his correspondence seenre 
from official or other supervision. This, 1 regret to say,, is not the eaae^r 
He can indeed see his solicitor et any time, but other friends he can e&ly 
see from half-past eleven to one oVlock in the day^ and his c«rre^>oiid<* 

a 
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ence is all read by one of the principal officers of the prison : ilfean- 
■while, the prosecutor is left unimpeded to rake up or suppress evidence, 
and place himself in the best possible position. Still, Clerkenwell presents 
facilities for arranging your affairs which you will not possess after leaving 
it. Your friends can talk with you through a perforated plate in your 
door, and your conversation is private. You can moreover see them every 
day for half an hour. Besides this, you can obtain from the prison 
authorities a list of the attornies practising in the criminal court, and any 
information about them you may require. And of this, let me tell you, 
you will do well to avail yourself if you have not (as you ought to have 
done) determined on your man long before your arrest. 

Having engaged the legal adviser most to your liking, press on the 
immediate preparation of your case. At Clerkenwell, and while you are 
still under remand and can see your fi lends, you can force forward your 
solicitor with much less difficulty than ^\llen you come to be under 
stricter regulations, as at Newgate ; and your trial, moreover, should, 
under ordinary circumstances, be brought on as quickly as possible. The 
prosecution has less opportunity to rake up evid^^nce, and, for yourself, 
the sooner the thing is settled the better. At Clerkenwell too, sup- 
posing that you are sure to be committed for trial, transfer your 
property. In short, complete your arrangements while you are still 
under remand, 

The prosecution, having brought up all the evidence they believe 
themselves able to find, no more remands arc applied for, and you arc 
finally committed, and are said to be no longer merely under detention, 
but in prison ; and the dismal, hcarsc-likc vehicle in a\’1iic1i you are 
taken to and from the police-court, deposits you at that jdacc of terrible 
associations — Newgate. This will be one of the very painful epochs in 
your imprisonment. The entrance to the pvi.son, which forms part of the 
old building and is in the dungeon style of bygone days, with massive 
bars and huge iron rings and tliick nailed doors, causes a very unpleasant 
sensation when you arc first introduced to it. The interior of the prison 
is new and in the light and airy style, but the complete silence — the very 
word “ silence ” written in large cliaractcrs in the centre of the sidral 
staircase — the long lines of elosed doors, tier above tier — fall perhaps more 
heavily on the heart than even the dungeon entrance. It seems as if your 
prison were gradually closing around you. I have seen no prison which 
pressed on me so painfully at first sight as Newgate. Here, after bathing, 
you find yourself taken, not to any of the compartments opening out on 
the light iron galleries above you, but to a cell under ground. And now 
you realize that you are in Newgate. How terrible that underground cell 
was to me in the multitudinous miserable thoughts it brought into my 
mind I cannot tell you. But it is only for n night ; the next day you 
ascend, and are put into a light cell, just such as you have seen in model 
prisons — a cell about 10 feet by 6 feet, with a black Roor, white walls, 
a small table, a corner washstand, a window of corrugated gloss, a ham- 
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moclt and bedclothes, plate, spoon, &c. This is comfortable enough, 
except that in consequence of the window having a very small opening, 
one’s feelings for some time after being shut up is that of being suffocated. 
I well remember that the greatest luxury that could have been afforded 
me would have been to have had my door open. 1 seemed to want room 
to breathe. The same feeling follows one in every part of this prison. 
I used quite to long for chapel time, because I generally sat near an 
open window. 

Another objectionable feature in the discipline of Newgate is the 
obliging a prisoner — who is yet, observe, regarded as an innocent man 
— to polish his floor, keep up the lustre of his brass basin, scrub the 
table, and fold up his hammock and bedclothes, and arrange the smallest 
articles of his cell furniture in one precise way. It is no great hardship 
indeed, when you get used to it, but if you have never done such work, 
and have, be«:ideR, a sore heart — and if, above all, you are busy preparing 
for your trial — it will seem very hard, especially as nothing short of the 
most absolute precision will siitKce. Another most objectionable thing at 
this prison, and one which on many accounts should be altered, is the place 
in which prisoners are alone allowed to sec their friends. Except in some 
special cases, -visitora are placed ‘ en masse’ literally in an iron cage, with 
a double row of bai.s, so that, being at a distance of some two feet from the 
piisoner, and all talking together, it is positively most difficult for them to 
make themselves lieard. It is a perfect Babel — an arrangement altogether 
most painful and unseemly. There is, moreover, no excuse for it, as it 
Would be just as easy for visitors to see a prisoner through the wire-covered 
aperture in his cell door hero, as it was for them to do so in Clerkenwell ; 
nor are there any objections in the one case which would not hold good 
in the other. 

It seems rather hard, moreover, in the case of a man whom the law 
still ngards as innocent, to restrict the visits of friends to three days 
in the week, as is the pre.sent practice. But, with the exception of 
the above painful and rather unwarrantable arrangements, Newgate is an 
admirably ordered prison — a model prison of its kind. The food — supposing 
the necessities of those at home require you to throw yourself on prison 
diet — is cleau, good, and well cooked, and, except for hungiy countrymen, 
sufficient in quantity. It consists of stirabout morning and night — the only 
skilfully made stirabout you will meet with in your prison course-*-and 
soup and meat on alternate days, the soup, again, being the best concocted 
of prison soups. I should say that at Newgate the art of cooking skilfully 
and economically is understood as it is scarcely understood in any prison 
we have. The other hygienic arrangements, for mind and body, are 
equally creditable. In the w'ay of exercise, medical attendance, religious 
advice, every effort is made to meet the wants of the prisoner in his new 
and painful condition, and made with judgment. Strict in carrying out 
all the rules of one of the strictest prisons in England, the wafers yet 
behave thoroughly well to the real sufferers with whom they come in 
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contact. You will meet with no body of warders who can be cornered 
to them, except nfc Pentonville. It is now some years since I left Newgate, 
and I have passed through several prisons in which I enjoyed more light 
and air, and general comfort, but I still remember the officers of Newgate 
with respect and gratitude. 

So much for Newgate. The next thing is the trial. You will not 
find this so terrible an affair as you perhaps anticipate. The position 
in which you will be placed, and which it now seems to you must, be so 
exquisitely painful, will at the time be almost lost sight of in the importance 
of the issue. But, on the other hand, you will find much to cause you 
very great anxiety, over and above the merits of the case. If the court, 
for instance, is pressed for time, either on account of the number of 
prisoners to be tried, or because the judges have to be off almost imme- 
diately to the Assizes, you will have the satisfaction of learning that, 
unless you choose to liavc ycur case jmt off to the next sessions, it may 
not be possible to obtain a fair trial ; or should you be lucky enough 
to stand for tiial when the court lias no such pressure on it, }ou may 
learn that the judge who will try you is extrei^aly “ Icsly,” or “])ie- 
judiced,” or is a “ special pleader,” or is fund of “ cutting down ” cases, 
or is “ fearfully 6c\ere,” &c. But it cannot be helped, and the best thing 
is to press on. 

Except it be to avoid a notoriously severe judge, do not allow your 
trial to be put off a single session after your case is or can be prepared. 
What will be the leading features of your trial, when it is called on for 
hearing, I cannot tell. All I can foretell is that the perjuiies of witnesses, 
the exaggerations of counsel, the exclusion of c‘\idencc winch ought to 
be admitted, the admission of evidence which ought to be excluded, the 
mi.sconstruction of acts the most innocent, the omission of tilings you 
dreaded, the singular conclusions of individual jurymen, will be sncli 
as to make you fiel how helpless you are, and cause you to resign 
yourself to your fate — thankful that you have an able counsel, cool, 
collected, and experienced, to fight }our buttle. Tlie trial itself will not 
torture you much ; it will bring little to light that is not knowm — for 
you have been already torn to pieces in your examination before the 
magistrate. But you will suffer in the terrible half-hour of suspense 
while the jurj’’ are consulting — and wdien they pronounce you “ Guilty.” 
The fatal blow has fallen, and what else is said or done you feel to be 
immaterial. But your state of unconsciousness lasts not long ; you revive, 
and that quickly ; and terrible indeed are the first hours afterw'ards. 

In the journey from Newgate to Millbank you will probably for the 
first time find youi'scdf in unintcrrtiptcd intercourse with those who are 
suffering with yon. As the mode of conveyance will most likely be an 
omnibus, you will probably form part of a line of prisoners connected by 
a chain— type of the close companionship you are presently to hold 
with them. You shudder at them now; but when you actually meet 
them duinng the tinve the handcufiSi are baiDg fitted on preTtous to your 
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reni^al, and when, linked hand in hand with them, you ride that itranga 
ride through London, you will merely feel towards them as men more 
or less good-natured, who are in the same condition os yourself. In other 
respects that ride to Millbank is not unpleasant. Momentary as it is, the 
passing out of the gloomy prison into the great stream of human life 
und the broad light of day, and the being able to talk freely with other 
creatures of one’s kind, has more of pleasure than of pain. The chain and 
the handcuffs grate harshly on you at first, but by this time you will have 
got pretty philosophical. 

Arrived at Millbank, you will be for n few hours placed with some 
four or five others in a cell to wait the examination of the warders and 
surgeon. The examination by tlie latter is well enough, but that by the 
warders, which takes place when you are stripped for bathing, is of the 
most disgusting description. It need not be so, nor is it perhaps intended 
by the authorities to be what it is ; but the subordinate officers of Mill- 
bank seem, unlike those of Newgate, to have been chosen for their 
roughness and bearialiness. They are unquestionably among the lowest, 
if they are not the very lowest, of those of any prison through which I have 
passed. But Millbank is altogether a rough style of prison, both in the 
way of carrying out prison discipline and in thf^t of prison arrangements. 
All is loud, indecent, rough,* In other respects you wull find tho change 
to Millbank grateful to you. The cells — infinitely the best of any I havo 
seen (or oven heard of, with the exception of those at Woking, an invalid 
station) are welcome beyond conception for their windows alone. These 
are a good si?c, with clear glass, and open wide, so that you can see the 
real liglit of day, and freely breathe and feel the fresh air. How delight- 
ful to me was the first sensation afforded by these wide-opening, clear 
glass windows, I cannot describe. As the light streamed down on me, and 
the air blew fresh into the cell, I revelled in tlienn. 

At Millbank the silent system is enforced, but not very perfectly, 
and you will get quite as much conversation as you are likely to desire. 
Then the day is broken by chapel and exercise, and the week by n 
day at school, and perhaps by a visit from a scripture-reader or one 
of the chaplains. Your food is, in the morning, cocoa, with beef (very 
hard) for dinner, and very badly made gruel for supper. The materials 
are good, but the cooking bad. The bread is excellent, the best you will 
get in prison. The hamtnooks, which are original in structure, with a 
division in the centre, do not appear to be intended to sleep in so much 
as to exercise your powers as an aci-obat, but with care you may get into 
them and sleep in one of their two divisions. The chapel is large, the 
chaplains popular, and the singing tolerably good. Your exercise oo^ists 
of a walk in one of the yards, — officers in centre, men walking roufid at 
intervals of five or six yards, — and a turn at a many-handled pilmp by 
which water is raised to the cells. Beyond this 1 have nothing to remark 


It most he remembered that all this relates to an experience of several years ago. 
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of Millbank, except that the Biibordinate officers, an unusual number of 
Avhom appear to be tailors, are especially fond of affecting a military 
demeanour, and making an ostentatious display of their staves. How long 
you will stay at Millbank is quite uncertain. You may stay there three 
weeks, or you may remain nine months, but probably after a few weeks 
you will be removed to Pentonville. 

The journey from Millbank to Pentonville, like that from Newgate to 
Millbank, will most likely be performed in an omnibus. You will rather 
enjoy the ride. It is pleasanter than the first prison ride; you are getting 
used to the situation. You will, moreover, have heard a good report of 
the place to which you are going. The first sight of Pentonville is, 
notwithstanding, far from encouraging. You see that you have lost your 
light and air-giving window. But the report is correct on the whole. 
Except as regards the window, your condition is in every respect improved. 
The cells, though not so large ns those of Millbank, are carc'fiilly arranged 
lor decency and cleanliness, and the pervading spirit of the prison is that 
of quietness, regularity, and good sense. It is a strict prison, but all is 
done kindly, sensibly, and well-; and (nhich is no littlf^ matter to a prisoner) 
you have easily accessible counsel and assistance, and such as you feel you 
can rely on as coming from persons experienced and well-judging, and 
ready to consider your difficulties caiefully. At Pentonville you have the 
same high grade of officers and waiders as at Newgate, with a longer 
period in which to make their kindiie.ss felt. As regards the dietary 
arrangements, these arc conducted with a care only equalled, as I have 
lieard, in one Government prison — that of Portland. The contractors 
arc obliged to faithfully fulfil their contracts, and all is well cooked. I 
remember on one occasion, when some of the mutton was rather yellow, 
and suspected of not being what it should be, a prisoner who was by 
trade a butcher was brought down to examine it. He pronounced it of 
excellent quality throughout. This incident shows the cure used. The 
prison itself is built with a view to easy management, and to accustom 
the prisoners to the value of cleanliness and propriety. Pentonville is 
regarded as the representative of the model prison on the separate system, 
and it represents the system as faithfully and favourably na could be 
desired. 

After having been from nine to twelve months in separate confine- 
ment, you leave Pentonville for the “public works,” as they are called, 
and are attached to Chatham, Porlsmoutli, Portland, or Dartmoor prison; 
oYf if atjonfirmed invalid, you arc sent to Woking. Of their relative merits I 
confess mysOlf unable to speak positively, for I have no means of judging, 
except by comparing statemento almost all more or less at variance with 
each other. But, as far as 1 can judge, all the first four stations are pretty 
much on a par — all about equally disagreeable, and possessing, if not. the 
same, equivalent advantages and disadvantages. 1 shall thei‘efore speak 
only of Portsmouth, the station to which I was myself sent. The journey 
from Pentonville is performed by omnibus to the South Western ter- 
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minus, and thence by rail. Like the other journeys of the kind in' 
which you have taken part, it is on the whole pleasant. There is one dis- 
agreeable feature in it, no doubt. You find yourself standing chained on 
the railway platform in the midst of those unchained ones with whom you 
have no part ; but you will have ceased to care much about such little 
collisions by this time, and if the weather is fine, or indeed if it is not, 
you will be fully sensible of the pleasure of breathing the fresh eountry 
air, and looking over green fields. You nre kept in a carriage devoted 
exclusively to the conveyance of your party, but you arc otherwise little 
constrained in this transfer of yourself. You left the separate system 
behind yon in passing out of Pentonville, and the officers who accompany 
you treat you as men passed into a comparative state of freedom. 

Arrived at the “public works” prison at Portsmouth, you see that you 
have come under a system, not only different from that to which you have 
been hitherto subjected, but directly oppo'^od to it. Everything you have 
seen in “separates” you now find completely reversed. No two systems 
could be more stiikingly antagonistic. In “separates,” you have cells 
sufficiently roomy, and have light and air, and are encouraged and assisted 
to form habits of cleanliness and decency ; at the same time you are 
carefully kept from the evil influence of other prisoners, and are brought 
into frequent contact with persons whose influence must be good, — as that 
of the cliaplain and scripture-readers. At the “public works,” the opposite 
system is tried. The colls consist of tieis of iron boxes (I can give them 
no other name), 7 feet by 4 feet, and rather more than 6 feet high, or as 
nearly as possible the size of one compartment of a railway carriage, As 
for windows, many of the cells have none, except in the door, and the 
best have only a darkened pane of glass about 12 inches by 4 inches, 
and their corrugated iron sides are painted a dark dismal drab or iron 
colour. 

Anything more dreadful than these places when you are first enclosed 
in them cannot be conceived. Many a man when first shut up in 
them feels as if he must go out of his mind. Cheerful-looking places 
to the visitor who sees them through their open doors when the light 
streams into them from the hall, they are simply horrible to the man 
who is shut up in them. These constitute the first evil of “public 
works.” The next is, that even in these, bad as they are, you ore 
not allowed a moment’s rest or security. In “separates” it was thought 
well to allow time for reading, thought, prayer. Here not a moment is 
allowed for anything but noise and work. Matters arc so arranged that 
from the ringing of the first bell in the morning till you go out to work, 
all is hurry, noise, dirt, bustle. In a cell in which you can barely t^n, 
and in which you have everything to do in almost perfect darkness, and 
which is so ill provided with vessels and other means of oleanlineBa that 
to get through your cell-cleaning at all is like working a Chinese puxzle, 
and requires the most adroit management, you have to work rapi^y and 
c^elessly (swallowing your cup of cocoa in sweat and dirt) till you go to 
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* chapel. Then comes a few minutes’ rest ; then — I shudder while I write 
it — the grand scvarable for the closets. It is impossible to describe this 
scene — it is too shocking. Chapel and the grand scramble over, you 
go to work in the dockyard, and you will find it really hard work. 
You do little or no good. All the prisoners together — let them be si.\ 
hundred — do no more than fifty regular workmen, who knew their busi- 
ness and had proper appliances, w'ould do with ease. Then, again, a 
great part of the work done does not want doing. Blocks of iron and 
pieces of timbei- are moved backwards and forwards foi- the mere puipase 
of giving something to do. Those who have to point out the day’s work 
have often quite a difficulty in devising a job. But this is all one to you. 
Your only care will be, after you have been on the woiks a lew weeks, to 
get into one of the easier parties and with one of the better class of 
officers. The subordinate officers at Portsmouth are, or were, at least, in 
ray time, a very inferior class of men as a body, but there were good men 
among them. The piisoners injuie each other greatly, for all intercouisc 
between them is a communication of vicious reminiscences and designs, 
but with you they will not interfere. They will ev^u respect you, if you 
deserve it; and some will gain your respect m rclurn. After dragging 
about wood or iron, cleaning the side.s of vessels, cleaning out dock", 
coaling, or expending your unskilled labour, and running hairbreadtli 
escapes of losing a finger, or leg, or arm — for few escape maiming sooner 
or later — you return to dinner. This consists of plain boiled beef or 
mutton, with some kind of vegetable, and, though mi.xcd up together in 
very dirty tins, is sufficient for health. You have now an horn’s rest — 
your one quiet Lour in the day. This ended, comes a few minutes’ 
freedom in the yard, where the scramble of the morning is re-acted in a 
less violent form ; then parade, and the searching of the peison, and the 
filing off to woik. 

The afternoon’s work ended, you are again maiched to the prison, and 
after another searching of the person are discharged to your cell, to change 
,your smock and boots Ibr a jacket and shoes before going to chapel. 
Then comes another grand parade before the cell doors, tiien filing off 
to chapel, then a weary service, in which a weary chaplain prays and 
preaches before weary men, with inward growlings and unquiet slumbers 
for the result. Men who have been hard at uoik during the day ai*e in 
no condition, mental or physical, for joining in a holy service. 

After chapel you go to your cell and your supper of gruel, but 
not to rest. The half hour allotted for supper ended, there arises such 
a Babel of sounds— of warders shouting and swearing, and feet rushing) 
and brushes scrubbing — that you l;^gin to think yourself iu a North, 
country weaving factory. You not take part in the work every 
night, but you will find your turn come pretty often, and may have 
to work on in sweat and noise till ten minutes to hed^time. Then at 
length you are hurried to bed,, with scarce time to put up your hammock 
(which must not be touched before), aM left through the of 
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the night to seek n fitful sleep. It requires long use to sleep soundly. 
All through the great tier of iron boxes which serve as cells, you hear 
everything that is done by your neighbours ; and what with the noise 
of the warders, and rows in one or other part of the resonant building, 
your sleep will be broken for many weeks ; while you grow gradually 
sensible, as the morning draws on, that you are in the midst of a great 
cesspool. I apeak strongly, but with truth. 

Such is the system of “ public works ” in England : in the day it is 
endless parade, and keeping step, and misapplied labour ; and at night 
broken rest in a most foul atmosphere. A more irritating discipline 
I have never seen put in practice, and it was astonishing to see how 
thoroughly reckless it made the prisoners subjected to it : I never saw 
any discipline affect men more unfavourably. The officers might not see 
it ; the authorities might know little or nothing of it, except as it gave 
rise occasionally to partial outbreaks ; but I, who lived in the under- 
current, saw it clearly. To make things worse, just as I left, the men 
were deprived of their Sunday. The relaxation of parade on this one day 
had hitherto been a saving point in this most wretched system. Hitherto 
the prisoners, though surrounded by officers and kept in a small circle like 
people at a fair, could select their companions and even sit down on the 
ground by the prison side and rest. But a few Sundays before I left the 
prison even this one comfort was taken away, and the ‘‘ day of rest ” 
was divided between parading for chapel, sitting in chapel, and being 
inarched round and round the yard. You must look forward to a tr) mg 
time at public works. And yet, so pleasant is it to be out of doors 
and drink the fresh air, that you would not willingly go back to the 
“ separate-system ” prison. 

I have spoken of the “ public- works ’’ system as it will appear to you 
or any who have occupied a respectable position. But, mistake me not, by 
the mass of prisoners many of the evils of the system are hardly perceived, 
even though insensibly irritated by them. The one great thing with these 
is to have free intercourse with each other, and so long as they have 
this, and can get enough to eat and obtain an occasional chew of tobacco, 
other annoyances, even while they irritate, do not trouble them greatly. 
Again, you yourself will suffer less after a while. Things will become 
more and more tolerable every day. The Chinese puzzle of the cell 
will be solved, and you will actually be able to get a little time to 
yourself ; and to the noise and scolding, and darkened light, and nightly 
odour, you will become almost indifferent. You will deteriorate. 1 my« 
self was satisfied that if I stayed at Portsmouth, 1 should lose all power of 
abstraction, together with all mental habits of any use to me, and I 
should become as completely brutalized as it was possible for nn educated^ 
temperate man to be. One thing I ought to add. There is every die* 
position on the part of the governor and principal assistants in the prison 
to act fairly and kindly, nor are they responsible for the evUeuf the pkoe. 
They are there to carry oat a system dearly deined, without power to 
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motlify it. The evils I have pointed out belong in part to the form of 
building adopted for the prison, in part to the system itself. 

And now one more stage — Western Australia — and I have done. The 
time you will have to serve in England has, I understand, been greatly 
and very injudiciously extended, but if (as I suppose to be the case) you 
are a long- sentence man, and Australia is a penal settlement in your time, 
to Australia you will eventually come. Be thankful that it is so. The 
passage may look alarming, the idea of being cooped up between decks for 
three months with the worst of the class you see before you, may be abhorrent 
to you ; but the veiy voyage itself which seems so dreadful will be better 
than public works. To be cooped up with the characters you see before you 
— even though you are so only at night — is indeed bad ; worse, far worse in 
some ways than you can have any idea of. In those hours during which 
you are shut down below — hours in which no officer dare show his face — 
the atmosphere is for foul conversation a little hell. You then see human 
nature, not in its highest form of development, wholly unrestrained in 
word or thought. What the heart suggests is spoken out without shame 
or hesitation. There is no savageness or brutality— nothing of the kind ; 
but filthiness beyond belief The god of the professional thief is not 
Satan, but Beelzebub ; not the god of hate and pride, but of lewdness 
and dirt. 

In the ship in which I came out, the scene on Christmas night, a 
night of supreme uproariousness, gave me a more fearful idea of hell than 
any I could have ^ver conceived, and yet all was good-humour and jollity. 
It was a display of unrestrained thought exhibited in unrestrained lan- 
guage. It was horrible. I remember a first -class thief of the French 
school saying to me that could he have ever realized being present at 
such a scene it would have cured him of thieving. A hardened profes- 
sional, and by no means nice, even he felt it to be “ horrible.” But 
your life on board the convict ship i.s, with this one drawback, a step for- 
ward. While on board you are practically free. You are shut down at 
night, but in the day you are your own master in the forepart of the 
ship, and even at night arc undisturbed by officei's. A convict ship, from 
the moment she is out of sight of land, is practically in the hands of the 
three hundred men she is transporting. There is a guard of pensioners, 
it is true, and precautions are taken to meet any outbreak, but the power 
is with the tliree hundred young able desperates, and there are so many 
occasions when the guard might be taken unprepared that the safety of 
the vessel really depends on the temper of the men. It is therefore an 
object of primary impoi'tance to avoid anything calculated to give im- 
necesaary irritation. The great thing is to keep the men contented and 
careless, and this is best effected by leaving them to themselves. So left, 
allowed to lounge about and read and talk and smoke (above deck) as 
they please, and obliged only to keep their part of the ship clean, 
and do what is ncceseai’y for health and cleanliness — they give no 
ti-ouble. Easily, very easily initated, they yet desire a safe, qniet voyage. 
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Most of them men who have eeen a great deal of life and well able to 
calculate consequences, they see no good to be gained even by a successfVil 
seizure of the vessel, and if left to do pretty much as they please, will be 
as orderly ns ordinary passengers. The surgeon who has charge of them 
cither knows this from his own experience, or is carefully Warned of it, 
and leaves the men to themselves accordingly. How far the knowledge 
that they are to receive no conditional pardons may operate on long- 
sentence men in future voyages it is impossible to say. But I apprehend 
it will make little difference, as most would think it best to wait till they 
get to Australia, and escape thence in some quiet way. But, in any case, 
it must ulw'nys be the policy of those in charge to allow all reasonable 
liberty on board ship. This you will find very grateful. The order of 
things will vary in many details every successive trip, but the leading 
features will be much tlic same in all. You will be new-clothed for the 
voyage, will have a double suit of under-clothing, will have an idle day 
or two of preparation, will undergo sundry surgical examinations, and si 
sermon at chapel specially adapted to the occasion, and will be addressed 
by a director on the impiovement you may expect in your condition, by 
your transportation to a colony where there is plenty of employment and 
high wages, and on the special advantages which will accrue to you ns 
prisoners if you are well conducted daring the voyage. At any rate such an 
address used to be made, and then it was to a certain extent true ; for though 
only a very few prisoners, those, namely, who held billets in the ship or who 
acted as informers, received any remission of their sentence in consequence 
of their good conduct on boaid, they did receive something considerable, 
six, twelve, and even eighteen months being struck from a probation ; but 
now this is all done away with. Let the surgeon who takes the men out 
do his best to obtain remission for deserving men, he can only obtain three 
weeks or a month. 

The address over, you march to the waterside, whence you are 
conveyed by boat or steamer to the transport, your late companions on 
shore cheering heartily, and your own fellows cheering back. Told off 
on board ship, the first thing your companions do is to rush and 
clamber over the bunks, seeking associates from whom they have been 
temporarily separated, and the first hour is taken up in greetings and 
questions. All are jolly ; singing breaks out from all sides. This lasts 
the first day. Next day the singing continues, but in knots just as you 
hear it in a fair. After a few days a centralization principle prevails, and 
the singing becomes limited to public performances in the hatchway in the 
evening. This, alternating with step-dancing, an exhibition which ^ves 
great delight, continues for some weeks. Then it partially loses its/inte- 
rest, and dies out, and cards take possession of the ship, meuntaining their 
ascendancy to the close of the voyage. By day there are faint Attempts 
on the part of tlie scripture-reader to carry on a school, but they come 
to nothing. The greater part of the day is divided between cleaning the 
berths and decks, washing and cooking, smoking and reading. There 
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will be a few figbte. These begin shortly after the men are put on 
salt rations, and continue at intervals throughout the voyage. They 
are laeldom interfered with, it being thought best to let the men settle 
their quarrels among themselves in their own way. The rations are sound 
and good — good pork, good pease-soup, good “ plum-dough ; ” but you will 
do well to have yourself provided with money (wliich can be sent to you 
after you are embarked and before you sail), and should keep a servant. 
You will find plenty able and willing to cater and cook for you, and do 
all the pushing and rough work, and take care of your clothes, for the 
sake of the better table your service will afford them. Money and a 
man will be the greatest comfort to you — do not forget this. It will 
take away the chief discomforts peculiar to a voyage of the sort, and 
leave you little to do but take your ease. Avoid accepting any office or 
“ billet.” A billet is very harassing, attended with some responsibility 
and not a few annoyances connected with the men, without any adequate 
compensation. It was all very well W'hen it was rewarded with twelve 
months’ remission, but the three or four weeks now given are really 
not worth thinking about in Australia to a loug-sentftioe man, and what- 
ever the burgeon-supCrintendent may tell you, he can get you co more 
now. You should also get a berth amidships. If you are not allotted 
one, you can exchange into one for a few shillings at the commencement 
of the voyage. You will find this part of the ship better for sleeping and 
for your meals. There is more air, more room, more quiet than in the 
other parts of the vessel. You have every prospect of arriving at your 
destination safely and even quickly. The vessels taken up for this service 
are all first-class boats of 900 or 1,000 tons, and are selected carefully. 
On the other hand, as the object of the surgeon in charge is not so much 
a swift voyage as a safe one, you will escape the wet berths and critical 
situations of crack liners on other stations. 

The first you see of the land of your exile is a rather low coast-line, 
broken by two rocky islands, which rise out of a long low reef of sand 
and rock, and assist in forming a moderately safe roadstead. As you 
round the northernmost of these, and approach the land more closely, you 
see it to be covered with a wild heathery scrub, out of which rise here 
and there wild-looking trees, scantily leaved and of no great beauty. The 
town of Freemantle, before whioh you will anchor, is not unlike some of 
the small sea-side watering-places in England, and looks pretty and 
cheerful. The stone of which the houses are built is very white, and the 
place looks new and substantial. Conspicuous above all rises the prison, 
or, as it is here called, the establishment.” To this you will be conveyed 
in detachments in the course of a day or two after andioring, merely 
accompanted by a couple of officers, and without parade or ostentation. 
Your first impressiem, on finding yourself within the gates, is a mixed 
one. The courtyard is very quiet^not unlike that of a large deserted 
country inn, and the inspeotion you undergo before going to the bsftha is 
a quiet affidr, conducted witbout fins er bonaenae, end only eevried joat 
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M far as is necessary. So f^r so good. But the windows of the great 
building before you, being all of a thick grey glass, impress you most 
unpleasantly. You will, however, find them all right — just what they 
should be. They are semi-transparent ; but the light does not come in 
deformed, and their opacity is not more than is necessary for the strong 
light of the climate. Af^er inaction on entrance you go to the baths, 
and now is the time for you to secure any money you may have 
with you. But if you will be advised by me, you will either get 
some one of tlie warders whom you have made a friend of during 
tlie voyage to take charge of it, or else intrust it to your ship-ser- 
vant or other professional whom you can trust. From tho baths, which 
aro sensibly and conveniently contrived, you pass into a great yard 
to be shaved and have your hair cut, both which operations, let me toll 
} on, will be performed most effectually. Every particle of whisker, every 
hair of your head which can be made to pass through a flat comb, is taken 
off unsparingly. They cut the hair pretty close in England, but what 
they leave on there is a “ luxuriant gro^vth ” compared with what they 
leave on in Australia. It will, however, be a matter of little moment to 
you, and you will see that your position in all substantial points is im- 
proved immensely. Acquainted only with the English prisons where you 
must march in closely- defined lines and have an ofHcer looking sharply 
after you at every corner, and have doors here and bars there, and where 
there are ringing voices of command on every side of you, you seem not 
to be in prison at all. You find yourself confined, indeed, to the yard, 
but you see no oIHcer, except peihaps one at the door, and find that 
you can walk about and talk with your friends as you please. So long 
as there is no disturbance there is no interference. The officer on 
duty is 1o the prisoners in their exercise-yards what the policeman is to 
the public at a fair or flower-show. He is there for the preservation of 
order, or to hold the entrance to some forbidden avenue. The Austra- 
lian system aims at being as far as possible self-acting. Order is sought 
to be obtained, not by an incessant display of force, and by making the 
presence and power of authority felt every minute of the day, but by 
an appeal to the good sense of the men themselves, and by calling on a 
certain portion of them to assist in all those duties where a paid officer ii 
not actually necessary. These men are denominated constables, and have a 
certain remission for their services, and are probably really more useful 
in keeping the men oontented and orderly than any oflioers oould be. At 
all events the system, as far as the preservation of order and ragulari^ 
is concerned, is perfectly suocessfuL No English prison is half as safe 
from ^meutes, no, nor as orderly, as the establishment at Freemi^tlo* 
The men, who know their being lefl in a great measure to carry out the 
discipline of the prison themselves depends on there being no call fer 
a more stringent system, fall into their duties quietly and regularly, 
and, of three or feur hundred men within er about the priaon, it ^ rare 
that any one is not in hii place. This offers a pleasing oontrait to 
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the English public-'works prisons, where tho men, when not actually at 
work, are in a constant state of drill and irritation, and where, with 
an officer at every corner, there is no security against an 6meute at any 
moment. This Australian plan of keeping the red rag out of sight will 
afford you a relief you cannot now estimate. Passing from the yard 
to your cell, you find fresh cause for satisfaction. In size, the cells here 
are little larger than the iron cages at Portsmouth; but they arc built 
of stone, liave a good window, are of good height, and are plastered and 
whitewashed, have a firm table and sufficient conveniences, and are 
really cheerful, airy little dens. What is more, you are not sluit up in 
them. You have, when not at work, full liberty of entry and egress. 
For about ten minutes at breakfast-time, and the same at dinner and 
tea, you must be in them ; but even then the doors aic left open. All 
the rest of the day out of working hours you can go down to tho yard or 
stay in 3 mur cell — as you please. Tho dcors are closed only at night. 
This, again, is good. 

Should you be retaintd at the cstablidiment at Freemantlc, it 'will 
be the greatest comfort to you. Its humaniziifj and quieting effect 
on the minds of the prisoners is most marked. It is possible, how- 
ever, tliat you may have to go up the country, or into tho bush, as 
it is called. Should you be sent to a road-j>arty, you may perhaps 
have reason to regret tliis ; but 1 myself icgard tlie being attached to 
a road-part^q even as a simple labo'uror, as better than anything inside 
the walls of a prison. You may have to live in a hut, but a hut is 
by no means an uncomfortable lodging. You a^^sociatc with it ivet and 
dirt and the assaults of not a few of the most annoying varieties of the 
insect tribe. But if you suffer from any of those, it will be your own 
fault. A hut is, in this country, on-^ of the cleanest and most pleasant 
habitations you can have. The roof, formed of the lusli of the blackboy 
(grass-tree), keeps it cool in summer and dry in winter, while, if it is 
at all cold, you can always have a glorious fne. Your bed, made of the 
same ruthes, is springy and clean, and, by a little care, may be kept 
free fi’om insects during every part of the year. In two-thirds of the 
houses of the country you are for many months of the year devoured 
with insects and cannot get rid of tliem, but in a hut you need have none. 
And then you ore only required to do a fair day’s work in proportion 
to your strength ; while out of working hours you are left to your- 
self entirely, being desired only to keep within certain limits defined by 
the officer in charge of the party. Some other little advantages there 
are in road-parties which you will find out for yourself. But I should 
add that what 1 have said of these rpad-partics does not ap^y so fully 
to those close to Freemantle and Perth. These being mere suburban 
affairs, and close under the eye of the colonial public, are displays . of 
prison vigilance and severity. The hot sand and want of shiule, moreover, 
make the work very oppressive. It is certainly better to be in the 
^^establishment” than at one of these parties. 
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But, although I have thought it tvell to notice the road-partiea bo far, 
you will probably bo made a clerk in the chief eatablishment. The system 
being ono which aims at being aa far as possible aelf-acting, it is the 
custom to put every prisoner to the work at which he ia likely to be moat 
useful. If lie is able aa a clerk to do work for which Government must 
otherwiso pay from SOI. to lOOZ. a year, ho is not employed, aa in 
England, on some physical labour of which he understands nothing, 
hut he is placed at a desk amongst books and accounts. And such 
will almost certainly be your own lot. The establishment at Pree- 
inantle being the centre from which all the convict stations or depota 
scattered throughout the colony receive instructions and supplies, 
and through which almost everything connected with tho service 
ultimately passes, affords occupation for a largo staff, winch is with 
difficulty kept up to tlie necessary strength. This causes every educated 
prisoner to be pounced on by one or other department as soon as he 
arrives. There is occasionally a struggle for his service betAveen different 
dopartinenta. Again, you may be sent as clerk to one of the country 
establishments. This will be still better. The clerkships at these “depots,” 
aa they arc called, are the best positions in the service, sufficiently good 
to compensate for their one drawback — the loss of society. This is a 
great loss, as the society obtainable in the Freoraantle prison, where there 
are some of the best informed and most agieeable men of the day, is really 
most enjoyable. But the greater freedom and superior accommodation 
you will enjoy at the depot is to most men more than an equivalent. You 
can scarcely, however, hope for one of these posts till you have been at 
the establishment some time, as they are generally applied for some montha 
before they fall due. Again, if you make yourself really useful, you will 
never be sent to them, for it is a rule at the chief establishment never 
to send away its best men. You get no reivard there for usefulness— 
none. You iniglit think that at least you would get some extra remission, 
or tliat the aulhorities might interest themselves to find you a situation on 
your discharge. Nothing of the kiud, I believe I do injustice to no one 
when I say that there is not a head of any department iu the establishment 
w'ho would interest himself to find you a situation on your discharge. As 
for remission, you just get your ordinary stages ns you would if you were 
nearly useless. It is otherwise at the country depfits, but this is the rule 
at the establishment. Beware, therefore, of being too useful. Just do 
what is required nnd nothing beyond. It is, perliaj^s, the true theory of 
comfort everywhere. Placed at work for which you are fitted, your time 
will now pass quickly, and, on the Avhole, pleasantly^ You rise earlj, 
have regular employment, good society,} a diet plain and somewhat h^d, 
but wholesome and substantial, have tea in place of gruel, aud^asohable 
time for exercise and self-improvement. Tho library is miserably thoseu 
nnd badly managed, but you can find some readable books in it. 

In Australia a quieting, self-acting, improving system is Bubstituted 
for one whose only real result, and wliose seeming object (if one did 
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not know the better spirit by which Government is renlly actuated) is, 
to use a rather vulgar but very expressive phrase, to “ establish a raw.” 
The Australian system has to deal with men who must speedily form part 
of a large and formidable class in the country’s population, and seeks to 
prepare them gradually to act sensibly and temperately. There the 
officering, keeping down, parading, drilling, grinding system will not do. 
There, the bond class stand in the proportion of fully five-seventlis of 
the entire grown male population, and are perfectly conscious of their 
power, and only quiet and orderly because they see there is nothing 
to bo gained by a contrary course. To keep up the iiTitation-principle, 
therefore, is out of the question. An 4meutc at Portsmouth or Portland 
is a mere trifle — an affair of a few hours — and ends where it began. 
But were a serious outbreak to occur at Freemantle, no one could tell 
where it would end. 

The Australian prison and its stations have their defects, of course, as 
have other prisons. The system is not perfect, and suffers, as do all 
systems, by imperfect working. It has amongst its officials childish old 
men, who are kept on because there is no excuse ?or getting rid of them, 
other than there lias been for years ; and there are low blackguards 
amongst its subordinate officers who are kept on because they are smart 
men, and see that the pots and pans are kept up to the required brightness. 
But the management is, on the whole, judicious, and has good results. 
One experiment is being now carried out in Australia with regard to one 
particular class of prisoner’s — principally those recommitted for attempting 
to escape — which stands in most unhappy contrast with that part of the 
system which I have been describing. It is called the “chain gting.” 
It was determined to stop attempts to escape by terrific punishment — 
namely, heavy irons in a separate and dark cell for from fifty to a 
hundred days, wdth a diet of water and one pound of bread. The irons, 
weighing, some of them, twenty-eight pounds, were not to be removed 
day or night. Now this punishment is really tremendous. The unfor- 
tunate runaways come out of their fifty or seventy days’ confinement 
Aveak, sickly, famine-stricken men, looking much as persons do who 
are in a consumption. In this state they are made to work in heavy irons 
on the roads, and are kept very strictly to very hard work. If it be 
summer they have the no slight additional torture of working, heavily 
ironed as they are, under a burning sun. But this punishment is really 
ineiTective. Nine-tenths of the attempts to escape are now from this very 
chain gang. Flogging, the necessity for which this punishment was in- 
tended to obviate, has been added to it, and added in vain. The heavy 
irona never off for a moment— ^with them in the bath, with them in bed, 
with them* painfully at every turn of the body, sleeping or waking— make 
the men so desperate that the poor fellowi break, in some marvellous way, 
the very heaviest irons, and try continually to get a^ay, at any riak. The 
men who form this gang are by no means the worst in the prison ; but 
they are under a mania for runtung awky, and the more heavily they are 
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ironed, the more will they try to get free. In the TneaiitimGj the effect 
on the poor follows is ruinous ; every day does something towards making 
them hal'd, fierce, savage. Break them down you never can. And when 
they come to their liberty, it will be found that they have been made 
very dangerous men, and society may one day think that so natural and 
Jiarinless a thing as an attempt to get out of prison called for a punish- 
ment somewhat loss severe than one to which death itself were leniency. 
The experiment was not, I believe, unkindly meant ; it was thought that 
a very little of such a punishment would produce the desired effect, and 
tliut attempts to escape would be stopped at once; but this did not prove 
to be the case, and successive links were added to the ponderous chain 
till it became the terrific punishment it is. Bad in principle, bad 
in its results, its continuance is the more to be regretted as it is the 
one great blot m an administration that has been, on the whole, seusible 
nnd manly. 

Such is the Australian H)*atcm inside the prison. I wish I could sjR'ak 
as favourably of tlie system outside — the system i.e. to which a man 
becomes subjc'ct on his obtaining liia ticket-of-leave. It is as bad as it can 
be. Piofessedly aiming nt making the released man an energetic, respect- 
able, successful member of the community, and attaching him to the colony, 
its every rule seems formed with a view of either disabling or disgusting him. 
Tt is a system of disabilities. Its first act on his going out is to dictate the 
field in which he is to labour, and to depreciate the value of his seiwiees. 
Before he is released lie must find a master I Occasionally, indeed, a man 
is allowed to set up on his own account, but he must previously siitisfy 
the resident magistrate that he is likely to be successful ; and this 
functionary, whose standing orders are to give as few independent tickets 
as possible, and who is seldom the man fitted to be a censor of trades, most 
commonly refuses. As a consequence, many of the best disposed and most 
useful men give up all thouglit of doing anything in the colony, or even 
sink into dissipation and recklessness. Two instances to the point have 
come under my own notice. Two men, one a moulder and the other a 
glass-blower, believed there was a good opening for their respective trades, 
and some merchants thought so too, and offered to assist tliem with plant 
and orders. The men, having sufiicient capital to start, applied for tickets 
on their own hands. The one waa refused because the magistrate could 
not see how such a trade could succeed, the other was refused without 
reason given. In both cases the men went and spent their money in 
disgust. And so it is again and again. Men come out intending to bo 
sober and live respectably, but are so disgusted witli the discourage metiis 
nnd obstructions that meet them just when they expect a helping ht^d, 
that they fling away all their good resolutions in despair, throw down 
their money on the first public-house table, and spend it in a glorious 
rouse” with their friends. The next disability is the confining each ticket- 
man to a particular district, out of which he must not pass without the 
authorities being satisfied that the transfer applied for will not derange 
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the balance of labour, and that it is otherwise desirable. Even whore a 
man has received a positive engagement from an employer in another 
district, he cannot enter on it until an order for his transfer has 
been obtained, and this seldom costs less than ten days or a fortniglit, 
and where the applicant is at a great distance from head-quarters, very 
much more. Attached to this regulation requiring prisoners at large to 
find masters is another highly injuiious. All do not find masters, or, at 
all events, do not succeed in the two or three days allowed them for the 
purpose; or after they have found a service they do not always stay in it; 
in either case they are sent on public works at one of the Government depots. 
Tliese depots are branch convict establislinients in dilFerent parts of the 
colony, through which are sent supplies to the various road-parties. They 
are commissariat or engineer depots, and are in the charge of one of the 
higher subordinate officers of the service. They have Ijospitals attached to 
tliem for the reception of patients from the road-parties, a resident magistrate 
sits at them on cases of breach of discipline, and they have a radius of some 
twenty miles. All this is veiy well, and the arrangements are perhaps as 
good as any that could be made. They answer^ all necessary purposes, 
and work well. But to force men on these dej)uts, as is done at present, 
because they are for the moment out of employment, is radically bad. 
The road-parties to Avliich unemployed ticket-holders are attached are in 
all respects under the same regulations as the convict road-parties, 
excej-Jt that the men are not required to work so hard, and that they 
occasionally receive passes to seek for employment. To oblige a man, 
therefore, directly he is discharged from service to go straight to the 
depot, and if he cannot by a two days’ pass which ho receives after being 
tliere a day find a fresh employer, to send him on the roads, is really to 
Bend him back to prison. This cannot be right. Without going into the 
question ns to wliether it is W'ell for able-bodied men to liave a workhouse 
to retire to in a country where, employed or unemployed, no one need 
starve, it cannot be 'well to force them into one. The effect often is to 
quench any little desire they may still have to be independent. The fact 
that tlioy arc mere prisoners at large without power of independent action 
is so pressed on them that too many of them resign themselves to their 
condition, and prefer degradation and a life without care or trouble to 
freedom and difficulties. Once sent on depot, there are many hundreds 
who, except for a month or two in the year, never leave it. The road- 
party, be it understood, offers some advantages to a working man 'v\'hich 
are not afforded by private service. The latter is a state of freedom, but 
there is hard work, in-ogular meals, contemptuous treatment. There are 
few places under colonial masters where the ticket-of-leave workmtin is 
not made to feel his position. At the road-party, on the contrary, all is 
regular, cleanly, decent ; the work moderate, the officer conciliating ; 
and, above all, there is the pleasant party of old friends sitting round the 
great wood fire in the evening, and talking over old times. I kno'w men 
who have been on these parties for yeats, and would not leave them for 
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any service in the colony. They get a pass occasionally to look for work, 
blit it is only used to enable them to bo present 'itt some spree of which 
they have had intelligence. There ore many who never intend to leave 
permanently till they are due for their conditional pardon. And yet, 
almost all these are men who surrendered their freedom at first reluc- 
tantly, and who could find for themselves a comfortable subsistence. 
There is such an abundance of small edible wild game, and it is so easily 
snared or caught, that a man need never be at a loss for food. With 
a dog and gun he can always keep himself well. There is sale for 
the fie^h of some, and for the skins or furs of everything that runs. 
Again, the wild products of the forest, as manna, gum, palm cotton, 
and bark, afford another means by which n man free to move about 
and seek them may get a living. Again, if a ticket- man is ever hard 
up, the hand of everj^ one of liis class is open to him. Starvation 
in a country like this is impossible, except to the man who has his 
hands tied. 

Another groat mist.ike of our disahilify system is the not allowing 
the released piisoner the protection of the law. From the time of his 
leaving pri‘-on to that of his receiving his conditional pardon he is under 
aibitrary jiowtr, and for an offence of the most trivial nature may, at the 
discretion of the sitting magistrate, be sentenced to several years’ impri- 
sonment. Two men were recently condemned, the one to five years’ 
imi)risonmcnt for being suspected of’ dropping some tobacco at a road- 
paj-ty, and ihe other to three years’ impriHonment for being suspected 
of leaving some spirits at a road-party. I say susjyectedj for the whole 
evidence in the latter case was that of a gentleman who saw the prisoner 
“ w^alLing in the neighbourhood of the party.” On this last point I can 
speak most positively, as an intimate friend of my owm was present during 
the so-ca^lcd trial, and related the particulars to me immediately after- 
wards. I do not say that such judgments are given frequently, or that tho 
magistrates as .a body are either cruel or unjust. But such judgments 
do occur, and this creates in the mind of the ticket-of-lcave holder a 
feeling of insecurity. Unfortunately, too, it seems rather a point with 
the authorities to press on the ticket-holder this fact of his want of 
security in the most oflensive way. So particular are they in asserting 
their irresponsibility and absolutism that pno reads notices in the public 
prints that such and such a ticket-oNeave holder has been “ sent back 
to the establishment (prison) at the recommendation of the resident 
magistrate,” without mention of any offence. 

Again ; you cannot move witliout reporting yourself here and report- 
ing yourself there, and obtaining passes, getting passes visaed, pi^es 
extended, &c. You have a journey of five miles to take, and you must 
go perhaps twenty to obtain a pass, and again go twenty miles to report 
yourself on your return ; — or you want to leave a town on urgent busi- 
ness, and you must wait till next day because it is now past noon, and 
the magistrate has done sitting. In any case you must lose half a day 
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hanging about the court. We may be in a wildemesfl and escape many 
of what Humboldt terms “ the errors of a long civilization,” but we have 
I’ed tape enough for the oldest government in the world. The discourage- 
ment which such a system offers to the ticket-holder must be evident. 
But there is one circumstance which may not occur to you in England 
■which makes this system specially injurious here. There is in Australia, 
side by side with the great bond class, a small free class. This class, far 
inferior in numbers to the class beside it, as fur as the adult population 
is concerned, is inferior also in energy and intelligence. Hence arises 
between the two classes the bitterest hatred. The free class, jealous of the 
superioiity of the bondsmen in all essentials, yet affects to look down on 
it, and Avithdraws within itself, only striking some side-blow at it through 
tlie press when it lias an o2iportuiiity. The bond class, on the other 
hand, liate the free, whom tln^y regard really and unaffectedly as almost 
beneath their contempt, for their greater privileges. No outbreak ever 
Avill take place — no geneial one, at least — fur the simple reason that there 
is nothing to make it worth while; but they the less sincerely or 

deeply both hate tlie colonial and des^nse him. It is unfortunate, but 
the Government, in legislating for the prisoner, have forgot they were 
legislating for n colony. They saw before them only dangerous men 
to be guarded, not men to be encouraged to embrace a new life and 
form a new state. Tlie attaching excessive punishments to slight faults, 
as if discharged prisoners were more perfect than other men ; the judg- 
ments of private tribunals; the surveillance of the police, are things wliich 
can nowhere work well. But to form an idea of the effect of the dis- 
ability system here, you must supj^ose all London under tieket-of-leavc 
law -with the exception, say, of the freemen of the City. 

Still you may greatly modify the evils natural to the position, by 
taking a judicious line. Live in the bush, and the evils of the system 
will press lightly on you. Take up a grant of land far back in a fine 
hunting country, build a comfortable hut on it, try to get a pleasant 
companion and a couple of good dogs, get permi^^sion to carry a gim, 
visit the town only when necessary for obtaining supplies, have a useful 
horse and a good spring-cart, and keep aAvay from every one, and you 
will be practically as free in your Australian forest-home as if you were 
on the untrodden shores of the Orouoco, and much more comfortable. 
You will of course choose a fine country. I should advise you to be near 
a good lake. You will have no difficulty in finding a spot to suit you, as 
you only want a small plot of land for a station, and this may be rented, if 
not bought, for a nominal sum anywhere. I should not advise you to 
farm, biit you must have some land, as the possession of what is called a 
“ station ” will obtain you a freedom and immunities which you would 
not otherwise have. Having once got what you want, keep out of eight 
and out of mind. You mtitt, of course, have money, but that I suppose 
you to have-— enough, at least, to do what I have advis^'. ' ]l|uoli is not 
necessary. The forest will supply you 'Witli meat. Ka^ai^, esiaotly 
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like fine beef; opoasam, like rabbit; kangaroo-rat^ like obioken ; bandit 
coote, like partridge; these, 'vrith pigeons, parroU, emu, wild turkey, 
and other of your feathered neighbours, will leave little to be desired 
in the way of animal food, though you may add tame fowl if you wish. 
Your lake will supply you abundantly with the finest fish, and your 
garden with almost every kind of vegetable you can desire, and of fruit, 
too, if you could wait for it. As it is, it will yield you grapes in two 
years, and some otlier fruits in one. To be supplied with milk and 
butter, you have only to keep three or four goats, and if you keep a small 
piggery you can even indulge in pewk. With a good selection of books, 
and, if you are a smoker, a supply of good tobacco, what can you want 
more ? Society, say you ? No doubt ; and many of the other good 
things that belong to older. countries; but you have here a life which is 
not only practically free, but with which you may be well content for a 
few years. 

Such is our present prison system, and such are the opportunities and 
position of the ticket-holder in Australia, as they have presented them- 
selves to me. The prison system now in operation in England seems to 
be part good, part very bad. The separate system I regard as moat 
useful — as useful as any prison system could be. The effect of being 
almost always alone, and brought in contact only with good books and 
good men, leads to reflection and regret, if not to penitence. 1 remember, 
as prolxibly does every one else, being greatly amused at the scene in 
David Copperjieldy where the two arch -scoundrels Llttimer and Heep, are 
represented as describing the happy effect of the discipline of the separate 
system on themselves The description is somewhat highly-coloured, but 
1 can quite conceive that such scenes have not only really taken place, 
but that the penitents who may have figured in them may have spoken in 
good faith. The frame of mind into which a man is brought by the 
separate system (as carried on at Pcntonville — the only* prison of the kind 
of which I have had any lengthened experience) is, to say the least, one 
of sei'ious thought and good resolves. I should not think it would be 
sufficiently irowerful to support a professional thief against the allurements 
of his old trade, even if he were kept under this discipline during the 
whole term of his sentence. But the effect of this discipline on the mind 
is undoubtedly good. For that portion of the prisoners which does not 
consist of professional thieves, and which comes not from the dangerouii 
but from the working classes, it is all that is required, and the only part 
of our system to which they slrould be subjected. 

We have no right to throw these men into a mass of crime and corrupy 
tion, whatever right we may have to punish them physically. This is tecog~ 
nized in the American system, which does not allow them to be even qeen 
by those who might subsequently prove an annoyance and injury, itiuch 
less subject them to a close communication with men of the firulest oonver- 
satron. This is an act of justice and economy which may be well copied. 
The thief who has plundered society systematically aU his life, and is her 
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natural open enemy, is indulged by being associated 'vritb his old friends 
and men of his own tastes and habits. The working man who has been 
led into some one crime, is made to live with others who, considerate ns 
they may be to liis personal feelings when addressing or speaking close 
to him, are constantly filling his mind with images of which he may 
never rid himself all his life. Besides, it is absurd to talk about reform- 
ing criminals when you ruthlessly corrupt those with whom lies your 
only chance. For charity’s sake these men, at least, should be kept “ in 
separates,” or only associate with each other. For professional thieves 
I conceive tlie best system would be the separate for a short sentence, 
transportation for a long one. I see no use in applying two systems to 
any one sentence. If it is a first offence, the separate plan might, and 
1 think should, bo followed for the whole term of imprisonment. In the 
case of a second offence, or a long sentence, I would tiansport the offender 
at once. There is no reformation (proper) to be expected fiom trans- 
portation, nor pci haps from any other system, but it gives a chance to 
a man to take up a respectable life and to kecyi^ within the law. But it 
is quite useless to make men “ good ” in separates and then “ bad ” by 
bringing them together. As to the best mode of carrying out trans- 
portation, or the best place to transport crimimds to in future, it is 
not for me to Bay ; but the shorter the time the men are together, 
and the sooner the transported criminal merges into the exile, the 
better. The men should, moreover, be sent to some country wheic 
they can make themselves a home, and which they may hope eventually 
to make prosperous. Westeni Australia would have been an excellent 
place, bad it not been for the strange fancy of making a system of prison 
regulations the law of a people, and transforming a whole country into 
a convict establishment, and virtually working the finest part of the 
population in irons. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Florence Burton at the Eeotort. 

ARRY CLAVERING went dx»wi^9 
to Stratton, slept one night at 
old Mr. Burton^s house, and drovie 
Florence over to Clavering,— 
twenty miles across the country, 
— on the following day. Thit 
journey together had been looked 
forward to with great delight by 
both of them, and Florence, in 
spite of the snubbing which ihe 
bad received from her lover be- 
cause of her prudence, w^*very 
happy as she seated l^dlaelf along- 
side of him in the vehiold which 
had been sent over from the reo-* 
tory, and which he called a tra]p. 
Not a word had as yat beeh said 
between them as to that snub- 
bing, nor was Hany minded 
anything shouM be said, 
meant to carry on his 
by being dumb on that i 
But BU(^ was not Fh 
tentiom ^ desired only to have her own way in ilia i 
also that he ahottld aamt to her arrangemtota. 

' lt'imadianiiag6#ftrnub ||«L Mi 

xnt.— VO. 7t. 
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enoiigh to make them unoomlbrtable. There was a wind, but not wind 
enough to torment them. Once there came on a little shower, which just 
sufficed to give Harry an opportunity of wrapping his companion very 
closely, but he had hardly Qompleted the ceremony before the necessity 
for it was over. They both agreed that this mode of travelling was 
infinitely preferable to a journey by railroad, and I myself should be of the 
same opinion if one oould always make one's journeys under the same 
circumstances. And it must be understood that Harry, though no doubt 
he was still taking his revenge on Florence by abstaining from £dl allusion 
to her letter, was not disposed to make himself otherwise disagreeable. 
He played his part of lover very well, and Florence was supremely 
happy. 

** Hany,” she said, when the journey was more than half completed, 
“ you never told me what you thought of my letter.’* 

Which letter ? ” But he knew very well which was the letter in 
question. 

“My prudent letter, — written in answer JJo yours that was very 
imprudent.” 

“ I thought there was nothing more to be said about it.” 

“ Come, Harry, don’t let there be any subject between us that we 
don’t care to think about and discuss. 1 know what you meant by not 
answering me. You meant to punish me, — did you not, for having an 
opinion different from yours ? Is not that true, Harry ? ” 

“ Punish you, — no ; I did not want to punish you. It was I that was 
punished, I think.” 

“ But you know I was right. Was I not right ? ” 

“ I think you were wrong, but I don’t want to say anything more 
about it now.” 

“ Ah, but, Harry, I want you to talk about it. Is it not everything to 
me,^-6very thing in this world, — that you and 1 should agree about this ? 
1 have nothing else to thii^ of but you. 1 have nothing to ho|^ but 
that I may live to be your wife. My only care in the br<»rld ilRmy care 
for you 1 Cpme, Harry, don’t be glum with me.” 

“ lam not glum.” 

“ Speak a nice word to me. Tell me that you beliete j^^V^hen I say 
that it is not of myself I am thinking, but of you.” ^ 

* ^ Why can’t you let me think for myself in tiiis ? ” 

Beeme you have got to think ftar 

f<Ai4 I ^ink you’d do very .on the income weVe got. If 
you’ll cpnsepir tp marry, this •umm^i'r be glum, as you eaU It, ^ 
momei^ loi;^.” 

^ ^'Nop^pSnayi^Imust not do that. I ebouldbo 4lae to 

*^Then it’s no use saying anything more ahopt it.’* 

^“Look here,. |{fMrry,^if an engagement for tvo yet^ h tMma lo 

youl.— ^ ^ 
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Of eoitfie it ii tedk»Wr It nc/umMtiff f^r tnjtbiftg fthi^jTt tediotMf 
liittpe** Bothiag 1 bfttt to vraoh as wahij»g.** 

« Bttt liit^ to me,” Btdd «l»e, gn^tif. “ If it it too Mkmt, if it it 
more tiiati 70a tbink you etn bei^idtboui being imktppy, I WiB ^eletee 
you from your engagement ” 

“ Florence I ” 

“ Hear me to the end* It rHU make no change iu mo ; abd then if 
you like to come to me again at the end of the two yeart, you may be 
sure of ibe way in w]ii<^ I ahtJii reoeiee you.” 

“ And what good wouH that do ? ” 

“ Simply this good, that you would not be bound in a manner that 
makes you unhappy. If you did not intend that when you asked me to 

be your wife Oh, Harry, all I want is to make you happy. That 

is all that 1 care for, all that I think about ! ” 

Harry swore to her with ten thousand oaths that he would not release 
her from any part of her engagement with him, that he would gire her 
no loophole of escape from him, tbOb he intended to hold her so firmly 
that if she divided herself from him, ijjie should be accounted among 
women a paragon of falseness. He was ready, he said, to marry her to- 
morrow. That was his wish, his idea of what would be best for both of 
them ; — and after that, if not to-morrow, then on the next day, and so on 
till the day should come on which she should consent to become his wife. 
He went on also to say that he should continue to torment her on the 
subject about once a week till be had induced her to give way ; and then 
he quoted a Latin line to show that a constant dropping of water will 
hollow a stone. This was somewhat at variance with a declaration he 
had made to Mrs. Burton, in Onslow Crescent, to the effect that be would 
never speak to Florence again upon the subject; but then men do 
occasionally change their minds, and Harry Clavering was a man who 
often changed bis. 

Florence, as he made the declaration above iescribed, thought liitt h^ 
played his part of lever yery well, and drew herself a little closer to him 
as she thanked him for his warmth. ** Dear Harry, you are so good ai^d 
so kind, and I do love you so truly ! ” In this way the journey was 
made very pleasantly, and indien Florence was driven up to the rectoiy 
dodr she was quite contented with her coachman. 

Harry (Havering, who is the hero of our story, will not, I fekr, haw 
hitherto presented himself to the reader as having much of the hermo 
nature in his character. It wQl, perhaps, be comphdxied of him that lie 
is fickle, vain, easily led, and ahttust as easily led to evil as to good* "But 
it should be remembered that hitherto he has been rather hardly dealt itfth/ 
in these pages, and that bit ikuha and wesjlcUeeies have beeu exposed 
almost un&irly. That he had such faults and was sulrjeet to tiidi irealc- 
may be belieted of him ; but tWe may be a questloaf itbdtl^V m 
evil would net be known of most atMu, lot thesi bo herbet or ioi m 
beroeti if their charaotera were, so |o my, ttmti iiO^e otkt befaw ouid ^^ 
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Ilany Clayeiiog, fellow of hie ooUegl^ aix high, with handflome fiioe 
and person, and with plenty to say for himself on aU subjectSi was esteemed 
highly and regarded much by those, who knew him, in spite of those little 
ibibles which marred his character ; and 1 must beg the reader to take 
the world's opinion about him, and not to estimate him too meanly thus 
early in this history of his adventures. 

If this tale should ever be read by any lady who, in the course of her 
career, has entered a house under circumstances similar to those which 
had brought Florence Burton to Clavering rectory, she will understand 
how anxious must have been that young lady when she encountered the 
whole Clavering family in the hnll. She had been blown about by the 
wind, and her cloaks and shawls were heavy on her, and her hat was a 
little out of shape, — from some fault on the part of Harry, as I believe, — 
and (die felt herself to be a dowdy as she appeared among them. What 
would they think of her, and what would they think of Harry in that 
he had chosen such an one to be his wife ? Mrs. Clavering had kissed 
her before she had seen that lady’s face ; and Mary and Fanny had 
kissed her before she knew which was which ; an4 then a stout, clerical 
gentleman kissed her who, no doubt, was Mr. Clavering, senior. 
After that, another clerical gentleman, very much younger and very 
much slighter, shook hands with her. lie might have kissed her, too, 
had he been so minded, for Florence was too confused to be capable of 
making any exact reckoning in the matter. He might have done so 
•~that is, as fur as Florence was concerned. It may be a question 
whether Mary Clavering would not ha'^e objected; for this clerical gentle- 
man was the Bev. Edward Fielding who was to become her husband in 
three days’ time. 

“ Now, Florence,” said Funny, “ come upstairs into mamma’s room 
and have some tea, and we’ll look at you. Harry, you needn't come. 
You’ve had her to youi’&elf for a long time, and can have her again in the 
evouiiig.” 

Florence, in this yrRy, was taken upstairs and found herself seated by 
a fire, while three pairs of hands were taking from her her shawls and hat 
and cloak, almost before she knew where she W'as. 

^ ** It is so odd to have you here,” said Fanny. “ Wo have only one 
brother, SO, of course, we shall make very much of you. Isn’t slie 
nice, mamma ? ” 

sure is^ very nice. But 1 shouldn’t have told her so before 
her face, if you hadn’t asked the question.” 

Tbat’a'nonsense, mamma. You mustn’t believe momma when the 
pretends to be grand and^^ntqptious. It's only put on as a soit of 
company air, but we don’t asetti Ip make company of you.^' 

** Pniy don’t,” said Florence. 

I’m so glad you are come just at tbis time,*^ said Ifmy. tlqnk 
so muob of ^ving Harry’s ftrture wile at my weddjingf^ X ‘Wisb we were 
both going to be mntxiedtbe 
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But we ere not going 'to be married for erer so }ong. Two ymam 
hence has been the Bbortettt time nmned.” 

Don’t be sure of that, Florence,*’ said Fanny. ** We hare all of us 
received a special commisuon from Harry to talk you out of that heresy ; 
have we not, mamma ? ” 

I think you had better not tease Florence about that immediately ott 
her arrival It’s hardly fair.” Then, when they had drunk their 
Florence was taken away to her oWn rckwn, and before she Uras allowed 'W 
go downstairs she was intimate with both the girfs, and hod eo £ur Over* 
come her awe of Harry’s mother as to be able to answer her without 
confbsion. 

“Well, sir, what do you think of her?” said Hariy to his father, as 
soon as they were alone. 

“ 1 have not had time 1;p think much of her yet. She seems to be 
veiy pretty. She isn’t so tall as I thought she would be.” 

“ No ; she’s not tall,” said Harry, in a voice of disappointment. 

“ I’ve no doubt we shall like her very much. What money is she 'to 
have?” 

“ A hundred a year while her father lives.” 

** That’s not much.” 

“ Much or little, it made no difference with me. I should never have 
thought of marrying a girl for her money. It’s a kind of thing that I 
hate. I almost wish she was to have nothing.” 

“ I shouldn’t refuse it if I were you.” 

Of course, I shan’t refuse it ; but what I mean is that I never 
thought about it when I asked her to have me ; and I shouldn’t have been 
a bit more likely to oak her if she had ten times as much.” 

“ A fortune with one’s wife isn’t a bad thing for a poor man, Harry.” 

“ But a poor man must be pour in more senses than one when he 
looks about to get a fortune in that way.” 

“ I suppose you won’t marry just yet,” said the father. “ Including 
everything, you would not have five hundred a year, and thainWimld be 
very close work in London.” 

“ It’s not quite decided yet, sir. As far as I am myself oonoemed, I 
think that people are a great deal too prudent about money. 1 believe 1 
could live as a married man on a hundred a year, if I had no more ; and 
os for London, I don’t see why London should be more expensive than 
any other place. You con get exactly what you want in London, and 
m^e your halfpence go £srther thmre than anywhere else.^’ 

“ And your sovereigns go quicker,” mid ^e rector. 

“ AH that is wanted,” said Hany, “ is ISie will to live on yoor aowu^, 
and a little firmness in carrying out your plans.” 

The rector of Clavering, as he hesnd all this wiadom fiill firom Ids lon’e 
lips, looked at Harry’s expensive clothes, at the ting on his finger, at die 
gold chain on his waistsoat, al the studs in his ihirt, and andled, gdntfy. 
He was by no means so dsver a man as his son, but he 
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more of world, and diough not much given to general reading, he had 
read his son's character. ^ A great deal of firmness and of fortitude also 
is wanted for that kind of life/’ he said. There are men who can go 
through it witliout sufiering, but I would cot advise any young man to 
commence it in a hurry. If I were you I should wait a year or two. 
Come, let’s have a walk ; that is, if you can tear yourself away irom your 
lady-love for an hour. If there is not Saul coming up the avenue 1 Take 
your hat, Harry, and we’ll get out the other way. He only wants to see 
the girls about the school, but if he catches us he’ll keep us for an hour.” 
Then Harry asked after Mr. Saul’s love-afiairs. ^^I’ve not heard one 
single word about it since you went away,” said the rector. “ It seems 
to have passed off like a dream. He and Fanny go on the same as ever, 
and I suppose he knows that he made a fool of himself.” But in this 
matter the rector of Clavering was mistaken. Mr. Saul did not by any 
means think that he had made a fool of himself. 

“ He has never spoken a word to me since,” said Fanny to her brother 
that evening ; that is, not a word as to what o^urred then. Of couise 
it was very embarrassing at first, though I don’t tnink he minded it much. 
He came after a day or two just the same as ever, and he almost made me 
think that he had forgotten it.” 

And he wasn’t confused ? ” 

** Not at all. He never is. The only difference is that I think lie 
scolds me more than he used to do.” 

Scold you !” 

Oh dear, yes; he always scolded me if he tliought there was any- 
thing wrong, especially about giving the children holidays. But he does 
it now more than ever.” 

“ And how do you bear it ?” 

In a half-and-half sort of way. I langh at him, and then do as I’m 
bid. He makes everybody do what he bids them at Clsvering, — except 
papa, sometimes. But he scolds him, too. I heard him the other dty in 
the library.” 

And did my father take it from him ? ” 

“ He did, ia it sort of a way. I don’t think papa likes him 5 but then 
he knows, and we all know, that he is so good. He never epazea himself 
in anything. He has nothing but his curacy, and what he give! away is 
woaderfiil.” 

** 1 hope he won’t take to scolding me,” said Harry, proudly^ 

As you don’t ooncem yotireelf about Jthe parisl^ I should say Uiat 
you’re safe, h suppose he thinks mamma does everything rights fbr he 
never soctlds her/’ 

“ There is no talk of his gning aimy/’ 

^ Kent at all. 1 think we should ail be sorry, heeanss he dees so 
mu(dt good*’* 

Florenos reigned snpraae in the eitiniatien of the toetaiy iuaiiy all 
the evenbig of her aerivai aiid tttl afibhr bresiiftst ikfB neat mniniiigi but 
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tl)«n the bride elect restored to her natural pre-eminence. This, 
however, lasted cml/ for two days, after which the bride was taken away. 
The wedding was very nice, and pretty, and comfortable ; and rim people 
of Clavering were much better satined with it than they had been with 
that other marriage which has been mentioned as having been celebrated 
in Clavering Church. The rectory family was generally popular, ’ tad 
everybody wished well to the daughter who waA being given aWi^« 
When they were gone there was a breakfast at the rectory, and speeches 
were made with much volubility. On such an occasion the rector was a 
great man, and Harry also shone in conspicuous rivalry with his ikther. 
But Mr. Saul's spirit was not so well tuned to the occasion as that of the 
rector or his son, and when he got upon his legs, and moumdilly expressed 
a hope that his foiend Mr. Fielding might be enabled to bear the trials of 
this life with fortitude, it was felt by them all that the speaking hod better 
be brought to an end. 

You shouldn’t laugh at him, Harry,” Fanny said to her brothier 
afterwards, almost seriously. ** One man can do one thing and one 
another. You can make a speech better than he can, but 1 don't think 
you could preach so good a sermon.” 

“ I declare I think you’re getting fond of him after all,” said Harry, 
Upon hearing this Fanny turned away with a look of great offence. “ No 
one but a brother,” said she, would say such a thing as that to me, 
because I don't like to hear the poor man ridiculed without cause.” That 
evening, when they were alone, Fanny told Florence the whole story about 
Mr. Saul. tell you, you know, because you’re like one of ourselves 
now. It has never been mentioned to any one out of the family.” 

Florence declared that the story would be sacred with hei'. 

“ I’m sure of that, dear, and therefore I like you to know it. Of course 
such a thing was quite out of the question. The poor fellow has no means 

at all, — literally none. And then, independently of that 

1 don’t think 1 should ever bring myself to think of that as the first 
thing,” said Florence. 

** No, nor would I. If I really were attached to a man, I think 1 would 
tell him so, and agree to wait, either with hope or without it.’^ 

^ Juat so, Fanny.” 

But there was nothing of that kind ; and, indeed, he’s the sort ot 
man that no girl would think of being in love with, — isn’t he ? You seO 
he will hardly take the trouble to dress himself decently.” 

“I have only seen him al a wedding, you know.” 

** And for him he 'vfas quite brif^t. But you will see plenty of biw 
if you will go tp the schools with me. And indeed he comes btro a 
deal,, quite as much as he did before that happened. He » so g«^ 
Florence i ”, 

Poor man I ” 

** 1 ean’t in the lenst make but from bis manner wberiier be bel liveu 
up riiinking about it. I Suppose be has. Indeed, W ootriee’fje^'bas, 
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j>ecau86 he must know that it would be of no sort of use. But he is one 
of Aose men of whom you can never say whether they are happy or not ; 
aotH you never can be quite sure what may be in his mind.’* 

“ He is not bound to the place at all, — not like your father ? ” 

Oh, no,” said Fanny, thinking perhaps that Mr. Saul might iind 
himself to be bound to the place, though not exactly with bonds similar 
to those which kept her father there. 

** If he found himself to be unhappy, he could go,” said Florence. 

“ Oh, yes ; he could go if he were unhappy,” said Fanny. That is, 
he could go if he pleased.” 

Lady Clavering had come to the wedding ; but no one else had been 
present from the great house. Sir Hugh, indeed, was not at home ; but, 
as the rector truly observed, he might have been at home if he had so 
pleased. ** But he is a man,” said the fdther to the son, “ who always 
does a rude thing if it be in his power. For myself, I care nothing for 
him, as he knows. But he thinks that Maiy would have liked to have 
seen him as the head of the family, and therefore ^e does not come. He 
has greater skill in making himself odious than any man I ever knew. 
As for her, they say he’s leading her a terrible life. And he’s becoming 
so stingy about money, too I ” 

“ I hear that Archie is very heavy on him.” 

** I don’t believe that he would allow any man to be heavy on him, ns 
you call it. Archie has means of his own, and I suppose has not run 
through them yet. If Hugh has advanced him money, you may be sure 
that he has security. As for Archie, he will come to an end very soon, 
if what I hear is true. They tell me he is always at Newmarket, and that 
he always loses.” 

But though Sir Hugh was thus uncourteous to the rector and to the 
rector’s daughter, he was so far prepared to be civil to his cousin Harry, 
that he allowed his wife to ask all the rectory family to dine up at tlie 
house, in honour of Harry’s sweetheart. Florence Burton was specially 
invited with Lady Clavering’s sweetest smile. Florence, of course, 
referred the matter to her hostess, but it was decided that they should 
all accept the invitation. It was given, personally, afler the breakfast, and 
it is not always easy to decline invitations so given. It may, I think, be 
doubted whether any man or woman has a right to give an invitation in 
this way, and whether all invitations so given should not be null and void, 
from the fact of the unfair advantage that has been taken. The man who 
fires at a sitting bird is known to be no sportsman. Now, the dinner- 
giver who catches his guest in an ui^arded moment, and bags him when 
he haa had no ohanoe to rise u^n his wing, does fire at a sitting bird. In 
this instance, however, Lady Ciavering^s little t^ieeches were miuie only to 
Mrs. Clavering and to Florence. She said nothing personally to the rector, 
and he therefbre might have escaped. But hiS wife talked him over. 

** I think you should go tor Hany^s sake,” said Mrs. 

** I don’t see what good U will do B(arty,” 
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“ It will iliow that you approve of the match.” 

“ I don't approve or disapprove of it. He’s his own master.” 

^ Bat you do approve, you know, as you countenance it ; and there 
cannot possibly be a sweeter girl than Florence Barton. We all like her, 
and I’m sure you seem to take to her thoroughly.” . 

Take to her ; yes, I take to her very well. She’s ladylike, and 
though she’s no beauty, she looks pretty, and is spirited. And I daMay 
she’s clever.” 

And BO good.” 

If she’s good, that’s better than all. Only I don’t see what tliey’re 
to live on.” 

“ But as she is here, you will go with us to the great house ? ” 

Mrs. Clavering never asked her husband anything in vain, and the 
rector agreed to go. He apologized for this aflerwarda to his son by 
explaming that he did it as a duty. “ It will serve for six months,** he 
said. “ If I did not go there about once in six months, there would be 
supposed to be a family quanol, and that would be bad for the parish.” 

Harry was to remain only a week at Clavering, and the dinner waa to 
take place the evening before he went away. On that morning he walked 
all round the park with Florente, — as he had before often walked with 
Julia, — and took that occasion of giving heritfull history of the Clavering 
family. “ We none of us like my cousin lMli|P$” he had said. “ But shi 
is at least harmless, and she means to be good-natured* She is ver] 
unlike her sister, Lady Ongar.” 

“ So I should suppose, Irom what you have told me.” 

Altogether an inferior being.” 

And she has only one child.” 

“ Only one, — a boy now two years old. They say he’s nnyihing but 
strong.” 

“ And Sir Hugh has one brother.” 

“ Yes ; Archie Clavering. I think Archie is a worse fellow 'even than 
Hugh. He makes more attempts to be agreeable, but there is something 
in his eye which I always distrust. And then he is a man who does no 
good in the world to anybody.” 

He’s not married ? ” 

“ No ; he’s not married, and I don’t suppose he ever will marry. It’s 
on the ‘Cards, Florence, that the future baronet may be *— ■■ ’* Hiea she 
frowned on him, walked on quickly, and changed the conversation. 


CHAPTBB XL 

Sib HuaH asj> ms Bbothsb Abohis. 

There was a numerous gathering of CkveriOgs in the d^^Kwiog-^^ophi ef 
the Great House when the iktmly Ikom the rectory ecrived oonipfliitig 
three generationB ; for the nurse was iu the room hoi jing iho In 
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nrnis. Mrs. Clavering and Fanny of course inspected the child at once, 
as they were bound to do, while Lady Clavering welcomed Florence 
Burton. Archie spoke a word or two to his uncle, and' Sir Hugh vouch- 
safed to give one finger to his cousin Harry by way of shaking hands 
with liim. Then there came a feeble squeak from the infant, and there 
was a cloud at once upon Sir Hugh’s brow. “ Hermione," he said, “ I 
wish you wouldn't have the child in here. It’s not the place for him. 
He’s always cross. I’ve said a dozen times I wouldn’t have him down 
here just before dinner.” Then a sign was made to the nurse, and she 
walked off with her burden. It was a poor, rickety, unalluriug bairn, 
but it was all tliat Lady Clavering had, and she would fain have been 
allowed to show it to her relatives, as other mothers are allowed to do. 

“ Hugh,” said his wife, “ slinll I introduce you to Miss Burton ? ” 

Then Sir Hugh came forward and shook hands with his new guest, with 
some sort of apology for hia lemissness, while Harry stood by, glowering 
at him, with offence in his eye, “ My father is right,” he had said to 
himself when his cousin failed to notice Florence on her first entrance into 
the room ; he is impertinent as Avell as disqgr^able. I don’t care for 
quarrels in the parish, and so I sliall let liim know.” 

“ Upon my word she’s a doosod good-looking little thing,” said 
Archie, coming up to him, afier having also shaken hands with her ; — 
“ doosed good-looking, I call her.” 

“ I’m glad you think so,” said Harry, drily. 

Let’s see ; where was it you picked her up ? I did hear, but I 
forget.” 

“ I picked her up, as you call it, at Stratton, whore her father lives.’* 

“ Oh, yes ; I know. He’s the fellow that coached you in your new 
business, isn’t he? By-tho-by, Harry, I think you’ve made a mess of 
it in changing yonr line. Td have stuck to my governor’s shop if I’d 
been you. You’d got through all the d — d fag of it, and there’s the 
living that has always belonged to a Claveriiig.” 

** What would your brother have said if I had asked him to give it 
to me? ” 

“ He wouldn’t have given it of course. Nobody does give anytJjing 
to anybody now-a-days. Livings are a sort of thing that people buy. 
But you'd have got it under favourable circumstances.” 

** The fact is, Archie, I’m not very fond of the churchi as a pro- 
fession.” 

should have thought it easy work. Look at your father. He 
keeps a curate and doesn’t take any trouble himself. Upon my word, 
if I’d known as much then as.I^do nqw, I’d have had a shy for it myself. 
Hugli couldn't have refused it to me.” 

** But Hugh give it while his uncle holds it.” 

** That would hav« been against me to he sure, gnd. FpWC gprernor’a 
life is pretty nearly as good as mine. I shouldn't have liji^ fra^iing i so 
I suppose it'a as well e# it if.” ii 
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There may perhaps have bedn other reasons why Archie Clavol'ing’s 
regrets that he did not take holy orders were needles*. He hid never 
succeeded in learning anything that any mo*ter hed evfer attempted to 
teach him, although he had shown considerable aptitude in pitldng up 
acquirements for which no regular masters are appointed. He knew tike 
fathers and mothers, — sires and ^hons I ought perhaps . te^ siy^-^nd 
grandfathers and grandmothers, and so back for some geneftitioM, •of all 
the horses of note living m his day. He knew also the cirCtLihstances of 
all races,— what horses would run at them, and at what ages, what were 
the stakes, the periods of running, and the special interests of each aShif. 
But not, on that account, should it be thought that the turf had been 
profitable to him. That it might become profitable at some future time, 
was possible ; but Captain Archibald Clavering had not yet reached the 
profitable stage in the career of a betting man, though perhaps he was 
beginning to qualify himself for it. He was not bad-looking, though his 
face was unprepossessing to a judge of character. He was slight and well 
made, about five feet nine in height, with light brown hair, which had 
already left the top of his head, bald, with slight whiskers, and a well- 
formed moustache. But tho peculiarity of his face was in his eyes. His 
eyebrows were light-coloured and very slight, and tliis was made more 
apparent by the skin above the eyes, which was loose and hung dowh 
over the outside corners of them, giving him a look of cunnihg which was 
disagreeable. He seemed always to be speculating, counting up the odds, 
and calculating whether anything could be done with the events then 
present before him. And be was ulwmys ready to make a bet, being ever 
provided with a book for that purpose. He would take the odds that the 
sun did not rise on the morrow, and would either win the bet or wrangle 
in the losing of it. He would wrangle, but would do so noiselessly, new 
on such occasions damaging his cause by a loud voice. He was new 
about thirty-three years of age, aud was two years younger than t|)e 
baronet. Sir Hugh was not a gambler like his brother, but 1 do not know 
that he was thei'efore a more estimable man. He was greedy and anximii 
to increase his store, never willing to lose that which he possessed, ipod 
of pleasure, but very careful of himself in the enjoyment of it| h^ind* 
some, every inch an English gentleman in appearance, and therefpM 
popular with men and women of his own class who were not near enough 
to him to know him well, given to but few words, proud of hit name, 
and rank, and place, well versed in the business of the world, a mateb 
for most men in money matters, not ignorant, though be rarely opeiMd 
a book, selfish, and utterly regardless of the ieelings of all those wflll 
whom be came in contact. Such were Sir Hugh Clavering, audrjbii 
brother the captain. 

Sir Hugh took Florence in to dinner, and when the ao«q;»)ha4 iMMt 
eaten made an attempt to talk to her. „ ^'How long have lul^ 

Miss Burton ? 

Nearly a week,” said Florence. 
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Ah \ — J^oti came to the wedding ; I was sorry I couldn’t be her6. It 
went off very well, I suppose ?” 

“ Very well indeed, I think.” 

“They’re tiresome things in general, — weddings. Don’t you think 

so ? ” ( 

- “ Oh dear, no,*^xcept that some person one loves is always being 
taken away.” 

“ You’ll be the next person to be taken away yourself, I suppose ? ” 

“ I must be the next person at home, because I am the last that is 
left. All my sisters are married.” 

“ And how many are there ? ” 

“ There are five married.” 

“ Good heavens — Five ! ” 

“And they are all married to men in the same profession as Harry.” 

“Quite a family affair,” said Sir Hugh. Harry, who was sitting on 
the other side of Florence, heard this, and ''^ojj.ld have preferred that 
Florence should have said nothing about her sisters. “ Why, Harry,” 
said the baronet, “ if you will go into partnership with your father-in-law 
and aU your brothers- in-law you could stand against the world.” 

“ You might add my four brothers,” said Florence, who saw no shame 
in the fact that they were all engaged in the same business. 

“ Good heaven ! ” exclaimed Sir Hugh, and after that he did not say 
much more to Florence. 

The rector had taken Lady Clavering into dinner, and they two did 
manage to carry on between them some conversation respecting the parish 
affitirs. Lady Clavering was not active among the poor, — ^nor was the 
rector himself, and perhaps neither of them knew how little the other did ; 
but they could talk Clavering talk, and the parson was willing to take for 
granted his neighbour’s good will to make herself agreeable. But Mrs. 
Clavering, who sat between Sir Hugh and Archie, bad a very bad time 
of it Sir Hugh spoke to her once during the dinner, saying that he hoped 
she was satisfied with her daughter s marriage ; but even this he said in a 
tone that seemed to imply that any such satisfaction must rest on 
very poor grounds. “ Thoroughly satisfied,” said Mrs. Clavering, drawing 
herself up and looking very unlike the usual Mrs. Clavering of the rectory. 
Afttf that there was no farther conversation between her and Sir Hugh. 
^ The worst of him to me is always this,” she said that evening to her 
hu^bandf “that he puts me so much out of couoelt with myselfi If 
1 were with him long 1 should begin to find myself the most disagree- 
able wtMnan in England t ” “ Then pray don’t be with him long,“ si^d 
ihe reotor. 

Bnt Archie made conversation throughout dinn^, ^d added greatly 
to Mrs. Clavering^ troubles by doing so. There was no^ng in ooiamon 
between them, but atUl Archie went on laboriemriy witb his wceit# It 
was a dnty which he recognised, a4d at which he eMld stork hard* 
When he had used up Mary’s a ^ ^eoenoimsed 





fcarofully, BO that ho brought it down to the roaet (taddle of matton, he 
began upon Harry’s match. When was it to be 7 Where were tliey to 
live ? Was there any money ? What manner of people Wore the Burtons ? 
Perhaps he might get over it 7 This he whispered very lowly, and it wna 
the question next in sequence to that about the money. When, in answer 
to this, Mrs. Clavering with considerable energy declared that anything of 
that kind would be a misfortune of which there seemed to be no ohanco 
whatever, he recovered himself as he thought very ridlfully. ^*Oh, yes; 
of course ; that’s just what I meant ; — a doosed nice girl I think her 
doosed nice girl, all round.” Archie’s questions were very laborious to his 
fellow-labourer in his conversation because he never allowed one of them 
to pass without an answer. He always recognized the fact that he was 
working hard on behalf of society, and, as he used to say himself, that he 
had no idea of pulling all the coach up the hill by his own shoulders. 
Whenever therefore he had made his effort he waited for his companion’s, 
looking closely into her face, cunningly driving her on, so that she also 
should pull her share of the coach. Before dinner was over Mrs. 
Clavering found the hill to be veiy steep, and the coach to be very heavy. 
“ ril bet you seven to one,” said he, — and this was his parting spee^ as 
Mrs. Claveiing rose up at Lady Clavering’s nod, — “I’ll bet you seven to one, 
that the whole box and dice of them are manied before me, — or at any 
rate as soon ; and I don’t mean to remain single much longer, I can tell 
you.” The “ box and dice of them ” was supposed to comprise Harry, 
Florence, Fanny, and Lady Ongar, of all of whom mention had been 
made, and that saving clause, — “ at any rate as soon,” — was cunningly put 
in, as it had occurred to Archie that he perhaps might be married on the 
same day as one of those other persons. But Mrs. Clavering was not 
compelled either to accept or reject the bet, as she was already moving 
before the terms had been fully explained to her. 

Lady Clavering as she went out of the room stopped a moment behind 
Harry’s chair and whispered a word to him. “ I want to speak to you 
before you go to-night.” Then she passed on. 

“ What’s that Hermione was skying 7 ” asked Sir Hugh, when he had 
shut tlie door. 

“ She only told me that she wanted to speak to mo.” 

She has always got some cursed secret,” said Sir Hugh. “ If there 
is anything I hate, it’s a secret.” Now this was hardly fair, for JSir Hugh 
was a man very secret in his own affairs, never telling his wife anyihiaj^ 
about them. He kept two banker’s accounts so that no banker’s clerk 
nught know how he stood as regarded ready money, and hardly trea^d 
even his lawyer with confidence. 

He did not Snore from his own chair, so that, after 
was not next to him. The plao^i left by the ladies were not cloM 
and the table was vei7 nneomfortabk. 

** I see they're going to have another wedc after thiamtn me 
ley,” sidd Sir Hugh to his brother* 



THB CLAVB&1K08. 


536 

I suppose they will , — ov ten daya. Tliinga ain't very early this 
year.” 

“ I think I shall go down, It’s never any use trying to Imnt here 
after the middle of March.” 

“ You’re rather short of foxes, arc you not? ” said the rector, making 
an attempt to join the conversation. 

“ Upon my word I don’t know anything about it,” said Sir Hugh. ' 

“ There are foxes at Clavering,” said Archie, recommencing. his duty. 
“ The hounds will be here on Saturday, and I’ll bet three to one I find a 
fox before twelve o’clock, or, say, half-past twelve, — that is, if they’ll draw 
punctually and let mo do as I like with the pack. I’ll bet a guinea we 
find, and a guinea wa run, and a guinea we kill ; that is, you know, if 
they’ll really look for u fox.” 

The rector had been willing to fall into a little hunting talk for the 
sake of society, but he was not prei^ired to go the length that Archie 
proposed to take him, and therefore the subject dropped. 

“ At any rate I sliau’t stay hcic after to-morrow/’ said Sir Hugh, still 
addressing himself to hia brother. “Pass the wine, wlll^ou, Harry ; tJint 
is, if your father is drinking any.” 

*‘No more wine for me,” said the rector, almost angrily. 

“Liberty Hall,” said Sir Hugh; “ everybody does as they Jike about 
that I mtan to have anoth# bottle of claict. Archie, ring the bell, will 
you? ” Captain Clavering, though he was further from the bell than his 
elder brother, got up and did as he was bid. The claret came, and was drunk 
almost in silence. The rector, though he Ixad a high opinion of tlie cellar 
of the great house, W'otdd take none of the new bottle, because he was 
angry, Harry filled his glass, and attempted to say something. Sir Hugh 
answered him by a monosyllable, and Archie offered to bet him two to one 
that he was wrong. 

“ I’ll go into the drawing-room,” said the rector, getting up. 

“ All right,” said Sir Hugh j “ you’ll find coffee there, I daresay. Hes 
your father given up w'ine ? ” he asked, as scon as the door was closed. 

“ Not that I know of,” said Hany. 

“ He used to take as good a whack as any man I know. The bishop 
hasn’t put his embargo on that as well as the hunting, I hope 7” To this 
Harry made no answer. 

“ He’s in the blues, I think,” said Archie. “ Is there anything the 
matter with him, Hatvy ? ” 

“ Nothing as fisr as I know.” 

“ Jf I were kit at Ckveriug all the year, with aothtng to do, as be is4 
think I should drink a good deal pf wii^e,” sind ISir Hugh* ^ I don't know 
what it is, — somethiag in the air, | iap|)ose,— but evefyhody aiways seems 
to me to be 4readfu}|y duU here. You ain’t taking any wdno 
Don’t stop here out of ceremony, yon knoir« ii you want 4o‘go after Ifiss 
Burton.” Harry took him at IU$ w«r<h and went after Miss Biwtoiif 
leaving the brothers together^over tiHaiifti ^ 
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Th« two brothoFfl remained drinking their wine, but they drank it in 
an uncomfortable fashion, not saying much to each other for the first ten 
minutes after the other Claveiings were gone* A.rchio was in some degree 
afraid of his brother, and never ofieicd to make any bets with him. 
Hugh had once put a stop to this altogether. “ Archie,” he had said, 
“ pray understand that there is no money to be made out of me, at auy rate 
not by you. If you lost money to me, you aouldn’t think it neoessal'y to 
pay ; and 1 certainly shall lose none to }ou.” The habit of proposing to 
bet had become with Aicbie so much a matter of coui-se, that he did not 
geneially intend any real speculation by hia offers ; but with his brother 
he had dropped even the habit. And he seldom began any conversation 
with Hugh unless he had some point to gain, — an advance of money to 
ask, or some favour to beg in iho way of shooting, or the loan of a horse. 
On such occasions he would commence the negotiation with his usual 
diplomacy, not knowing any other mode of expressing his wishes; but he 
was awaie that his brother would always detect his manmuvi'es, end expose 
them before he had got through his first preface ; and, therefore, as I have 
said, he was afraid of Hugh. 

I don’t know what’s come to my uncle of late,” said Hugh, after a 
while. “ I think I shall liave to diop them at the rectory altogether.” 

“ He never had much to say for himself.” 

But he has a mode of expressing himseH without speaking, which I 
do not choose to put up with at my table. The fact is they are going to 
the mischief at the rectory. His eldest gill has just married a curate.” 

“ Fielding has got a living.” 

“ It’s something very small then, and I suppose Fanny will moiTy that 
prig they have here. My uncle himself never does any of his own woik, 
and now Harry is going to make a fool of himself. 1 used to think ho 
would fall on hia legs.” 

“ He is a clever fellow.” 

Tlien why is he such a fool as to marry such a girl as this, without 
money, good looks, or breeding ? It’s well for you he is such a fool, or 
else you wouldn’t have a chance.” 

“ I don’t see that at all,” said Archie. 

“ Julia always had a sneaking fondness for Harry, and if he had 
waited would have taken him now. She was very near making a fool of 
herself with him once, before Lord Ongar turned up.” 

To this Archie Said nothing, but he changed colour, and it may 
almost be said of him that he blushed. Why he was affected in so 
singular a manner by his brodier’s words will be best explained by a 
statement of what took place in the back drawing-room a little ktey in 
the* evening. ^ 

When Harry reached the drawing-room he went up to l4tdy Ola^^esieg, 
but she mid nothh^ to him then ef especial notice. She wee tsUdStg io 
Mrs. CJaveriog while the rector was feeding;-^ pretending So rsnitp "'>n. 
review, and ^ two girla ivmee du^terii^ together In onoHuv pet^pf ^e 
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room. Then they had coffee, and affer awhile the two other men came 
in from their wine. Lady ClaTering did not move at once, but she took 
the first opportunity of doing so, when Sir Hugh came up to Mrs. Claver- 
ing and spoke a word to her. A few minutes after that Harry found 
himself closeted with Lady Clavering, in a little room detached fi*om the 
others, though the doors between the two were open. 

“ Do you know,” said Lady Clavering, “ that Sir Hugh has asked 
Julia to come here? ” Harry paused a moment, and then acknowledged 
that he did know it. 

“ I hope you did not advise her to refuse.” 

I advise her I Oh dear, no. She did not ask me anything 
about it.” 

“ But she has refused. Don’t you think she has been very wrong 1 ” 

“ It is hard to say,” said Harry. “ You know I thought it very cruel 
that Hugh did not receive her immediately on her return. If I had been 
him I should have gone to Riris to meet her.” 

It’s no good talking of that now, Harry. Hu^h is hard, and we nil 
know that. Who feels it most, do you think ; Julia or I? But as he has 
come round, what can she gain by standing off? Will it not be the best 
thing for her to come here ? ” 

“ I don’t know that she has much to gain by it.” 

Harry, — do you kne^ that we have a plan ? ” Who is we ? ” 
Harry asked ; but she went on without noticing his question. “ I tell 
jou, because I believe you can help us more than any one, if you will. 
Only for your engagement with Miss Burton I should not mention it to 
you ; and, but for that, the plan would, 1 daresay, be of no use.” 

” What is the plan? ” said Han-y, very gravely. A vague idea of what 
the plan might be had come across Harry’s mind during Lady Clavering’s 
last speech. 

“Would it not be a good thing if Julia and Archie were to be 
married ? ” She asked the question in a quick, hesitating voice, looking at 
first eagerly up into his face, and then turning away her eyes, as though 
she were afraid of the answer she might read there. “ Of course I know 
that you were fond of her, but all that can be nothing now.” 

“ No,” said Harry, “ that can bo notliing now.” 

“ Then why shouldn’t Archie have her 7 It would make us all so 
much more comfortable together. I told Arohie that I should speak to 
you, because 1 know that you have more weight with her than any ot* us ; 
but Hi^h doesn’t know tiiat I mean it” 

Does Sir Hugh know of the, — the plan ? ” 

“ It ifns be who proposed it Arq^ie will he veiy badly off when he 
has settled with Hugh about all their money dealings. course Julia’s 
money would be left in her own hands ; there would bt no .to 

interfere with that Bnt the position wodd be so good fbir him j and il 
would, you know, put him on hk legs.” 

“Yes,” said Hany, ^pmildpat hifi on his kg% I 
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And yrhy shouldn't it be so ? She oan^t live deett by hemlf always* 
Of course she never could have really loved Lord Ongar.” 

“ Never, I should think,” said Harry. 

And Archie is good-natured, and good-tet^pered, and-^^and — and — 
good-looking. Don't you think so ? I think it would just do for k|r. 
She’d have her own way, for he’s not a bit like Hugh, you know. He's 
not BO clever as Hugh, but he is much more good-natured. Don^ you 
think it would be a good arrangement, Bhirry ? Then again sh? looked 
up into his face anxiously. 

Nothing in the whole matter surprised him more than her eagerness 
in advocating the proposal. Why should she desire that her sister 
should be sacrificed in this way? But in so thinking of it he forgot 
her own position, and the need that there was to her for some friend 
to be near to her, — for some comfort and assistance. She had i^oken 
truly in saying that the plan had originated with her husband ; but 
since it had been suggested to her, she had not ceased to think of it, and 
to wish for it. 

“ Well, Harry, what do you say?” she asked. 

I don’t see that I have anything to say.” 

“ But I know you can help us. When I was with her the last time 
she declared that you were the only one of^us she ever wished to see 
again. She meant to include me then especially, but of course she was 
not thinking of Archie. I know you can help us if you will.” 

” Am I to ask her to marry him ? ” 

” Not exactly that ; I don’t think that would do any good. But you 
might persuade her to come here. I think she would come if you advised 
lier ; and then, after a bit, you might say a good word for Archie.” 

Upon my word I could not.” 

” Why not, Harry ? ” 

“ Because I know he would not make her happy. What good would 
such a marriage do her ? ” 

Think of her position. No one will visit her unless she is first 
received here, or at any rate unless she comes to us in town. And then 
it would be up-hill work. Do you know Lord Ongar had absolutely 
determined at one time to — to get a divorce 7 ” 

And do you believe that she was guilty 7 ” 

I don’t say that. No ; why should 1 believe anything against my 
own sister when nothing is proved. But that makes no difiference, if the 
world beHeves it. They say now that if he had lived three months longer 
she never would have got the money.” / 

** Then they say lies. Who is it says so ? A parcel of old -womm 
who delight in having some one to run down and backbite. It ii allfiit^ 
Lady Clavering.” 

^ But what does it signify, Harry 7 There she is, and you knoW Ito# 
pk>ple are talking. Of course it wotdd be beat for her to 
and if idle would take Archie, — Sir Iftxgh’a brother, my brother^h^W, 
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nothing further would be said. She might go anywhere then. At her 
sister, I feel sure iliat it is the beat thing the could do." 

Harry’s brow became clouded, and there was a look of anger on his face 
as answered her. 

^ “ Lady Clavering,’’ he said, “ your sister will never marry my cousin 
Archie. 1 look upon the thing as impossible.” 

Perhaps it is, Harry, that you, — you yourself would not wish it.” 

“ Why should I wish it? ” 

He is your own cousin.” 

Cousin indeed ! Why should 1 wish it, or why should' I not wish 
it ? They are neither of them anything to me.” 

She ought not to be anything to you.” 

And she is nothing. She may marry Archie, if she pleases, for me. 
I ^all not set her against him. But, Lady Clavering, you might os well 
tell him to get one of the stars. I don’t think you can know your sister 
when you suppose such a match to be possible.” 

“ Hermione 1 ” shouted Sir Hugh, — and the #^iout was uttered in a 
voice that always caused Lady Clavering to tremble. 

I am coming,” she said, rising from her chair. “ Don’t set yourself 
against it, Harry,” and then, without waiting to hear him further, she 
obeyed her husband’s summons. “ What the mischief keeps you in theie?” 
he said. It seemed that things had not been going well in the larger room. 
The rector had stuck to his review, taking no notice of Sir Hugh when 
he entered. You seem to be very fond of your book, all of a sudden,” 
Sir Hugh had said, afler standing silent on the rug for a few minutes. 

Yes, I am,” said the rector, — “just at present.” 

“ It’s quite new with you, then,” said Sir Hugh, “ or else you’re very 
much belied.” 

“ Hugh,” said Mr. Clavering, rising slowly from his chair, “ I don’t 
often come into my father’s house, but when 1 do, 1 wish to be treated with 
respect. You are the only person in this parish that ever omits to do so,” 

“ Bosh ! ” said Sir Hugh. 

The two girls sat cowering in their seats, and poor Florence muat have 
begun to entertain an uncomfortable idea of her future connexions. Archie 
made a frantic attempt to raise some conversation with Mrs. Clavering 
about the weather. Mrs. Clavering, paying no attention to Archie what- 
ever, looked at her husband with beseeching eyes. “ Henry,” shtf said, “ do 
not idlow yourself to be angry ; pray do not What is the use 7 ” 

“None on earth/’ he sai^ returning to his book. “No use on 
earth ; — and woTie than none in showing it” 

Then it was that Sir Hugh had made a divaraiim by eoUinip to kis 
wiib. “ 1 wish you’d stay with us, and not go of aloa^with ana person 
in partictdsr, in that way.” Lady Clavering lodted lUUn# 4nd immio* 
diately saw that things were unpleasant “ Andik/’ she said# ^ you 
ring for tea? ” And Archie did ring. The tea Was 
wss taken all round, ahnost in sUfudai I 
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Harr^ in the meantime remained by himself thinking of vrhat he had 
heard from Lady Clavering, A^ehie Clavering marry Lady Ongar^^ 
marry his J ulia I It was impossible. He could not bring himself even 
to think of such an arrangement with equanimity. He was almost frantic 
with anger as he thought of thi# pitoposition to restore Lady Ongar to ^lo 
position in the world's repute whidh she had a right to dliMin» by anoh a 
marriage as that. ** She would indeed be disgraced theiii" said Hairy to 
himself. But he knew that it was impossible. He could see what Would 
be the nature of Julia’s countenaxioe if Archie should ever get sear 
enough to her to make his proposal ! Archie indeed 1 There was no 
one ibr whom, at that moment, he entertained so thorough a contempt as 
he did for his cousin, Archie Glavering. 

Let us hope that he was no dog in the manger ; — 'that the feelings 
which he now entertained for poor Archie would not have been roused 
against any other possible suitor who might have been named as a fitting 
husband for Lady Ongar. Lady Ongar could be nothing to him 1 

But I fear that he was a dog in the manger, and that any marriage 
contemplated for Lady Ongar, either by herself or by others for her, 
would have been distasteful to him, — unnaturally distasteful. He knew 
that Lady Ongar could be nothing to him ; and yet, as he came out of 
the small room into the larger room, there was something sore about his 
heart, and the soreness was occasioned by the thought that any scooud 
marriage should be thought possible for Lady Ongar. Florence smiled 
on him as he went up to her, but I doubt whether she would have smiled 
had she known all his heart. 

Soon after that Mrs, Clavering rose to return home, having swal- 
lowed a peace-offering in the shape of a cup of tea. But though the tea 
had quieted the storm then on the waters, there was no true peace in the 
rector’s breast. He shook hands cordially with Lady Clavering, without 
animosity with Archie, and then held out three fingers to the baronet. 
The baronet held out one finger. Each nodded at the other, and so they 
paited, HaiTy, who knew nothing of what had happened, and who was 
still thinking of Lady Ongar, busied himself with Florence, and they 
were soon out of the house, walking down the broad road from the 
front door. 

will never enter that house again, when I know that Hugh 
Clavering is in it," said the rector. 

Don't make rash assertions, Henry," said his wife. 

** I hope it is not rash, but 1 make that assertion," he oaid* " 1 
will never again enter that house as my nephew's guest I have bome ^ 
a great deal for the sake of peace, but there are things which a 
cannot bear.'* 

Then, as they walked home, the two girls explaiiied to Hoity il4lit 
had ooonrred in the larger room, while he waa talking to Lady ClhMtathif 
in the smaller one. Bui he eaid nothing to them nf the aul^not hf dWt 
converiation. 
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CHAPTEB XIL 

Lady Onoab takes Possessioit. 

I DO not know that there is in England a more complete gentleman’s 
residence than Ongar Park, nor could there be one in better repair, or 
more fit for immediate habitation than was that house when it came into 
the hands of the young -widow. The park was not large, containing 
about sixty or seventy acres. But there was a home-farm attached to the 
place, which also now belonged to Lady Ongar for her life, and which 
gave to the park itself an appearance of extent which it would otherwise 
have wanted. The house, regarded as a nobleman’s mansion, was mode- 
rate in size, but it was ample for the requirements of any ordinarily 
wealthy family. The dining-room, library, drawing-rooms, and breakfast- 
room, were all large and well -arranged. The hall was handsome and 
spacious, and the bed-rooms were sufficiently numerous to make an 
auctioneer’s mouth water. But the great charm of Ongar Park lay in the 
grounds immediately round the house, which slopeS down from the terrace 
before the windows to a fast-running stream which was almost hidden, 
— but was not hidden, — by the shrubs on its bank. Though the domain 
itself was small, the shrubberies and walks were extensive. It was a place 
costly to maintain in its present perfect condition, but when that was said 
against it, all was said against it which its bitterest enemies could allege. 

But Lady Ongar, with her large jointure, and with no external 
expenses whatever, could afford this delight without imprudence. Every- 
thing in and about the place was her own, and she might live there happily, 
even in the face of the world’s frowns, if she could teach herself to find 
happiness in rural luxuries. On her immediate return to England, her 
lawyer had told her that he found there would be opposition to her claim, 
and that an attempt would be made to keep the house out of her hands. 
Lord Ongar’s people would, he said, bribe her to submit to this by im- 
mediate acquiescence as to her income. But she had declared that she 
would not submit, — that she would have house and income and all ; and 
she had been successful. “ Why should I surrender what is my own ? ” 
she had said, looking the lawyer full in the face. The lawyer had not 
dared to tell her that her opponents, — ^Lord Ongar’s heirs, — ^had calculated 
on her anxiety to avoid exposure ; but she knew tliat that was meant. J 
have nothing to fear from ^em,” she said, *^and mean to claim what is my 
own by tny settlement” There had, in truth, been no ground for disput- 
ing her right, and the place was given up to her before she had been three 
months in England. She at once w|iit down and took possession, and 
there she was, alone, when her sister was oommunicatmir to Harre 
Claveritag her plan abovt Captain Archie. 

She W never seen the place till she reached it on tiilt ’oceesiip : Her 
had she ever seen, nor would 4ie now probably ever aefii 
larger house, Counon Castle, She had g<^ne abroad with him 
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on their muTriage, and no^ she had returned a widow to take poMesaion 
of hie house. There was in possession of it all. The furniture in 
the rooms, the books in the cases, the gilded olooks and grand mirrors 
about the house, all the impl^ents of wealthy care about the gardens, 
the corn in the granaries and the ricks in the hay-jard, the horses in the 
stablu, and the cows lowing in the fields, — they were all hers. She had 
performed her part of the bargain, and now the price was paid to he^ into 
her hands. When she arrived she did not know what was the extent 
of her riches in this world*a goods ; nor, in truth, had she at once the 
courage to ask questions on the subject. She saw cows, and was told of 
horses ; and words came to her gradually of sheep and oxen, of poultry, 
pigs, and growing calves. It was as though a new woild had opened itself 
before her eyes, full of interest, and as though all that world were her owti. 
She looked at it, and knew that it was the price of her bargain. Upon 
the whole she had been very lucky. She had, indeed, passed through a 
sharp agony, — an agony sharp almost to death ; but the agony hai been 
short, and the pi ice was in her hand. 

A close carriage had met her at the station, and taken her with her 
maid to the house. She had so arranged that she had reached the station 
after daik, and even then had felt that the eyes of many were upon her 
as she went out to her carriage, with her face covered by a veil. She 
was all alone, and there would be no one at the house to whom she could 
speak ; — but the knowledge that the carriage was her own perhaps consoled 
her. The housekeeper who received her was a stout, elderly, comfortable 
body, to whom she could peihaps say a few words beyond those which 
might be spoken to an ordinary servant ; but she fancied at once that the 
housekeeper was cold to her, and solemn in her demeanour. I hope 
you have good fires, Mrs. Button.** ** Yes, my lady.” “ I think I will 
have some tea ; I don’t want anything else to-night.” “ Very well, my 
lady.” Mrs. Button, maintaining a solemn countenance, would not go 
beyond this ; and yet Mrs. Button looked like a woman who could have 
enjoyed a gossip, had the lady been a lady to her mind. Perhaps Mrs. 
Button did not like serving a lady as to whom such sad stories were told. 
Lady Ongar, as she thought of this, drew herself up unoonsciously, and 
sent Mrs. Button away from her. 

The next morning, after an early breakfast, Lady Ongar went out. 
She was determined that she would work hard ; that she would under- 
stand the farm | that she would know the labourers ; that she would 
assist the poor ; that she wxmld have a school ; and, above all, thi^ she 
would make all the privileges of ownership her own. Was not the price 
in her hand, and would she not use it ? She felt that it was very goy^ 
that something of the price had come to her thus in the shape of laud, ind 
beeves, and wide, heavy outside garniture. From them the wmUd 
an interest which mere mon^ could not have given hefv She 
early, therefore, that she might look round upon the things that 
bar owa« 
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And there came upon her a feeling that «he would not emp^ tbie 
iweet eup at one draught, that ahe would dally aomewhat with the rich 
banquet that waa spread for her. She had many griefs to overoome, 
rauoh sorrow to conquer, perhaps a long period of desolation to assuage, 
and ahe would not be prodigal of her resources. As she looked arorjmd 
her while she walked, almoat furtively, lest some gardener as he spied her 
might guess her thoughts and tell how my lady was revelling in her pride 
of possession, — it appeared to her that those novelties in which she was to 
find her new interest were without end. There was not a tree there, not 
a fdirub, not a turn in the walks, which should not become her friend. 
She did not go far from the house, not even down to the water. She was 
husbanding her resources. But yet she lost herself amidst the paths, and 
tried to find a joy in feeling that she had done so. It was all her own. 
It was the price of what she had done ; and the price was even now being 
paid into her hand, — paid with current coin and of full weight. 

AS she sat down alone to her breakfast, she declared to herself that 
this should be enough for her, — that it should eatis^ her. She had made 
her bargain with her eyes open, and would not now ask for things which 
had not been stipulated in the contract. She was alone, and all the world 
was turning its back on her. The relatives of her late husband would, as 
a matter of course, be her enemies. Them she had never seen, and that 
they should speak evil of her seemed to be only natural. But her own 
relatives were removed from her by a gulf nearly equally wide. Of 
Brabason cousins she had none nearer than the third or fourth degree of 
cousinship, and of them she had never taken heed, and expected no heed 
from them. Her set of friends would naturally have been the same as 
her sister’s, and would have been made up of those she had known when 
she waa one of Sir Hugh’s family. But from Sir Hugh she waa divided 
now as widely as from the Ongar people, and, — for any purposes of society, 
— from her sister also. Sir Hugh had allowed his wife to invite her to 
Chivering, but to ^is she would not sirbmit after Sir Hugh’s treatment to 
Imr on her return. Though ahe had suffered much, her spirit waa un- 
broken. Sir Hugh was, in truth, responsible for her reception in England. 
Had be come forward like a brother, all might have been w^. But it 
was too late now for Sir Hugh Clavering to remedy the evil he had done, 
«nd he should be made to understand that Lady Ongar wofuld not become 
^Itdnqi^iatit to him for mei>oy. She was striving to think how ** rich she 
horsee, how rich in broidered garmente and in gold,” ae idia eat 
solftiffy over her breidcfeet f but ber mind would nm off to other things, 
etn p(|y i tig itecflf with mmeoamairy mieeries and nedese indignataoii. iM 
she iti her hand 7 

dm see the steward ^at aaomiagr Ko,-«-emt ^ nammliig* 
Illtitige tilyLls eotild goon fer a while In their eourie ai h^retofeoe. iBhd 
feared to to t^ie po s e m s i op with pride, and then there waa tinw 
oonTiction tiai it weuld he well to hushend her Meottmn AaJbt 
Ibr Mrs. Button^ asked Mrs. Buttod' to walk throng the milltf 
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Mts. Button wiw, bi»t agtk dedtoed to uooept hat UAy'§ eoadema^ 
Bion. Emy ^K>t about the beoa^ orary room, cloiet, and wardrobe, di* 
was ready to open with zeal ; the ftimiture she waa prepared to desoiibe^ 
if Lady Ongar would listen to her $ but every word was spoken in a 
solemn voice, very far removed from gosaipiag. Only once was Mrs« 
Button moved to betray any emotion* ** That^ my lady, was my lotiTs 
mother's room, after ny lord ^d,-^iny lord’s father that was ; may Ood 
bless her.” Then Lady Ongar Tweeted that from her husbaiid she had 
ncrer heard a word either of his frtber or his mother. She wished that 
she could seat herself with that woman in some small upstairs room, and 
then ask question after question about the family. But she did not dare 
to make the attempt. She could not bring herself to explain to Mrs. 
Button that she had never known anything of the belongings of her own 
hubband 

When she had seen the upper part of the house, Mrs. Button ofibred 
to convoy her through the kitchens and servants’ apartments, but she 
declined this for the present. She had done enough for the day. So she 
dismissed Mrs. Button, and took herself to the library. How often had 
she heard that books afforded the surest consolation tp the desolate. She 
would take to reading ; not on this special day, but as the resource for 
many days and months, and years to come. But this idea bad faded and 
become faint, before she had left the gloomy, damp-feeling, chill room, 
in which some former Lord Ongar had stored the musty volumes which 
he had thought fit to purchase. The library gave ber no ease, so she 
went out again among the lawns and shrubs. For some time to come ber 
best resources must be those which she could find outside the house. 

Peering about, she made her way behind the stables, which were 
attached to the house, to a farmyard gate, through whieh the way kd to 
the head-quarters of the live-stock. She did not go through, but slie 
looked over the gate, telling herself that those barns and sheds, that 
wealth of straw-yard, those sleeping pigs and idle dreaming calves, were 
all her own. As she did so, her eye fell upon an old labourer, who wat 
sitting close to her, on a felled tree, under the shelter of a paling, eating 
his dinner. A little girl, some six years old, who had brought him bis meal 
tied up in a handkerchief, was crouching near his feet. They had bbth 
seen her before she had seen them, and when she noticed them, were 
staring at her with all their eyes. She and tb^ were on the same side of 
the farmyard paling, and sc she could reach them and speak to tiblto 
wi^umt difBcaity. There was apparently no other person near enough to 
listen, and it oootured to her that ifoe might at any mte make a frkn^Cf 
this old man. His name, he said, was ISnooh Gnbby, and the girl wai hk 
grandchild. Her name was Patty Oubby. Then Patty get tq> aii^ hid 
head patted by her kdyship and reeeived sixpence. They neither 
htotever, knew who her htdyidup was, and, as for m Lady Ongar 
ascertain without a question too dkeot to be adted, had tmver htiald ^ 
her. Bnooh Qubby said he woiked for Mr. GUes, the eteeraid|-^^dj^ 
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for nijr lord, and as he was old and stiff with rheumatism he only got 
eight shillings a week. He had a daughter, the mother of Patty, who 
worked in the fields, and got six shillings a week. Everything about the 
poor Gubbys seemed to be very wretched and miserable. Sometimes 
he could hardly drag himself about, he was so bad with the rheumatics. 
Then she thought that she would make one person happy, and told him 
that his wages should be raised to ten shillings a week. No matter 
whether he earned it or not, or what Mr. Giles might say, he should have 
ten shillings a week. Enoch Gubby bowed, and rubbed his head, and 
stared, and was in truth thankful because of the sixpence in ready money; 
but he believed nothing about the ten shillings. lie did not especially 
disbelieve, but simply felt confident that he understood nothing that w'as 
said to him. That kindness was intended, and that the sixpence was 
there, he did understand. 

But Enoch Gubby got his weekly ten shillings, though Lady Ongar 
hardly realized the pleasure that she had expected from the transaction. 
She sent that afternoon for Mr. Giles, the stew^trd, and told him what 
she had done. Mr. Giles did not at all aj)prove, and spoke his disap- 
proval very plainly, though he garnished his rebuke with a great many 
“ my lady’s.” The old man was a hanger-on about the place, and for 
years had received eight shillings a week, which he had not half earned. 
“Now he will have ten, that is all,” said Lady Ongar. Mr. Giles acknow- 
ledged that if her ladyship pleased, Enoch Gubby must have tne ten 
shillings, but declared that the business could not be carried on in that 
way. Everybody about the place would expect an addition, and those 
people who did earn what they received, would think themselves cruelly 
used in being worse treated than Enoch Gubby, who, according to 
Mr. Giles, was by no means the most worthy old man in the parisli. 
And as for his daughter — oh I Mr. Giles could not trust himself to talk 
about the daughter to her ladyship. Before he left her, Lady Ongar was 
convinced that she had made a mistake. Not even from charity will 
pleasure come, if charity be taken up simply to appease remorse. 

The price was in her hand. For a fortnight the idea clung to her, that 
gradually she would uealize the joys of possession ; but there was no moment 
in which she could tell herself that the joy w'as hers. She was now mistress 
of the geography of the place. There was no more losing herself amidst the 
shrubberies, no thought of economizing her resources. Of Mr. Giles and 
his doings she still knew very little, but the desire of knowing much had 
fiuled. The ownership of the haystacks had become a thing tame to her, 
and the great cart-horses, as to etery one of which she had intended to feel 
an interest, were matters of indifference to her. She observed that since 
her arrivara new name in new paint, — her own name, — was attached to 
the carts, and that the letters were big and glaring. She wished that 
this had not been done, or, at any rate, that the letters had been smaller. 
Then she began to think that it might be well for her to let the &rm to 
a tenant ; not that she might thus get more money, but because she felt 
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that the farm Tvould be a trouble. The apples had indeed quickly turned 
to ashes between her teeth ! 

On the first Sunday that she was at Ongar Park she went to the 
parish church- She had resolved strongly that she would do this^ and 
biie did it ; but when the moment for starting came, her courage almost 
failed her. The church was but a few yards from her own gate, and she 
walked there without any attendant. She had, however, sent word to the 
sexton to say that she would be there, and the old man was ready to show 
her into the family pew. She wore a thick veil, and was dressed, of 
course, in all the deep ceremonious woo of widowhood. As she walked 
up tlie centre of the church she thought other dress, and told herself that 
all there would know how it had been between her and her husband. 
She was pretending to mourn for the man to whom she had sold herself ; 
for the man who through happy chance had died bo quickly, leaving her 
with the price in her hand 1 All of course knew that, and all thought 
that they knew, moreover, that she had been foully false to her bargain, 
and had not earned the price I That, also, she told herself. But she 
went through it, and walked out of the church among the village crowd 
with her head on high. 

Three days afterwards she wrote to the cleigyman, asking him to call 
on her. Slie had come, she said, to live in the parish, and hoped to bo 
able, with his assistance, to be of some use among the people. She would 
hardly know how to act w'ithout some counsel from him. The schools 
might be all that was excellent, but if there was anything required she 
hoped he would tell her. On the following morring the clergyman called, 
and, with many thanks for her generosity, listened to her plans, and 
accepted her subsidies. But he was a married man, and he said nothing 
of his wife, nor dui ing the next week did his wife come to call on her. She 
was to be left desolate by all, because men had told lies of her 1 

She had the price in her hands, but she felt herself tempted to do os 
Judas did, — to go out and hang herself. 
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We have Been how philology carries us towards ideas of affinity of race 
•which are new to us. But it is evident that this affinity, even if proved, 
can be no very potent affair, unless it goes beyond the stage at which we 
have hitherto observed it. Affinity between races still, so to speak, in their 
mother’s womb, counts for something, indeed, but cannot count for very 
much. So long as Celt and Teuton are in their embryo rudimentary 
state, or, at least, no such groat while out of their cradle, still engaged in 
their wanderings, changes of ]»lace and struggle for development, so long 
as they have not yet crystallized into solid natia(?>is, they may touch and 
mix in passing, and yet very little come of it. It is when the embryo has 
grown and solidified into a distinct nation, into the tiaul or German of 
history, when it has finally acquired the characters which make the Gaul 
of history what he is, the German of history what he is, that contact and 
mixture are important, and may leave a long train of effects ; for Celt and 
Teuton by this time have their formed, marked, national, inefiiiceable 
qualities to oppose or to communicate. The contact of the German of the 
Continent with the Celt was m the pre-historic times, and the definite 
German type, as we know it, was fixed later, and from the time when it 
became fixed was not influenced by the Celtic type. But here in our 
country, in historic times, long after the Celtic embryo had crystallized 
into the Celt proper, long after the Germanic embryo had crystallized 
into the German proper, there was an important contact between the two 
peoples ; the 8axons invaded tho Britons and settled themselves in the 
Britons’ country. Well, then, here was a contact which one might expect 
would leave its traces ; if the Saxons got the upper hand, as we all know 
they did, and made our country be England and us be English, there must 
yet, one would think, be some trace of the Saxon having met thg Briton ; 
there must be some Celtic vein or other running through us. Many people 
say there is nothing at all of the kind, absolutely nothing ; the Saturday 
Review treats these matters of ethnology with great power and learning, 
and the Saturday Review says w^e are “ a nation into which a Norman 
element, like a much smaller Celtic element, was so completely absorbed 
that it is vain to seek after Norman or Celtic elements in any modern 
Englishman.” And the other day at Zurich I read a long essay on 
English literature by one of the professors there, in which the writer 
observed, as a remarkable thing, that while other countries conquered by 
the Germans, — France, for instance, and Italy, — had ousted all German 
influence from their genius and literature, there were two countries, not 



THE STUDY OF CELTIC LITERATURE. 


539 


originally Germanic, but conquered by the Germans, England and German 
Switzerland, of which the genius and the literature were purely and 
unmixedly German ; and this he laid down as a position which nobody 
w('uld dream of challenging. 

1 say it is strange that this should be so, and we in particular have 
reason for inquiring whether it really is so ; because though, as T have said, 
even as a matter of science the Celt has a claim to be known, and we have 
an interest in knowing him, yet this interest is wonderfully enhanced if 
we find him to have actually a part in us. Tho question is to be tried by 
external and by internal evidence ; the language and the physical type of 
our race afford certain data for trying it, and other data are afforded by 
our literature, genius, and spiritual production generally. Data of this 
second kind belong to the province of the literary critic ; data of the first 
kind to the province of the philologist and of the physiologist. 

The province of the philologist and of the physiologist is not mine ; 
but tliis whole question as to the mixture of Celt with Saxon in us has 
been so little explored, people have been so prone to settle it off-hand 
according to their prepossessions, that even on the philological and physio- 
logical side of it I must say a few words in passing. Surely it must strike 
with surprise any one who thinks of it, to find that without any immense 
inpouring of a whole people, that by mere expeditions of invaders having 
to come over the sea and in no greater numbers than the Saxons, so far 
as we can make out, actually came, the old occupants of this island, the 
Celtic Britons, should have been completely annihilated, or even so 
completely absorbed that it is vain to seek after Celtic elements in the 
existing English race. Of deliberate wholesale extermination of the 
Celtic race, all of them who could not fly to Wales or Scotland, we hear 
nothing ; and without some such extermination one would suiipose that a 
great mass of them must have remained in the country, their lot the obscure 
and, so to speak, underground lot of a subject race, but yet insensibly 
getting mixed with their conquerors, and their blood entering into the com- 
position of a new people, in which the stock of the conquerors counts for 
most, but the stock of the conquered, too, counts for something. How little 
the triumph of the conquerors’ laws, manners, and language, proves the 
extinction of the old race, we may see by looking at France ; Gaul was 
Latinized in language, manners, and laws, and yet her people remained 
essentially Celtic. The Germanization of Britain went far deeper than the 
Latinization of France, and not only laws, manners, and language, but the 
main current of the blood, became Germanic ; but how, without some 
process of radical extirpation, of which, as I say, there is no evidence, can 
there have failed to subsist in Britain, as in Gaul, a Celtic current too ? 
The indications of this in our language have never yet been thoroughly 
searched out ; the Celtic names of places prove nothing, of course, as 
to tho point here in question ; they come from the pre-historic times, 
the times before the nations, Germanic or Celtic, had crystallized, and 
they are everywhere, as the impetuous Celt was formerly everywhere, — 

26 — a 
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ill tlie AlpR, tlic Apennines, tlie Cevennes, the Rhine, the Po, as well as 
in the Thames, the Humber, Cumberland, London. But it is said that 
words of Celtic origin for things having to do with every-day peaceful life, 
— the life of a settled nation, — words like basket (to take an instance which 
nil the wcu ld knows) form a much larger body in our language than is 
commonly supposed ; it is said that a number of our raciest, most idiomatic, 
popular words — for example, 6am, kick^ whop, twaddle, fudge, hitch, muggy, 
— are Celtic. These assertions require to be caiefully examined, and it 
by no means follows that because an English word is found in Celtic, there- 
fore we get it from thence ; but they have not yet had the attention which, 
as illustrating through language this matter of the subbibtence and inter- 
mingling in our nation of a Celtic part, they merit. 

Nor have the physiological data which illustrate this matter had much 
more attention from us in England. But in France, a physician, half 
English by blood, though a Frenchman by home and language, Monsieur 
W. F. Edwards, brother to IMonsieur Milne-Edwards, the well-known 
zoologist, published in 18.39 a letter to MonaieiK Amcdee Thierry with 
this title : Des Caractercs Physiologiqvcs des Paces ITumaines considere's 
dans leurs Papports avec VHistoire. The letter attracted great attention 
on the Continent ; it fills not much more than a hundred pages, and 
they are a hundred pages which well deserve reading and re-reading. 
Monsieur Thierry in hia Iltstoire des Gavlois had divided the population 
of Gaul into certain groups, and the object of Monsieur Edw'ards was to 
try this division by physiology. Groujis of men have, he says, their 
physical type which distinguishes them, ns well as their language ; the 
traces of this physical type endure as the traces of language endure, and 
physiology is enabled to verify history by them. Accordingly, he deter- 
mines the physical type of each of the two great Celtic families, the Gaels 
and the Cymris, who are said to have been distributed in a certain order 
through Gaul, and then he tracks these t 3 'pcs in the population of France 
at the present day, and so verifies the alleged original order of distribution. 
In doing this, he makes excursions into neighbouring countries where the 
(iaels and the Cymris have been, and he declares that in England he finds 
abundant traces of the physical type which he has established as the 
Cymric, still subsisting in our population, and having descended from the 
old British possessors of our soil before the Saxon conquest. But if we 
are to believe the current English opinion, says Monsieur Edwards, the 
stock of these old British possessors is clean gone. On this opinion he 
makes the following comment : — 

“ In the territory occupied by the Saxons, the Britons were no longer 
an independent nation, nor even a people with any civil existence at all. 
For history, therefore, they were dead, above all for history as it was then 
written ; but they had not perished ; they still lived on, and undoubtedly 
in such numbers as the remains of a great nation, in spite of its disasters, 
might still be expected to keep. That the Britons were destroyed or ex- 
pelled from England, properly so called^ is, as I have said, a popular opinioQ 
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in that country. It is founded on the exaggeration of the writers of his- 
tory ; but in these very writers, when we come to look closely at what 
they say, we find the confession that the retnuins of this people were re- 
duced to a state of strict servitude. Attached to the soil, they will have 
sh ired in that emancipation which during the course of the middle ages 
gradually restored to political life the mass of the population in the coun- 
tries of Western Europe ; recovering by alow degiees their rights without 
resuming their name, and rising gradually with tlie rise of industry, they 
will have got spread through all ranks of society. The gradualness ol' this 
movement, and the obscurity which enwrapped its beginnings, allowed tlio 
contempt of the conqueror and the shame of the conquered to become 
fixed feelings ; and so it turns out, that an Englishman who now thinks 
himself sprung from the Saxons or the Normans, is often m reality the 
descendant of the Britons.” 

So physiology, as well as language, incomplete though the application 
of their tests to this matter has hitherto been, may lead us to hesitate 
before accepting the round assertion that it is vain to search for Celtic 
elements in any modern Englishman. But it is not only by the tests of 
ph} siology and l.mcruage that we can try this matter*. As there are for 
physiology physical marks, such as the square head of the German, llic 
round head of tlic Gael, the oval head of the Cymri, which deteimine 
the type of a jicople, so for criticism there arc spiritual marks which 
determine the type, and make us speak of the Greek genius, the Teutonic 
genius, the Celtic genius, and so on. Here is another test at our service; 
and this test, too, has never yet been thoroughly employed. Foreign 
critics have indeed occasionally hazarded the idea that in English poetry 
there is a Celtic element traceable ; and Mr. Moiley, in bis very readable 
as well as very useful book on the English writers before Chaucer, has a 
sentence which struck my attention when I read it, because it expresses 
an opinion which I, too, have long held. Mr. Morley says : — “ The main 
current of Englisli literature cannot be disconnected from the lively 
Celtic wit in which it has one of its sources. The Celts do not form an 
utterly distinct pait of our mixed population. But for eaily, frequent, 
and various contact with the race that in its half-barbarous days invented 
Osbian’s dialogues with St. Patrick, and that quickened afterwards the 
Northmen’s blood in France, Germanic England would not have pro- 
duced a Shakspeare.” But there Mr. MorJey leaves the matter. He 
indicates this Celtic element and influence, but he does not show us, — it 
did not come within the scope of his work to show us, — how this influence 
has declared itself. Unlike the physiological test, or the linguistic test, 
this literary, spiritual test is one which 1 may perhaps be allowed to try 
my hand at applying. I say that there is a Celtic element in the English 
nature, as well as a Germanic element, and that this element manifests 
itself in our spirit and literature. But before I try to point out how it 
manifests itself, it may be as well to get a clear notion of what we mean 
by a Celtic element, a Germanic element ; what characters, tliat is, deter- 



542 


THE STUDY OF CELTIC LITERATURE. 


mine for us the Celtic genius, the Germanic genius, as wo commonly 
conceive the two. 

Let me repeat what I have often said of the characteristics which 
mark the English spirit, the English genius. This spirit, this genius, 
judged, to be sure, rather from a friend’s than an enemy’s point of view, 
yet judged on the whole fairly, is chaiacterized, I have repeatedly said, 
by energy with honesty. Take away some of the energy which comes to 
us, as I believe, in part from Celtic and Roman sources ; instead of energy, 
say rather steadiness ; and you have the Germanic genius : steadiness with 
honesty. It is evident how nearly the two characterizations approach one 
another ; and yet they leave, as we shall see, a great deal of room for 
difference. Steadiness with honesty ; the danger for a national sjiirit 
thus composed is the humdrum, the plain and ugly, the ignoble : in a 
word, das Gemcinc^ die Gemeinheit, that curse of Germany, against which 
Goethe vras all his life fighting. The excellence of a national spirit thus 
composed is ficedom from whim, flightmess, perverseness ; patient fidelity 
to Isaturc, — in a word, science^ — leading it at though slowly, and 

not by the most brilliant road, out of the bondage of the humdrum and 
common, into the better life. The universal dead-level of plainness and 
homeliness, the lack of all beauty and distinction in form and feature, the 
slowness and clumsiness of the language, the eternal beer, sausages, and 
bad tobacco, the blank commonness everywhere, pressing at last like a 
weight on the spirits of the traveller in Northern Germany, and making 
him impatient to be gone — this is the weak side ; the industry, the well- 
doing, the patient steady elaboration of things, the idea of science govern- 
ing all departments of human activity — this is the strong side ; and 
through this side of her genius, Germany has already obtained excellent 
results, and is destined, we may depend upon it, however her pedantry, 
her slowness, her fumbling, her ineffectiveness, her bad government, may 
at times make us cry out, to an immense development. 

For dulnessj the creeping Saxons — says an old Irish poem, assigning 
the characteristics for which different nations are celebrated : — 

For acntcncss and valour, the Greeks, 

For cxcesflive pride, the Romans, 

For dulness, the creeping Saxons ; 

For beauty and amorousness, the Gocdhils. 

We have seen in what sense, and with what explanation, this characteriza- 
tion of the German may be allowed to stand ; now let us come to the 
beautiful and amorous Gaedhil. Or rather, let us find a definition 
which may suit both branches of the Celtic family, the Cymri as well as 
the Gael. It is clear that special circumstances may have developed some 
one side in the national character of Cymri or Gael, Welshman or Irish- 
man, BO that the observer’s notice shall be readily caught by this side, and 
yet it may be impossible to adopt it us characteristic of the Celtic nature 
generally. For instance, in his beautiful essay on the poetry of the Celtic 
races, M. Kenan, with his eyes fixed on the Bretons and the Welsh, is struck 
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wiih the timidity, the Bhyness, the delicacy of the Celtic nature, its prefer- 
ence for a retired life, its embarrassment at having to deal with the great 
world. He talks of his douce petite race naturelLement cJu'etienne, his race fure 
et timide, a Vexteneur gauche et emharrassee. But it is evident that this de- 
scription, however well it may do for the Cymri, will never do for the Gael, 
never do for the typical Irislimaii of Donnybrook fair. Again, M. Renan’s 
injinie dehcatesse de sentiment qui caracterisc la race Celtique^ how little 
tliat accords wdth the popular conception of an Irishman W'ho w^ants to 
borrow money 1 Sentiment is, however, the word which marks where 
the Celtic races really touch and are one ; sentimental, if the Celtic nature 
is to be characterized by a single term, is the best term to take. An 
organization quick to feel impressions, and feeling them very strongly ; a 
lively personality tlierefore, keenly sensitive to joy and to sorrow ; this is 
the main point. If the downs of life too much outnumber the ups, this 
temperament, just because it is so quickly and nearly conscious of all 
impressions, may no doubt be seen shy and wounded ; it may be seen in 
wistful regret, it may be seen in passionate, penetrating melancholy ; but 
its essence is to aspire ardently after life, light, and emotion, to be expansive, 
adventuiouH, and gay. Our word^ay, it is said, is itself Celtic. It is not 
from gaudium^ but from the Celtic gair^ to laugh ; and the impressionable 
Colt, soon up and soon down, is the more down because it is so his nature 
to be up — lo be sociable, hospitable, eloquent, admired, figuring away 
biilliantly. lie loves bright colours, he easily becomes audacious, over- 
crowing, full of fanfaronade. The German, say the physiologists, has the 
larger volume of intestines (and who that has ever seen a German at a 
table-d’hbte will not readily believe this ?), the Frenchman has the more 
dcvclo 2 )cd organs of respiration. That is just the expansive, eager Celtic 
nature ; the head in the air, snuffing and snorting ; a proud look and a 
high stomachy as the Fbalmist says, but without any such settled savage 
temper as the Fhalmist seems to impute by those words. For good and 
for bad, the Celtic genius is more airy and unsubstantial, goes less near the 
giound, than the German. The Celt is often called sensual ; but it is 
not so much the vulgar satisfactions of sense that attract him as emotion 
and excitement ; he is truly, as 1 began by saying, sentimental. 

Sentimental — always ready to react against the despotism of fact : that 
is the description a great fiiend of the Celt gives of him ; and it is not a 
bad description of the sentimental temperament, it lets us into the secret 
of its dangers and of its habitual want of success. Balance, measure, and 
patience, these are the eternal conditions, even supposing the happiest 
temperament to start with, of high success ; and balance, measure, and 
patience are just what the Celt has never had. Even in the world of 
spiritual creation, he has never, in spite of his admirable gifts of quick 
perception and warm emotion, succeeded perfectly, because he never has 
had steadiness, patience, sanity enough to comply with the conditions 
under which alone can expression be perfectly given to the finest percep- 
tions apd emotions. The Greek has the same perceptive, pipotipual tern- 
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perament as the Celt; but he adds to this temperament the sense of 
measure ; hence his admirable success in the plastic arts, in which tlie 
Celtic genius, with its chafing against the despotism of fact, its perpetual 
straining after mere emotion, has accomplished nothing. In the compara- 
tively petty art of ornamentation, in rings, brooches, croziers, relic-cases, 
and so on, he has done just enough to show his delicacy of taste, bis happy 
temperament ; but the grand difficulties of painting and sculpture, the 
prolonged dealings of spirit with matter, he has never had jiatieuce for. 
Take the more spiritual arts of music and poetry. All that emotion alone 
can do in music the Celt has done; the veiy soul of emotion bi’eathes in 
the Scotch and Irish airs ; but with all this ])0\ver of musical feeling, what 
has the Celt, so eager for emotion that he has not patience for science, 
effected in music, to be compared with what the less emotional German, 
steadily developing his musical feeling with the science of a Sebastian Bach 
or a Beethoven, has effected ? In poetry, again, poetry which the Celt has so 
passionately, so nobly loved; poetry where emotion counts for so much, 
but where reason too, reason, measure, sanity, also count for so much, 
the Celt has shown genius, indeed, splendid genius; but e\cn hero his 
faults have clung to him, and hindered him from producing great works, 
such as other nations with a genius for poetry — the Greeks, say, or the 
Italians — have produced. The Celt has not produced great poetical works, 
he has only produced poetry with an air of greatness investing it all, and 
sometimes giving, moreover, to short pieces, or to passages, lines, and 
snatches of long pieces, singular beauty and power. And yet he loved 
poetry BO much that he grudged no pains to it ; hut the true art, the 
arclutectonice which shapes great 'N^orka such as the Agamemnon or the 
Divine Comedy^ conics only after a steady, deep-searching suivey, a firm 
conception of the facts of human life, which the Celt lias not patience for. 
So he runs off into technic, where he employs the utmost elaboration, and 
attains astonishing skill ; but in the contents of his poetry you have only so 
much interpretation of the world as the first dash of a quick, stiong per- 
ception, and then sentiment, infinite sentiment, can bring you. Here, too, 
his want of sanity and steadfastness has kept the Celt back from the 
highest success. 

If hi* rebellion against fact has thus lamed the Celt even in spiritual 
work, how much more must it have lamed him in the world of business 
and politics ? The skilful and resolute appliance of means to ends which 
is needed both to make progress in material civilization, and also to form 
powerful states, is just what the Celt has least turn for.- He is sensual, as 
I have said, or at least sensuous ; loves bright colours, company, and 
pleasure ; and here he is like the Greek and Latin races ; but compare 
the talent the Greek and Latin (or Latinized) races have shown for 
gratifying their senses, for procuring an outward life rich, luxurious, 
splendid, with the Celt’s failure to reach any material civilization sound 
and satisfying, and not out at elbows, poor, slovenly, and half-bai'barous. 
The sensuousnesB of the Greek made By baris and Corinth, the sensuousness 
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of the Liitin made Rome and Baiaj, the scnsuousneBs ol the Latinized French- 
man makes Paris ; tlie fecnsuousncss of the Celt proper has made Ireland. 
Even in his ideal heroic times, his gay and sensuous nature cannot carry 
him, in the appliances of his favourite life of sociability and pleasure, 
beyond the gross and creeping Saxon -whom he despises ; the regent 
Breas, we are told in the Battle of Moijtura of the Fomorians^ became 
unpopular because “ the knives of his people were not greased at liis 
table, nor did their breath smell of ale at the banquet.” In its grossness 
and barbarousness is not that Saxon, as Saxon ns it can be ? just what 
the Latinized Norman, sensuous and sociable like the Celt, but with the 
talent to make tins bent of his servo to a practical embellishment of his 
mode of living, found so disgusting in the Saxon. 

And as in material civilization he has been inelTcctual, so has the Celt 
boon ineffectual in politics. This colossal, impetuous, adventurous wan- 
derer, the Titan of the eaily world, who in primitive times fills so large 
a place on earth’s scene, dwindles and dwindles as history goes on, and 
at last is shrunk to what we now see him. For ages and ages the world 
has been constantly slipping, ever nio^c and more, out of the Celt’s 
grasp. They went forth to the war,” Ossian says most truly, “ hut they 
always fell.'' 

And yet, if one sets about constituting an ideal genius, what a great deal 
of the Celt does one find oneself drawn to put into it ! Of an ideal genius 
one does not want the elements, any of them, to be in a state of weakness; 
on the contrary, one wants all of them to be in the highest state of power ; 
but with a law of measure, of harmony, presiding over the whole. So the 
sensibility of the Celt, if everything else were not sacrificed to it, is a 
beautiful and admirable force. For sensibility, the power of quick and 
strong perception and emotion, is one of the very prime constituents of 
genius, pernaps its most positive constituent ; it is to the soul what good 
senses are to the body, the gi’and natural condition of successful activity. 
Sensibility gives genius its materials; one cannot have too much of it, if 
one can but keep its master and not be its slave. Do not let us wish that 
the Celt had had less sensibility, but that he had been more master of it. 
Even as it is, if his sensibility has been a source of weakness to him, it 
has been a source of power too, and a source of happiness. Soj^e people 
have found in the Celtic nature and its sensibility the main root out of 
which chivalry and romance and the glorification of a feminine ideal spring ; 
this is a great question with which I cannot deal here. Let me notice in 
passing, however, that there is, in truth, a Celtic air about the extrava- 
gance of chivalry, its reaction against the despotism of fact, its straining 
human nature further than it will stand. But putting all this question of 
chivalry and its origin on one side, no doubt the sensibility of the Celtic 
nature, its nervous exaltation, have something feminine in them, and the 
Celt is thus peculiarly disposed to feel the spell of the feminine idiosyncrasy, 
he has an affinity to it, he is not far from its secret. Again, his sensibility 
gives him a peculiarly near and intimate feeling of nature and the 
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life of nature ; here, too, he fleoms in a special way attracted by the 
secret before him, the secret of natural beauty and natural magic, and to be 
close to it, to half-divine it. In the productions of the Celtic genius, nothing, 
perhaps, is so interesting ns the evidences of’ this power : I shall have 
occasion to give specimens of them by-and-by. Tlie same sensibility 
made the Celts full of reverence and enthusiasm for genius, learning, and 
the things of the mind ; to be a hardy freed a man — that is a characteristic 
stroke of this generous and ennobling ardour of theirs, which no race 
has ever shown more strongly. Even the extravagance and exaggeration 
of the sentimental Celtic nature has often something romantic and attrac- 
tive about it, something which has a sort of smack of misdirected good. 
Tlie Celt undisciplinable, anarchical, and turbulent by nature, but out of 
affection and admiration giving himself body and soul to some leader, 
that is not a promising political temperament, it is just the opposite of the 
Anglo-Saxon temperament, disciplinable and steadily obedient within 
certain limits, but letaining an inalienable part of freedom and self- 
dependence ; but it is a temperament for which ^^ne has a kind of sympathy 
notwithstanding. And very often for the gay defiant reaction against fact 
of the lively Celtic nutuie one has more than sympathy ; one feels, in spite 
of the extravagance, in sjiitc of good sense disapproving, magnetized and 
exhilarated by it. The Gauls had a rule inflicting a fine on every warrior 
who, when he appeared on parade, was found to slick out too much in 
front — to bo corpulent, in short. Such n rule is surely the maddest 
article of war ever framed, and to people to whom nature has assigned a 
large volume of intestines, must appear, no doubt, liorrible ; but yet has 
it not an audacious, sparkling, immaterial manner with it, which lifts one 
out of routine, and sets one’s spirits in a glow ? 

All tendencies of human nature are in themselves, then, vital and 
profitable ; when they are blamed, they are only to be blamed relatively, 
not absolutely. This holds true of the Saxon’s phlegm ns well as of the 
Celt’s sentiment. Out of the steady humdrum habit of the creeping 
Saxon, afi the Celt calls him, — out of his way of going near the ground, — 
has come, no doubt, Philistinism, that plant of essentially Germanic growth, 
flourishing with its genuine marks only in the German fatherland, Great 
Britain ^nd her colonies, and the United States of America ; but what a 
soul of goodness there is in Philistinism itself I and this soul of goodness I, 
who am often supposed to be Philistinism’s mortal enemy merely because I 
do not wish it to have things all its own \yay, cherish as much as anybody. 
This steadyrgoing habit leads at last, as I have said, up to science, up to 
the comprehension and interpretation of the world. With us in Great 
Britain, it is true, it does not seem to lead so far as that ; it is in Germany, 
where the habit is more unmixed, that it can lead to science. Here with 
us it seems at a certain point to meet with a conflicting force, which checks 
it and prevents its pushing on to science ; but before reaching this point 
what conquests has it not won ! and all the more, perhaps, for stopping 
short at this point, for spending its exertions within a bounded field, the 
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field of plain Ecnsc, of direct practical utility. How it has augmented 
the comtbrta and conveniences of life for us 1 Doors that open, windows 
tliat shut, locks that turn, razors that shave, coats that Wear, watches 
that go, and a thousand more such good things, are the invention of the 
rhilistines. 

Here, then, if commingling there is in our race, are two yeiy unlike ’ 
elements to commingle-, the steady-going Sa:(on temperament and the 
sentimental Celtic temperament. But before wc go on to try and verify, 
in our life and literature, the alleged fact of this commingling, we have yet 
another element to take into account, the Norman element. The qritio ip 
the Saturday Review^ whom 1 have already quoted, says that ip looking 
for traces of Normanism in our national genius, as in looking for traces of 
Ccltism ill it, we do but lose our labour ; he says, indeed, that there wept 
to the oiiginul making of our nation a very great deal more of a Norman 
element than of a Celtic clement, but he asserts that both elements hove 
now BO completely disappeared, that it is vain to look for any Mwee of 
cither of them in the modern Engliehman. But this sort of assertiop 1 do 
not like to admit without trying it a little. 1 want, therefore, to get some 
plain notion of the Norman habit and genius, as I have sought to get 
some plain notion of the Saxon and Celtic. Some people will say that the 
Noimans arc Teutonic, and that therefore the distinguishing characters of 
the German genius must be those of their genius also ; but the matter 
cannot be settled in this speedy fashion. No doubt the basis of the 
Norman race is Teutonic ; but the governing point in the history of the 
Norman race — so far, at least, as we English have to do with it — is not its 
Teutonic origin, but its Latin civilization. The French people have, os 
I have already remarked, an undoubtedly Celtic basis, yet so decisive in 
its effect upon a nation's habit and character can be the contact with a 
stronger civilization, that Gaul, without changing the basis of her bipod, 
became, for all practical intents and purposes, a L^tin country, France 
and not Ireland, through the Rpman conquest. Latinism conquered 
Celtism in her, as it also conquered the Germanism imported by the 
Frankish and other invasions ; Celtism is, however, 1 need not say, every- 
where manifest still in the French nation ; even Germanism is distinctly 
traceable in it as any one who attentively compares the French with 
other Latin races will see. No one can look carefully at {)ie French 
troops in Rome, amongst the Italian population, and not perceive this 
trace of Germanism ; I do pot mean in the .Alsptian soldiers pply, but 
in yie soldiers of genuine France. But the governing character of 
France, as a power in the world, is Latin ; such was the force ^ 
Greek and Roman civilization upon a race whose whole mass remained 
Celtic, and where the Celtic language lingered on, they say, among 
the common people, for some five or six centuries afier the ^man 
conquest. But ike Normans in Neustria lost their old Teutonic lan- 
guage in a wonderiully short time ; when they conquered 
they were already Latinized i with them were a nwher of 
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by race, men from Anjou and Poitou, so they brought into England 
more non-Teutonic blood, besides what they had themselves got by 
intermarriage, than is commonly supposed ; the great point, however, is, 
that by civilization this vigorous race, — when it took possession of England , 
— was Latin. These Normans, who in Neustria had lost their old Teutonic 
tongue BO rapidly, kept in England their new Latin tongue for some three 
centuries. It is said to have been Edward the Third’s reign before English 
came to be spoken at court. Why this difference ? Both in Neustria and 
in England the Normans were a handful ; but in Neustria, ns Teutons, 
they were in contact with a more advanced civilization than their own ; 
in England, as Latins, with a less advanced. The Latinized Normans 
in England had the sense for fact, which the Celts had not ; and the love 
of BtrenuousncBS, clearness, and rapidity, tlie high Latin spirit, which 
the Saxons had not. They hated the slowness and dulness of the 
creeping Saxon ; it offended their clear, strenuous talent for affairs, as it 
offended the Celt’s quick and delicate perception. The Normans had the 
Roman talent for affairs, the Roman decisiveness in emergencies. They 
have been called prosaic, but this is not a rigl# word for them; they 
were neither sentimental, nor, strictly speaking, poetical. They had more 
sense for rhetoric than for poetry, like the Romans ; but, like the Romans, 
they had too high a spirit not to like a noble intellectual stimulus of some 
kind, and thus they were carried out of the region of the merely prosaic. 
Their foible — the bad excess of their characterizing quality of strenuous- 
ness — was not prosaic flatness, it was hardness and insolence. 

I have been obliged to fetch a very wide circuit, but at last I have got 
what I went to seek. I have got a rough, but, I hope, clear notion of 
these three forces, the Germanic genius, the Celtic genius, the Norman 
genius. The Germanic genius has steadiness as its main basis, with com- 
monness and humdrum for its defect, fidelity to nature for its excellence. 
The Celtic genius, sentiment as its main basis, with love of beauty, charm, 
and spirituality for its excellence, ineffectualness and self-will for its 
defect. The Norman genius, talent for affairs as its main basis, with 
strenuousness and clear rapidity for its excellence, hardness and insolence 
for its defect. And now to try and trace these in the composite English 
genius. 

To begin with what is more external. If we are so wholly Anglo- 
Saxon and Germanic as people say, how comes it that the habits and gait 
of the German language are so exceedingly unlike ours ? Why while The 
Times talks in this fashion : — At noon a long line of caiTiages extwded 
from Pall Mall to the Peers’ entrance of the Palace of Westminster,” does 
the Cologne Gazette talk in this other fashion : — “ Nachdem die Vorberei- 
tungenzu dem aufdemGUrzenioh- Satie zu Ehren der Abgeordneten Statt 
finden sollenden Bankette bereits vollstModig getroffen worden waren, fand 
heute vormittag auf polizeiliche Anordnung die Schliessung siLmmtlioher 
Zug^nge zum GUrzenich Statt? ” Surely the mental habit of people who 
express their thoughts in so vezy different a manner, the one^ rapid, the 



tflK STUDY or CELTIC LITERATUKE. 


540 


other hIow, the one plain, the other embarrassed, the one trailing, the 
other striding, cannot be essentially the same. The English language, 
strange compound as it is, with its want of inflexions, and with all the 
difficulties which this want of inflexions brings upon it, has yet made 
itself capable of being, in good hands, a busmess-iostrument as ready, 
direct, and clear, as French or Latin. Again : perhaps no nation, aOer 
the Greeks and Bomans, has so clearly felt in what true rhetoric, rhetoric 
of the best kind, consists, and reached so high a pitch of excellence in this, 
as the English. Our sense for rhetoric has in some ways done harm to us 
in our cultivation of literature, harm to us still more, in our cultivation of 
science ; but in the true sphere of rhetoric, in public speaking, this sense 
has given us orators whon^ do think wo may, without fear of being con- 
tradicted and accused of blind national vanity, assert to have inherited the 
great Greek and Roman oratorical tradition more than the orators of any 
other country. Strafford, Bolingbroke, the two Pitts, Fox — to cite no 
other names — I imagine few would dispute that these call up the notion 
of an oratory in kind, in extent, in power, coming nearer than any other 
body of modern oratory to the oratory of Greece and Rome. And the 
affinity of spirit in our best pubhc life and greatest public men to those 
of Rome, has often struck observers, foreign as well as English. Now, not 
only hiive the Germans shown no eminent aptitude for rhetoric such as 
the English have shown ; — that was not to be expected, since our public 
life has done so much to develope an aptitude of this kind, and the public 
life of the Germans has done so little; — but they seem in a singular degree 
devoid of any aptitude at all for rhetoric. Take n speech from the throne 
in Prussia, and compare it with a speech from tlie throne in England. 
Assuredly it is not in speeches from the throne that English rhetoric or 
any rhetoric shows its best side; — they are often cavilled at, often justly 
cavilled at; — no wonder, for this form of composition is beset with very 
trying difficulties. But what is to be remarked is this, — a speech from 
the throne falls essentially within the sphere of rhetoric ; it is one's sense 
of rhetoric which has to fix its tone and style, so as to keep a certain note 
always sounding in it ; in an English speech from the throne, whatever its 
faults, this rhetorical note is always struck and kept to ; in a Prussian 
speech from the throne, never. An English speech from the throne is 
rhetoric ; a Prussian speech is half talk, — heavy talk, — and half effusion. 
This is one instance, it may be said ; true, but in one instance of this kind 
tho presence or the absence of an aptitude for rhetoric is decisively shown. 
Well, then, why am 1 not to say that we English get our rhetorical sense 
from the Norman element in us, our turn for this strenuous, direct, high- 
spirited talent of oratory, from the influence of the strenuous, direct, 
high-spirited Normans 7 Modes of life, institutions, government, ana 
other such causes, are sufficient, I shall be told, to account for English 
oratory. Modes of life, institutions, government, climate, and so £>rth 
»let me say it once for all — will further or hinder the deYelopi|ent of 
an aptitude, but they will not by themselyes create the aptknii or 
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explain it. On the other hand, a people’s habit and complexion of nature 
go far to deteimine its modes of life, institutions and government, and 
even to prescribe the limits within which the iiitluences of clin^ate ahall 
tell upon it. 

However, it is not my intention, in these remarks, to ]ay it down for 
certain that this or that part of our powers, shortcomings, and behaviour, 
is due to a Celtic, German, or Norman element in us. To establish this I 
should need much wider limits, and a knowledge, too, far beyond what 
1 possess ; all 1 purpose is to point out certain correspondences, not yet, 
perhaps, sufHciently observed and attended to, which seem to lead towards 
certain conclusions. The following up the inquiry till full proof is reached, 
— or perhaps, full disproof, — is what I want to suggest to more competent 
persons. Premising this, I now go on to a second matter, somewhat more 
delicate and inward than that with which I began. Every one knows how 
well the Greek and Latin races, with their direct sense for the visible, 
palpable world, have succeeded in the plastic arts. The sheer German 
races, too, with their honest love of fact, and their steady pursuit of it, — 
their fidelity to nature, in shoft,-^have attained a hl|h degree of success in 
these arts ; few people will deny that Albert DUrer and Rubens, for ex- 
ample, are to be called masters in painting, and in the high kind of paint- 
ing. Tlic Celtic races, on the other hand, have shown a singular inapti- 
tude for the plastic arts ; the abstract, severe character of the Druidical 
religion, its dealing with the eye of tho mind rather than the eye of the 
body, its having no elaborate temples and beautiful idols, all point this 
way from the first ; its sentiment cannot satisfy itself, cannot even find a 
resting-place for itself, in colour and form ; it presses on to the impalpable, 
the ideal. The forest of trees and the forest of rocks, not hewn timber 
and carved stones, suit its aspirations for something not to be bounded or 
expressed. With this tendency, the Celtic races have, as I remarked be- 
fore, been necessarily almost impotent in the higher branches of the plastic 
arts. Ireland, that has produced so many powerful spirits, has produced 
no great sculptors or painters. Cross into England. The inaptitude for 
the plastic art strikingly diminishes, as soon as the German, not the Celtic 
element, preponderates in the race. And yet in England, too, in the 
English race, there is something which seems to prevent our reaching real 
mastership in the plastic arts, as the more unmixed German races have 
reached it. Reynolds and Turner are painters of genius, who can doubt 
it? but take a European jury, the only competent jury in these oases, and 
■ee if you can get a verdict giving them the rank of masters, as this rank 
is given to Raphael and Correggio, or to Albert DUrer and Rubens. 
And observe in what points our English pair succeed, and in what they 
foil short. They^^foll short in architectonioSy in the highest power of 
composition by which painting aocomplishes the very uttermost which 
it is given to painting to accomplish ; the highest sort of oompoii- 
tioD, ^he highest application of the art of painting, they either do not 
attempt, or they foil in it. Their defect, therefore, is on the aide of 
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art, of plastic art. And they succeed in magic, in beauty, in grace, in 
expressing almost tlie inexpressible : here is the charm of Keyriolds'a 
children and Turner^s seas ; the impulse to express the inexpressible 
cariies Turner so far, that at last it carries him away, and even long 
before he is quite carried awayt eyen in works that are justly extolled, 
one can see the corner, as the French say, of insanity. The exeelience, 
thereibre, the success, is on the side of spirit. Does not this look as if a 
Celtic stream met the main German current in us, and gave it a some* 
what difierent course fiotu that which it takes naturally? we have 
Germanism enough in us, enough patient love for fact and matter, to be 
led to attempt the plastic arts, and we make much more way in them 
than the pure Celtic races make ; but at a certain point our GeUism 
comes in, with its love of emotion, sentiment, tlie inexpressible, and gives 
our best painters a bias. And the point at which it comes in is just 
that critical point where the flowering of art into its perfection com- 
mences ; we have plenty of painters who never reach this point at all, 
but remain always mere journeymen, in bondage to matter; but those 
who do reach it, instead of going on to this true consummation of the 
masters in painting, arc a little overbalanced by soul aud feeling, work 
too directly for these, and so do not get out of their art all that may bo 
got out of it. 

The same modification of our Germanism by another force which seems 
Celtic, is visible in our religion. Here, too, we may trace a gradation 
between Celt, Englishman, and German, the difference which distinguishes 
Englishmen from German appearing attributable to a Celtic element in us. 
Germany is the land of exegesis, England is the land of Puritanism, 
The religion of Wales is moie emotional and sentimental than English 
Puritanism ; Romanism has indeed given way to Calvinism among tliC 
Welsh, the one superstition has supplanted the other, but the Celtic sen- 
timent which made the Welsh such devout Catholics, remains, and gives 
unction to their Methodism : theirs is not the controversial, rationalistic, 
intellectual side of Protestantism, but the devout, emotional, religious 
side. Among the Germans, Protestantism has been carried on into 
rationalism and science. The English bold a middle place between tbe 
Germans and the Welsh ; their religion has the exterior forms and appa- 
ratus of a rationalism, so far their Germanic nature carries them ; but long 
before they get to science, their feeling, their Celtic element catches them, 
and turns their religion all towards piety and unction. So English Pror 
testantism has the outside appearance of an intellectual system, and the 
inside reality of an emotional system ; this gives it its tenacity and force, 
for what is held with the ardent attachment of feeling is believed to have 
at the same time the scientific proof of reason. The* English Puritan, 
therefore (and Puritanism is the characteristic form of English Protest 
antism) stands between the German Protestant and the Celtic Methodiat ; 
his real affinity, indeed, at present, being rather with his Welsh 
if kinsman he may be called, than with his German. 
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Sometimes one is left in doubt from whence the check and limit to 
Germanism in us proceeds, whether from a Celtic source or from a Nor- 
man source. Of the true steady-going German nature the bane is, as I 
remarked, flat commonness : there seems no end to its capacity for 
platitude ; it has neither the quick perception of the Celt to save it from 
platitude, nor the strenuousness of the Norman ; it is only raised gradually 
out of it by science, but it jogs through almost interminable platitudes 
first. The English nature is not raised to science, but something in us, 
whether Celtic or Norman, seems to set a bound to our advance in plati- 
tude, to make us either shy of platitude, or impatient of it. I open an 
English reading-book for children, and I find these two characteristic 
stories in it, one of them of English growth, the other of German. Take 
the English story first : — 

“ A little boy accompanied Ais elder sister while she busied herself 
with the labours of the farm, asking questions at every step, and learning 
the lessons of life without being aware of it. 

“ ‘ Why, dear Jane,’ h§ said, ‘ do you scatter good grain on the 
ground ; w'ould it not be better to .make good bread of it than to throw it 
to the greedy chickens ? ’ 

“ ‘ In time,’ replied Jane, * the chickens will grow big, and each of 
them will fetch money at the market. One must think on the end to be 
attained without counting trouble, and learn to wait.’ 

“ Perceiving a colt, which looked eagerly at him, the little boy cried 
out : ‘ Jane, why is the colt not in the fields with the labourers helping to 
draw the carts ? ’ 

‘■‘The colt is young,’ replied Jane, ‘and he must lie idle till he 
gets the necessary strength ; one must not sacrifice the future to the 
present.’ ” 

The reader will say that is most mean and trivial stuff, the vulgar 
English nature in full force ; just such food as the Philistine would 
naturally provide for his young. He will say he can see the boy fed 
upon it gi’owing up to be like his father, to be all for business, to despise 
culture, to go through bis dull days, and to die without having ever lived. 
That may be so ; but now take the German story (one of Krummacher’s), 
and see the difference : — 

“ There lived at the court of King Herod a rich man who was the 
king’s chamberlain. He clothed himself in pnrple and fine linen, and fared 
like the king himself. 

“ Once a friend of his youth, whom he had not seen for many years, 
came from a distant land to pay him a visit. Then the chamberlain 
invited all his friends and made a feast in honour of the stranger. 

The tables were covered with choice food placed on dishes of gold 
and silver, and the finest wines of all kinds. The rich man sate at the 
head of the table, glad to do the honours to his friend who was seated at 
his right hand. So they ate and drank, and were merry. 

Then the stranger said to the ^amberlain of King Herod : *£iches 
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and 8])lcndour like thine are nowhere to be found in my pountry.’ And 
he praised his greatness, and called him happy above all men on earth. 

“ Well, tlie rich man took an apple from a golden vessel. The apple 
was large, and red, and pleasant to the eye. Then said he : ‘ Behold, this 
apple hath rested on gold, and its form is very beautiful.' And he pre- 
stnted it to the stninger, the friend of his youth. The stranger cut the 
apple m two; and behold, in the middle of it there was a worm I 

“ Then the stronger looked at the chamberlain ; and the chamberlain 
bent his eyes on the ground, and sighed.” 

There it ends. Now 1 say, one sees there an abyss of platitude open, 
and the German nature swimming calmly about in it, which seems in 
Fomc way or other to have its entry screened off for the English nature. 
The Enghali stoiy leads wdth a direct issue into practical life : a narrow 
and dry practical life, certainl}^ but yet enough to supply a plain moti\'e 
for the story ; the German story leads simjdy nowhere except into 
bathos. Shall wc say that the Norman talent 1‘or aff'airs saves us lierc, 
or the Celtic perceiitivc instinct? one of them it must be, surely. The 
Norman turn seems mo.st germane to the matter heie immediately in hand ; 
on tlie other hand, the Celtic turn, or some degree of it, some degree of 
Us quick perceptive instinct, seems necessary to account for the full 
difference between the German nature and ours. Even in Germans of 
genius or talent the w'ant of quick light tact, of iustlncfive perception of 
the impropricly or impossibility of ccilain things, is singulaily remaik- 
jiblc. Herr Gcrviniia’s piodigious discovery about Handel being an 
Englishman and Sliaksptjire a German, the incredible mare’s-nest Goethe 
linds in looking for the oiigin of Byron’s Manfred — these aio things fiom 
vhich no deliberate care or leflection can save a man, only an instinct 
can save him from them, an instinct that they are absurd ; who can 
iinnginc Charles Lamb making Herr Gervinus’s blunder, or Sliakspc.arc 
making Goethe’s ? but from the sheer German nature this intuitive tact 
bccu’s something so alien, that even genius fails to give it. And yet just 
what constitutes special power and genius in a man seems often to be his 
blending w'ith the basis of liis national temperafnent, some additional gift; 
or grace not proper to tliat temperament ; Shakspeare’s greatness is thus 
ill his blending an openness and flexibility of spiiit, not English, with the 
English basis ; Addison’s, in his blending a moderation and delicacy, not 
English, with the English basis ; Burke’s, in his blending a largeness of 
view and richness of thought, not English, with the English basis. In 
Germany itself, in the same way, the greatness of their great Frederic lies 
in his blending a rapidity and clearness, not German, with the German 
basis ; the greatness of Goethe in his blending a love of form, nobility, 
and dignity, — the grand style, — with the German basis. But the quick, 
sure, instinctive perception of the incongruous and absurd not even genitts 
seems to give in Germany ; at least, I can think of only one Gennan of 
genius, Lessing (for Heine was a Jew, and the Jewish temperament ia.quile 
another thing from the German), who shows it in an eminent degree. 



554 


THE STUDY OF CELTIC LITERATUHE. 


If we attend closely to the terms by which foreigners seek to hit off 
the impression which we and the Germans make upon them, we shall 
detect ^ these terms a difference which makes, I think, in faTOur of 
the notion 1 am propounding. Nations in hitting off one another’s 
characters are apt, we all know, to seize the unflattering side rather than 
the flattering ; the mass of mankind always do this, and indeed they really 
Bce what is novel, and not their own, in a disfiguring light. Thus we our- 
selves, for instance, popularly say “ the phlegmatic Dutchman" rather than 
“ the sensible Dutchman,” or “ the grimacing Frenchman " rather than “ the 
polite Frenchman." Therefore neither we nor the Germans should exactly 
accept the description strangers give of us, but it is enough for my purpose 
that strangers, in characterizing us with a certain shade of difference, do 
at any rate make it clear that there appears this shade of difference, though 
the character itself, which they give us both, may be a caricature rather 
than a faithful picture of us. Now it is to be noticed that those sharp 
observers, the French — who have a double turn for sharp observation, for 
they have both the quick perception of the CeJ( and the Latin’s gift for 
coming plump upon the fact, — it is to be noticed, I say, that the French 
put a curious distinction in their popular, depreciating, we will hope 
inadequate, way of hitting off us and the Gormans. While they talk of tl*e 
betide allemande,” they talk of the gaucherie anglaise;” while they 
talk of the “ Allemand halourdj' they talk of the “Anglais ernpetre 
W'hile they call the German “ niats,'" they call the Englishman “ inelan- 
coliquey The difference between the epithets halourd and empetve 
exactly gives the difference in character I wish to seize ; halourd means 
heavy and dull, empetre means hampered and embarrassed. This points 
to a certain mixture and strife of elements in the Englishman ; to the 
clashing of a Celtic quickness of perception with a Germanic instinct for 
going steadily along close to the ground. The Celt, as we have seen, 
has not at all, in spite of his quick perception, the Latin talent for dealing 
with the fact, dexterously managing it and making himself master of it ; 
Latin or Latinized people have felt contempt for him on this account, have 
treated him as a poor creature, just ns the German, who arrives at fact 
in a different way from the Latins, but who arrives at it, has treated him ; 
the couplet of Chrestien of Troyes about the Welsh : — 

. . . Gallois sont tous, par nature, 

Plus fous que b^tos cn pfi,taro — 

is well known, and expresses the genuine verdict of the Latin mind 
on the Celts. But the perceptive instinct of the Celt feels and anticipates, 
though he has that in him which outs him off fi’om command of the 
world of fact ; he sees what is wanting to him well enough, his mere eye 
is not less sharp, nay, it is sharper, than the Latin’s. He is a quick genius, 
checkmated for want of strenuousness or else patience. The German 
has not. the Latin’s sharp precise glance on the world of fact, and dex- 
terous behaviour in it ; he fumbles with it much and long, but his honesty 
and patience give him the rule of it in the long run — a surer rule, some 
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of iiB tliink, tLau the I<atm gets ; — btill, his behaviour in it is not quick 
and dexterous. The Englishman, in so far os he is German, — and he 
is mainly German, — proceeds in the Bteady>going German fash^n ; if ho 
were all German he would proceed thus for ever without self-consoiousncsa 
or cmbaiTossment ; but, in so far as he is Celtic, he has snatches of quick 
instinct which often make him feel he is fumbling, show him viaiont of an 
easier, more dexterous behaviour, disconcert him and fill him with mis- 
giving. No poodle, therefore, are ao shy, so self- conscious, bo embarrassed 
as the English, because two natures are mixed in them, and natures 
which pull them such difierent ways. The Germanic part, indeed, 
triumphs in us, we are a Germanic people ; but not so wholly as to 
exclude hauntiugs of Celtism, which clash with our Germanism, producing, 
as I believe, our humour, neither German nor Celtic, and so affect us 
that we strike people as odd and singular, not to be referred to any 
known typo, and like nothing but ourselves. “Nearly every English- 
man,” s.'iys an excellent and by no means unfriendly observer, George 
Sand, “ Nearly every Englishman, however good-looking he may be, 
has always something singular about him which easily comes to seem 
comic — a sort of typical awkwardness (gaucherte typique) in his looks 
or appearance, which hardly ever wears out.” I say this strangeness 
is accounted for by the English nature being mixed as we have seen, 
while the Latin nature is all of a piece, and so is the German nature, 
and the Celtic nature. 

It is impo«Bible to go very fast when the mattf*r with which one has to 
deal, besides being new and little explored, is also by its nature so subtle, 
eluding one's grasp unless one handies it with all possible delicacy and 
care. It is in our poetry that the Celtic part in us has left its trace 
clearest, and in our poetry I must follow it before I have done. So much 
lias had to be said by way of preparation, and of enabling ourselves to lay 
the finger, with some certainty, upon what is Celtic and what is not, that 
1 have reached my limits without accomplishing all I intended, and shall 
have to return to the subject yet once more, in order at last to finish 
with it. 


MATITIEW ARNOLD. 
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A KIND enchantress one day put into my hand a mystic volume prettily 
lettered and bound in green, saying, “ I am so fond of this book. It has 
all the dear old fairy tales in it ; one never tires of them. Do take it.” 

I carried the little book away with me, and spent a very pleasant quiet 
evening at home’by the fire, with II. at the opposite corner, and other old 
friends, whom I felt I had somewhat neglected of late. Jack and the 
Beanstalk, Puss in Boots,, the gallant and quixotic Giant-killer, and 
dearest Cinderella, Avhom we every one of us must have loved, I should 
think ever since we first know her in her little brown pinafoie : I won- 
dered, as I shut them all up for the night betwe^ their green boards, what 
it was that made these stories so fresh and so vivid. Why did not they 
fall to pieces, vanish, explode, disappear, like so many of their contempo- 
raries and descendants? And yet far from being forgotten and passing 
away, it would seem as if each generation m turn as it came into the 
world looks to be delighted still by the brilliant pageant, and never tires 
or wearies of it. And on their side the princes and princesses never seem 
to grow any older ; the castles and the lovely gardens flourish without 
need of repair or whitewash, or plumbers or glaziers. The princesses’ 
gowns too — sun, moon, and star-colour — do not wear out or pass out of 
fashion or require altering. Even the seven-leagued boots do not appear to 
be the worse for wear. Numbers of realistic stories for children have passed 
away. Little Henry and his Bearer, Poor Harry and Lucy, have very 
nearly given up their little artless ghosts and prattle, and ceased making 
their own beds for the instruction of less excellently brought-up little boys 
and girls, and notwithstanding a very interesting article in the Saturday 
Reviewy it must be owned that Harry Sandford and Tommy Merton are 
not familias- playfellows in our nurseries and schoolrooms, and have passed 
somewhat out of date. But not so all these centenarians — Prince Riquet, 
Carabas, Little Bed Biding-hood, Bluebeard and others. They seem as 
if they would never grow old. They play with the children, they amuse 
the elders, there seems no end to their fund of spirits and perennial youth. 

H., to whom I made this remark, said from the opposite chimney-oomer, 
No wonder ; the stories are only histories of real living persons turned 
into fairy princes and princesses. Fairy stories are everywhere and every- 
day. We are all princes and princesses in disguise, or ogres or wicked 
dwarfs. All these histories are the histories of human nature, which does 
not seem to change very much in a thousand years or so, and we •don’t 
get tired of the fairies because they are so true to it.” 

After this little speech of we spent an unprofitable half-hour 
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reviewing our acquaintance, and classing them under their real characters 
and qualities. We had dined with Lord Carabas only the day before and met 
Puss in Boots — Beauty and the Beast were also there ; we un^aritubly 
counted up, I am ashamed to say, no less than six Bluebeards. Jack and 
the Beanstalk we had met just starting on his climb. A Red Hiding-hood ; 
a girl with toads dropping from her mouth ; we knew three or four of each. 
Cinderellas — alas ! who does not know more than one dear, poor, pretty 
Cinderella ; and, as for sleeping Princesses in the woods, how many one 
can reckon up I Young, old, ugly, pretty, awakening, B!ce])ing still. 

“ Do you remember Cecilia Lulworth,” said H., “and Dorlicote? Poor 
Cecilia 1 ” Some lives are couleur de rose, people say ; others seem to 
be, if not couleur de rose all through, yet full of bright, beautiful tints, 
blues, pinks, little bits of harmonious cheerfulness. Other lives, if not 
BO brilliant, and seeming more or less grey at times, are very sweet and 
gentle in tone, with faint gleams of gold or lilac to brighten them. And 
then again others, alas ! are black and hopeless from the beginning. 
Besides these, there arc some which Ijave always appeared to me os 
if they were of a dark, dull hue,; ft. dingy, heavy brown, which no 
happiness, or interest, or blight colour could ever enliven. Blues turn 
sickly, roses seem faded, and yellow lilacs look red and ugly ttpon those 
heavy backgrounds. Poor Cecilia, as H. called her, — hers had always 
seemed to me one of these latter existences, unutterably dull, common- 
place, respectable, stinted, ugly, and useless. 

Lulworth Hall, with the great dark paik bounded by limestone walls, 
with iron gates here and there, looked like a blot upon the bright and 
lovely landscape. The place from a distance, compared with the surround- 
ing country, was a blur and a blemish as it were, sad, silent, solitary. 

Travellers passing by sometimes asked if the place was uninhabited, 
and were told, “ No, shure — the fam’ly lives thear all the yeaurr round.” 
Some chariiable souls might wonder what life could be like behind those 
dull gates. One day a young fellow riding by saw rather a sweet woman's 
face gazing for an instant through the bars, and be went on his way with 
a momentary thrill of pity. Need 1 say that it was poor Cecilia who 
looked out vacantly to see who was passing along the high-road. She was 
surrounded by hideous moreen, oil-cloth, punctuality, narrow-mindedness, 
horsehair, and mahogany. Loud bells rang at intervals, regular, mono- 
tonous. Surly but devoted attendants waited upon her. She was rarely 
alone ; her mother did not think it right that a girl in Cecilia's position 
should “ race ” about the grounds unattended ; as for going outside the walls 
it was not to be thought of. When Cecilia went out with her gloves on, 
and her goloshes, her mother’s companion^ Miss Bowley, walked beside her 
up and down the dark laurel walk at the back of the house, — up and down^ 
down and up, up and down. “ 1 think 1 am getting tired, Maria,*’ Mils 
Lulworth would say at last. ** If so we had better return to the hidl," 
Maria would reply, “although it is before our time.'’ And then 
would walk home in silence, between the iron nulings and laurel-bushes. 
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As Cecilia walked erectly by Miss Bowley’s side, the rooks went 
whirling over their heads, the slugs crept sleepily along the path under 
the shadow of the grass and the weeds ; they heard no sounds except 
the cawing of the birds, and the distant monotonous hacking noise of the 
gardener and his boy digging in the kitchen-garden. 

Cecilia, peeping into the long drab drawing-room on her return, might 
perhaps see her mother, erect and dignified, at her open desk, composing, 
writing, crossing, re-reading, an endless letter to an indifferent cousin in 
Ireland, with a single candle and a small piece of blotting-paper, and a 
pen-wiper made of ravellings, all spread out before her. 

“ You have corhe home early, Cecil,” says the lady, without looking 
up. You had better make the most of your time, and practise till the 
dressing-bell rings. Maria will* kindly take up your things.” 

And then in the chill twilight Cecilia sits down to the jangling instru- 
ment, with the worn silk flutings. A faded rack it is upon which her 
fingers had been distended ever since she can remember. A great many 
people think there is nothing in the world so goo^ for children as scoldings, 
whippings, dark cupboards, and drjfr bread and water, upon which they 
expect them to grow up into tall, fat, cheerful, amiable men and women, 
and a great n&ny people think that for grown-up young people the silence, 
the chillness, the monotony and sadness of their own fading twilight days 
is all that is required. Mrs. Lul worth and Maria Bowley her companion, 
Cecilia’s late governess, were quite of this opinion. They themselves, when 
they were little girls, had been slapped, snubbed, locked up in closets, 
thrust into bed at all sorts of hours, flattened out on backboards, set on 
high stools to play the piano for days together, made to hem frills five or 
six weeks long, and to learn immense pieces of poetry, so that they had to 
stop at home all the afternoon. And though Mrs. Lulworth had grown 
up stupid, suspicious, narrow-minded, soured, and overbearing, and had 
married for an establishment, and Miss Bowley, her governess’s daughter, 
had turned out nervous, undecided, melancholy, and anxious, and had 
never married at all, yet they determined to bring up Cecilia as they 
themselves had been brought up, and sincerely thought they could not do 
better. 

When Mra. Lulworth married, she said to Maria, “You must come and 
live with me, and help to educate my children some day, Maria. Eor the 
present 1 shall not have tL home of my own ; we are going to reside with 
my husband’s aunt, Mrs. Dormer. She is a very wealthy person, far 
advanced in yearfi. She is greatly annoyed witk Mr* and Mrs. John 
Lulworth’s vagaries, and she has asked me and my husband to take their 
places kt Dorlicote Hall.” At tte end oT ten years Mrs. Lulworth wrote 
again : — “ We are now permanently establisbed in our aunt’s house. 1 
hear you are in want of a situation ; pray come and superintend the 
education of my only child Cecilia fshe is named after her godmother, 
Mrs. Dormer). She is now nearly three years old, and I feel that she 
begins to require some discipline.” 
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TbiB letter was written at that same desk twenty-two years before 
Cecilia began her practising, that autumn evening. She was twenty-five 
years old now, but like a child in inexperience, in ignorance, in placidity ; 
a fortunate stolidity and slowness of temperament had saved her from 
being crushed and nipped in the bud, as it were. She was not bored 
because she had never known any other lifb. It seemed to her only natural 
that all days should be alike, rung in and out by the jangling breakfkst, 
lunch, dinner, and prayer bells. Mr. Dormer — a little chip of a man — 
read prayers suitable for every day in the week ; the servants filed in, 
luuids first, then the men. Once Cecilia saw one of the maids blush and 
look down smiling as she marched out after the others. Miss Dormer 
wondered a little, and thought she would ask 3use.n wl)y she looked so 
strangely, but Susan married tlie groom soon after, and Went away, and 
Cecihn never had an opportunity of speaking to her. 

Night after night Mr. Dormer replaced his spectacles with a click, and 
pulled up his shirt-collar when the service was ended. Night after night 
old Mrs. Dormer coughed a little moaning cough. If she spoke, it was 
generally to make some little bitter remark. Every night she shook hands 
with her nephew and niece, kissed Cecilia^s blooming cheek, and patted 
out of the room. She was a little woman with starling eyes. She had 
never got over her husband’s death. She did not always know when she 
moaned. She dressed in black, and lived alone in her turret, where she 
had various old-fashioned occupations — tatting, camphor-boxes to sort, a 
real old spinning-wheel and distaff among other things, at which Cecilia, 
when she was a child, had pricked her fingers trying to make it whirr 
as her aunt did. Spinning-wheels have quite gone out, but I know of 
one or two old ladies who still use them. Mrs. Dormer would go nowhere, 
and would see no one. So at least her niece, the master-spirit, declared, 
and the old lady got to believe it at last. I don’t know how much the fear 
of the obnoxious John and his wife and children may have had to 
do with this arrangement. 

When her great-aunt was gone it was Cecilia’s turn to gather her 
work together at a warning sign fhun her mother, and walk away through 
the long chilly passages to her slumbers in the great green four-post bed. 
And BO time passed. Cecilia grdtv up. She had neither ftiends nor 
lovers. She Vras not happy tier unhappy. She could wad, but she 
never cared to open a book. She was quite contented ; for she thought 
Lulworth Hall the finest place, and its inmates the most important people 
iji the Ivorid. She worked a great deal, embroidering interminable 
quilts and braided toilet-covers and fish -napkins. She never thought of 
anything but the utterest commonplaces platitudes. She considered 
tiiat being respectable and decorous, and a little pompous and overbearing, 
was the duty of every well-brougbt-up lady and gentleman. To-night 
she banged away very placidly at Rhodes’ air, for the twentieth time 
breaking down in the same passage and making the same mistake, untR 
the dreSBiDg''bell rang, and Cecilia, fbeling she bad done her duty, then 
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extinguished her candle, and went upstairs across the groat chill hall, up 
the bare oil-cloth gallery, to her room. 

Most young women have some pleasure, whatever their troubles may 
be, in dressing, and pretty trinkets and beads and ribbons and necklaces. 
An unconscious love of art and intuition leads some of them, even plain 
ones, to adorn themselves. The colours and ribbon ends brighten bi’ight 
faces, enliven dull ones, deck what is already loveable, or, at all events, 
make the most of what materials there are. Even a maypole, crowned 
and flowered and tastily ribboned, is a pleasing object. And, indeed, the 
art of decoration seems to me a charming natural instinct, and one which 
is not nearly enough encouraged, and a gift which every woman should 
try to acquire. Some girls, like birds, know how to weave, out of ends of 
rags, of threads and morsels and straws, a beautiful whole, a work of real 
genius for their habitation. Frivolities, say some ; waste of time, say 
others, — expense, vanity. The strong-minded dowagers shake their heads 
at it all — Mrs. Lulworth among them ; only why had Nature painted 
Cecilia’s cheeks of brightest pink, instead of bilious orange, like poor 
Maria Bowley’s 7 why was her l^ir all crisp and curly ? and w'ere her 
white even teeth, rfaiher olekr grey eyes, vanity and frivolity too ? Cecilia 
was rather too stout for her age ; she had not much expression in her 
face. And no wonder. There was not much to be expressive about in 
her poor little/ stinted life. She could not go into raptures over the 
mahogany ^ideboard, the camphine lamp in the drawing-room, the four- 
post beds indoors, the laurel-bushes without, the Moorish temple with 
yellow glass windows, or the wigw^ara summer-house, which were the 
alternate boundaries of her daily walks. 

Cecilia was not allowed a fire to dress herself by ; a grim maid, how- 
ever, attended, and I suppose she was surrounded, as people say, by every 
comfort. There was a horsehair sofa, everything was large, solid, brown 
as I have said, grim, nnd in its place. The rooms at Lulworth Hall did 
not take the impress of their inmate, the inmate was moulded by the 
room. There were in Cecilia’s no young lady-like trifles lying here and 
there \ upon the chest of drawers ^here stood a mahogany workbox, 
square, with a key— that was the only attempt at feminine elegance — a 
little faded chenille, I believe, was t# be seen round the clock on the 
chimney-piece, and a black and white check dressing-gown and an u^ly 
little pair of slippers were set out before the toilet- table.* On the bed, 
Cecilia’s dinner costume was lying — a sickly green dress, trimmed with 
black — and a white flower for her h^ir. On the toilet-table an old- 
fashioned jasper serpent-necklace and a set pf amethysts were displayed 
for her to choose from, also mittens and a couple of hair-bracelets. The 
girl was quite content, and sh^ would go down gravely to dinner, smoothing 
out her hideous toggery. 

Mrs. Dormer never oame down before dinner. All day Ibng she stayed 
up in her room, dozing and tiying remedies, and occasionally looking over 
old journals and letters until it was to come downstsim* Bhe liked 
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to fiee Cecilia's pretty face at one side of the table, while her nephew carved, 
and Mrs. Lulworth recounted any of the stirring events of the day. She 
was used to the life — she was sixty when they came to her, she was long 
past eighty now— the last twenty years had been like a long sleep, witli the 
dream of what happened when she was alive and in the world continually 
passing before her. 

Wlien the Lul worths first came to her she had been in a low and 
nervous state, only stipulated for quiet and peace, and that no one was to 
come to her house of mourning. The John Lulworths, a cheery couple, 
broke down at the end of a month or two, and preferred giving up all 
cliance of their aunt’s great inheritance to living in such utter silence 
and seclusion. Upon Charles, the younger brother and his wife, the habit 
had grown, until now anything else would have been toil, and misery to 
them. Except the old rector from the village, the doctor now and then, 
no other human creature ever crossed the threshold. For Cecilia’s sake 
Miss Bowley once ventured to hint, — 

Cecilia with her expectations has the whole world before her.” 

Maria 1 ” said Mrs. Lulworth severely ; and indeed to this foolish woman 
it seemed as if money would add more to her ‘daughter’s happiness than the 
delights, the wonders, the interests, the glamours of youth. Charles Lul- 
worth, shrivelled, selfish, dull, worn-out, did not trouble his head about 
Cecilia’s happiness, and let his wife do as she liked with the girl. 

This especial night when Cecilia came down in her ugly green dress, 
it seemed to her as if something unusual had been going on. The old 
lady’s eyes looked bright and glittering, her father seemed more animated 
than usual, her mother looked mysterious and put out. It might have 
been fancy, but Cecilia thouglit they all stopped talking as she came into 
the l oom ; but then dinner was announced, and her father offered Mrs. 
Dormer his ann immediately, and they went into the dining-room. 

It must have been fancy. Everything was as usual. “ They have put 
up a few hurdles in Dalronl* field, I see,” said Mrs. Lulworth. “ Charles, 
you ought to give orders for repairing the lock of the harness-room.” 

Have they seen to the puuap*^handle ? ” said Mr. Lulworth. 

I think not.” And then tji«re was a dead silence. 

“ Potatoes,” said Cecilia to ike footman. “ Mamma, we saw ever so 
many slugs in the laurel walk, BHiltria and I,— didn’t we, Maria ? I think 
there are a great many slugs in oui* place.” 

Old Mrs. Dormer looked up while Cecilia was speaking, and suddenly 
interrupted her in the middle of her sentence. How old are you, child 7 ” 
she said ; ** are you seven^en or eighteen?” 

** Eighteen I aunt Cecilia. I am five-and-twenty,” said Cecilia, staring, y 

** Good graciouB 1 is it possible?” said her ^ther, surprised. 

Cecil is a woman now,” said her mother. 

Five-and-twenty,” said the old lady, quite crossly. ** I had no idea 
tim^ went so fast. She ought to have been married long ago ; that ifl| if 
she means to marry at all” 
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Pray, my dear aunt, do not put such ideas — " Mrs, Lulworth began. 

“ I don’t intend to marry,” said Cecilia, peeling an orange, and quite 
unmoved, and she slowly curled the rind of her orange in the air. “ I 
think people are very stupid to marry. Look at poor Jane Simmonda — 
her husband beats her ; Jones saw her.” 

“ So you don’t intend to marry ? ” said the old lady, with an odd 
inflection in her voice. “ Young ladies were not so wisely brought up in 
my early days,” and she gave a great sigh. “ I was reading an old 
letter this morning from your poor father Charles — all about liappineas, 
and love in a cot, and two little curly-headed boys — Jack, you know, and 
yourself, I should rather like to see John again.” 

“ What, my dear aunt, after his unparalleled audacity ? I declare the 
thought of his impudent letter malces my blood boil,” exclaimed Mrs. 
Lulworth. 

“Docs it?” said the old lady. “Cecilia, my dear, you must know 
ibat your uncle has discovered that the entail was not cut off from a 
certain property which my father left me, and v^-icli I brouglit to my 
husband. He haa therefore written me a very business-like letter, in 
which he says he wishes for no alteration at present, but begs that, in the 
event of my making my -will, I should remember this, and not complicate 
mattere by leaving it to yourself, as had been my intention. 1 see notliing 
to offend in the jcquest. Your mother thinks differently.” 

Cecilia was so amazed at being told fuiythiug that slie only stared 
again, and opening a wide mouth, popped into it such a great piece of 
orange that she could not speak for some minutes. 

“ Cecilia has certainly attained years of discretion,” said her great- 
aunt; “she does not compromise heiaelf by giving any opinion on matters 
she does not understand.” 

Notwithstanding her outward imperturbability, Cecilia was a little 
stirred and interested by this history, and by the little conversation which 
had preceded it. Her mother was aittipg upright in her chair as usual, 
netting with vigorous action. Her large foot outstretched, her atiff bony 
hands working and jerking monotonously. Her father was dozing in his 
arm-chair ; old Mrs. Dormer, too, was nodding in her corner. The 
monotonous Maria was stitohiog in the lamplight Grey and black 
Aadows loomed all round her. The for end of the room was quite dark; 
the great curtains swept from their ancient comioea. Cecilia, for Ihe first 
tim in all her life, wondered whether she should ever live all ker life in 
this spot, ever go away f It seemed impesaible, aumatural, that she should 
ever do so. Silent, dull as it was, she wss uatfi to it, and did net know 
what was amiss. 

Young Frank Lulwoi|k» the lawyer’ ef the family— Mut fhd’O^h’s 
eldest son — it was who had Ibund it all out His dither vavte that with 
Mrs. Dormer^ pemaitsioa he proposed ompjigg down hi 4 ^ ^ 

show her the papen^ and to explain tjp her paMewally hew Ube wwbter 
stood. My eon and I,” said John Lulworth, hath dml dhat thie would 
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be ikr more agreeable to oar feelings, and perhi^ to yours, than having 
recourse to the usual professional intervention, for we have no desire to 
press our claims for the present, and we only wish that in the ultimate 
disposal of your property you should be aware how the matter really 
stands. We have always been led to suppose that the e^ate actually in 
question has been long destined by you for your grand-niece, Cecilia 
Lul worth. I hear from our old fiiend Dr. Hicks, that she is remarkably 
pretty and very amiable. Perhaps such vague possibilities are best 
unmentioned, but it has occurred to me that in the event of a mutual 
understanding springing up between the young folks, — my son and 
your grand-niece, — the connection might be agreeable to u# all, and lead to 
a renewal of that family intercourse which has been, to my great regret, 
suspended for some time past.” 

Old Mrs. Dormer, in her shaky Italian handwriting, answered her 
nephew’s letter by return of post : 

“ Mr DEAR NiA'nEW, — I must acknowledge the receipt of your epistle of the 13 th 
instant. By all means invite your son to pay us his proposed visit. Wo can then 
talk over business matters at our leisure, and young Prancis con be introdneed to his 
relatives. Although a long time has elapsed since we last met, believe me, my dear 
nephew, not unmindful of bygone associations, and yours very truly always, 

“ C. Dormer.” 

The letter was in the postman’s bag when old Mrs. Dormer informed 
Mrs. Charles of what she had done. 

Frank Lulworth thought that in all hie life he had never seen anything 
BO dismal, so silent, so neglected, as Doflicote Park, when he drove up 
a few days after, through the iron gates and along the black laurel 
wilderness which led to the house. The laurel branches, all unpruned, 
untrained, were twisting savagely in and out, wreathing and interlacing 
one another, clutching tender shootings, wrestling with the young oak- 
trees and the Uraes. He passed by black and sombre avenues lea^ng to 
mouldy temples, to crumbling summer-houses *, he saw wbat had once 
been a flower-garden, now all run to seed — wild, straggling, forlorn ; a 
broken-down bench, a heap of hurdles lying on the ground, a field-mouse 
darting across the road, a desolate autumn sun shining upon all this 
mouldering ornament and confiision. It seemed more forlorn and melan- 
choly by contrast, somehow, coining as ho did out of the loveliest countiy 
and natural sweetneaa into the difrk and tangled wilderness within these 
limestone walls of Dorllcote, 

The parish of Dorlicote-cum-Rockiugton looks prettier in the autumn 
than at any other time.* A hundred crisp tints, jewelled rays — greys, 
browns, purples, glinting %olds, and silvers, rustle and sparkle upon the 
branches of the nut-trees, of the bushes and thickets^ Soft blue mists and 
purple tints rest upon the distant hills ; scarh^ berries glow among the 
brown leaves of the hedges ; lovely mists fell and vanish suddenly, reveal^ 
ing bright and sweet autumnal sights ; blackberries, stacks of com, brpvm 
leaves crisping upon the turf, great pears hanging sweetening in the wm 
over the cottage Imtels, cows grazing and whisking their tails, blue nnoke 
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curling from the tall farm chimncya : all is peaceful, prosperous, gdden. 
You can sec the sea on clear days from certain knolls and hillocks 

Out of all these pleasant sights young Lulworth came into this dreary 
splendour. lie heard no sounds of life — he saw no one. His coachman 
had opened the iron gate. “ They doan’t keep no one to moind the gate,” 
said the driver, “ only tradesmen cooms to th’ouae.” Even the gardener 
and his boy were out of the way ; and when they got sight of the house at 
last, many of the blinds were down and shutters shut, and only two chim- 
neys were smoking. There was some one living in the place, however, for 
a watch-dog who was lying asleep in his kennel woke up and gave a 
heart-rending howl when Frank got out and rang at the bell. 

He had to wait an immense time before anybody answci*ed, although a 
little page in buttons came and stared at him in blank amazement from one 
of the basement windows, and never moved. Through the same window 
Frank could see into the kitchen, and he was aihused when a sleepy fat 
cook came up behind the little page and languidly boxed his ears, and 
seemed to order him off the premises. ^ 

The butler, ^ho at last answered the door, seemed utterly taken aback 
—nobody had called fyr months past, and here was a perfect stranger 
taking out his card, and asking for Mrs. Dormer as if it was the most 
natural thing in the world. The under-butler was half-asleep in his 
pantry, and had not heard the door-bell. The page — the very same whose 
ears had been boxed — came wondering to the door, and went to ascertain 
whether Mrs. Dormer would see the gentleman or not. 

“ What a vault, what a catacofhb, what an ugly old place ! ” thought 
Frank, as he waited. . He heard steps far, far away : then came a long 
silence, and then a heavy tread slowly approaching, and the old butler 
beckoned to him to follow — through a cobweb-colour room, through a 
brown room, through a grey room, into a great dim drab drawing-room, 
where the old lady was sitting alone. She had como down her back stairs 
to receive him; it was years since she had left her room before dinner. 

Even old ladies look kindly 4ipon a tall, well-built, good-looking, 
good-humoured young man. Frlpk’s nose was a little loo long, his 
mouth a little too straight ; but he was iv handsome young fellow with 
a charming manner. Only as he came up he was somewhat «hy and 
undecided — he did not know exactly how to address the old lady. This 
was Jiis great-aunt. He knew nothing whatever about her, but she 
was very rich; she had invited him to come, and sheiiad a kind face, he 
thought : fdiould he, —ought he to eipbrace her — perhaps he ought, and 
he made the slightest possible movement in this direction. Mrs. Dormer, 
diyining his object, pushed him weakly away. How do you do 7 No 
embraces, thank you.^ 1 don’t care for kissing at my age. Sit down — 
there, in that chair opposite— «and now tell me about your father, and 
all the family, and about this ridiculous discovery of yours* I don’t 
believe a word of it.” 

The interview between them was k>ng and satis&otoiy on the whole. 
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The unconacioua Cecilia and Miss Bowley returned that afternoon from 
their usual airing, and as it happened, CeoUia said, “ Oh, Maria 1 I left my 
mittens in the drawing-room, last night. I will go and fetch them.’’ And 
little thinking of what was awaiting her, she flung open the door and 
marched in through the ante-room— mushroom hat and brown veil, 
goloshes and dowdy gown, as usual. “ What is this ? ” thought young 
Lulwortb ; “ why, who would have supposed it was such a pretty girl ? ” 
for suddenly the figure stopped short, and a lovely fresh face looked up in 
utter amazement out of the hideous disguise. 

There, don’t stare, child,” said the old lady. “ This is Francis Lul- 
worth, a very intelligent young man, who has got hold of your fortune 
and ruined all your chances, my dear. He wanted to embrace mo just 
now. Francis, you may as well salute your cousin instead : she is much 
more of an age for such compliments,” said Mrs. Dormer, waving her hand. 

The impassive Cecilia, perfectly bewildered and not in the least under- 
standing, only turned her great sleepy astonished eyes upon her couain, 
and stood perfectly still as if she was one of those beautiful wax-ddlls one 
sees stuck up to be stared at. If she had been surpi-iaed before, utter 
consternation can scarcely convey her state of mincf when young Lulworth 
stepped forward and obeyed her aunt’s behest.^ And, indeed, a stronger- 
minded person than Cecilia might have been taken aback, who had Come 
into the drawing-room to fetch her mittens, and was met in such an 
astounding fashion. Frank, half laughing, half kindly, seeing that Cecilia 
stood quite still and stared at him, supposed it was expected and did as 
he was told. 

The poor girl gave one gasp of horror, and blushed for the first time, 

I believe, in the course of her whole existence. Bowley, fixed and open- 
mouthed from the inner room, suddenly fled with a scream, which recalled 
Cecilia to a senw.e of outraged propriety ; for blushing and blinking more 
deeply, she at last gavq three little sobs, and then, 0 horror I burst into 
tears I 

“ Highty-lighty ; what a much ado about nothing I ” said the old lady, 
losing her temper and feeling not a little guilty, and much alarmed as to 
what her niece Mrs. Lulworth migiit say were she to come on the scene. 

I b^ your pardon. I am so very, very sorry,” said tbe young naan, 
quite confused and puzzled. I ought to have known better. I frightened 
you. I am your couain, you know, and really — pray, pray excuse my 
Btupidit}',” he said, looking anxiously into the fair placid face along which 
the tears were coursiDg in two streams, like a child’s. 

Such a thing never happened in all my life before,” said Cecilia. 
“ I know it is wrong to cry, but really — ^really 

« Leave off crying directly, miss,” said her annt, testily, ** and let us 
have no more of this nonsense.” The ofl lady dreaded the motber’s 
arrival every instant. Frank, half laughing, but quite unhappy at the 
poor ^Vs distress, had taken up his hat to go that minute, not knowiuff 
what else to do. 
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AU 1 you're going," says old Mrs. Dormer ; no wonder. Cecilia, 
you have driven your couain away by your rudeneas." 

“ I’m not rude," sobbed Cecilia. “ I can’t help crying." 

“ The girl is a greater idiot than I took her for," cried the old lady. 
“ She has been kept here locked up, until she has not a single idea left in 
her silly noddle. No man of sense could endure her for five minutes. You 
wish to leave the place, I see, and no wonder ? ’’ 

“I really think," said Frank, ^‘that under the circumstances it is the 
best thing I can do. Miss Lulworth, I am sure, would wish me to go." 

Certainly," said Cecilia. Go away, pray go away. Ob, bow silly 
I am." 

Here was a catastrophe 1 

The poor old fairy was all puzzled and bewildered : her arts were 
powerless in this emergency. The princess had awakened, but in tears. 
The prince still stood by, distressed and concerned, feeling horribly guilty, 
and yet scai’cely able to help laughing. Poor CeeiJ^a ! her aunt’s reproaches 
had only bewildered her moie and more; and for th« first time in her life 
she was bewildered, discomposed, forgetful of hours. It was the hour of 
calisthenics ; but Miss Lulworth forgot everything that might have been 
expected from a young lady of her admirable bringing-up. 

Fairy tales are never very long, and this one ought to come to an end. 
The princess was awake now, and her simplicity and beauty touched the 
young prince, who did^ not, I think, really intend to go, though bo took 
up his hat. 

Certainly the story would not have been worth the telling if they had 
not been married soon after, and lived happily all the rest of their lives. 

It is not in fairy tales only that things fall out ns one could wish, and 
indeed, H. and T. agreed the other night that fairies, althotigh invisible, 
had not entirely vanished out of the land. . ' 

It is certainly like a fairy transformation to see Cecilia now-a-days in 
her own home with her children and husband about her. Bright, merry, 
full of sympathy and interest, she seems to grow prettier every mrauie. 

When Frank fell" in love with her and proposed, old Mrs, Dormer 
insisted upon instantly giving up the Dofiicote Farm for the young 
people to live .in. Mr. and Mrs. Frank Lulworth ore obliged to live in 
tjbndon, but they go there every summer with their children f and for some 
years after her marriage, Cecilia’s godmother, who took the opportunity 
of the wedding to break through many of her recluse habits, used to come 
and see her every day in a teagniftt^nt yellow chariot. 

Some^day I may perhaps tell you more abemt the fames and enchant- 
ing priooeiies of my acquaintance. 
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Full half a century ago, Diiguld Stewart, in hU Philosophical Essays^ 
speaking of an act of the human understanding manifested in language, 
colls it a mystery yet to be explained. He was quite convinced that the 
existing explanations were entirely wide of tlio mark — that the meaning of 
a sentence was neither the aggregate of the meanings of the several parts 
of speech, nor the result of a comparison between two of the parts ending 
in the affirmation or denial of their agreement by means of a verbal copula. 
But while he speaks contemptuously of these explanations, be gives none 
of his own — he seems to think the explanation impossible. Is it so ? Of 
course, in tliis, as in most other inquiries, we come at last M ground that 
we cannot penetrate ; but so far as the phenomenon can be explained, it is 
the purpose of this paper to show that since his time it l^as been explained* 
And if the explanation has not been received so as to be built upon 
universally in works of education, it is not that its truth has been or can 
be successfully questioned, but that, inasmuok as it would interfere with 
and set aside all that has been hitherto deemed fundamental in these 
works, there must arise, as a preparation for the change, an apparent 
necessity for it, springing from progress in other departments of learning. 

Now, it may be safely affirmed that there is very wide evidence of 
such progress, and the pages of this Magazine bear witness to it. Two 
articles may be especially referred to, — one in the number for May, 1863, 
which describes some curious experiments by Dr. Kaussmaul of Erlangen* 
to ascertain the inner life of new-born infants ; the other in the number 
for September, 1865, on “Induction and Deduction,” signed, Justus Von 
Liebig. A doctrine which they substantiate, though they do not expressly 
refer to it, must be mentioned as a truth which they include, namely, 
what has been called the relativity of human knowledge, in contradistinc* 
tion to instinctive knowledge, which last is given to brutes, and (with an 
exception to be presently noticed) to brutes only ; either with life origin 
nally, or with the development of their sensations. Aa to man, 
doctrine of the relativity of ^is knowledge is a point on which philosophers 
in this country are at one, however it may have to make its w|,y among^ 
the unphilesophioal multitude with whose strongest prepossessions it is at 
war. Say to any ordinary thinker that a man born blind can never knoW' 
what ligl)^ is, and you say what is at onee admitted \ but say thet naithap 
can he know, that is, be eonsmons oar aware of darkness^ and you afe 
by a itare of wonderiitg mcredoli^. What I not know ^kneia when# 
wheihor be opens his eyelids or keeps tiieiii shut, darknetts is befofo 
and around him 7 That is preeisely the reason that be eittmot know 
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cannot know tke thing itself, though he can class it with things which he 
does know, and talk about it with as much rationality as his clear-seeing 
neighbours. For darkness is the privation of light ; and though it is his 
peculiar position to be unable to experience the privation of what he 
never had, yet Tie knows the relation abstractly from the things because 
he knows experimentally other things that stand related in the same way 
— silence, for example, as the privation of sound ; empty space as the 
privation of that which filled it or can fill it ; scentlessness as the privation 
or absence of scent. And this, universally, is the nature and character of 
human knowledge. We know nothing as of itself, but only as it stands 
out in some relation to another thing; in other words, the human under- 
standing must have premises before it, or it does not act — it is dormant till 
appointed or adequate premises arise. In only one particular does the 
human creature receive knowledge, in the early stage of his existence, 
immediately with sensation, as irrational creatures always receive it, if, as 
was said above, not at once with life, yet as their sensations ripen. It was 
ascertained by the experiments reported in the fSfmjBr of the two papers 
to which allusion has been made, that while the new-born babe seeks its 
first food instinctively, and has knowledge of it immediately through the 
organa of taste, yet as 4o its other sensations, there was no evidence to show 
that any knowledge accompanied them. Of man, then, it may be said that 
when newly born, lie has everything to learn but the perception of his 
first food ; and without that perception he would perish almost as soon as 
ho exists. 

But some foimidable questions arise if we admit this statement. If 
man's earliest existence is sensational only, how does it become intellectual 
also ? And having become intellectual as well as sensational, how is it 
that our early-acquired knowledge is not separable at will from our sensa- 
tions, but has the character and effect of being instinctive, as perception 
in irrational creatures always is? These questions physiology, in its 
present advanced state, is quite able to solve. "The solution cannot be 
entered upon here, but it amounts to this : that our direct or real sensa- 
tions — those, to wit, which are produced by outward causes — by repetition 
in series, generate from within unreal or ideal effects, and these take place 
of the real when ^he latter fall away from the series, so that the real and 
the unreal, the substantial and the ideal, now stand forth in contrast, and 
the one is known because the other is known. But the act of the under- 
standing which yields this knowledge having fulfilled its end, needs no 
repetitioB^ anymore than a syllogism needs repetition at full When its 
conclusion is established. The real or the ideal sensation then by its niere 
presence brings up the acquired knowledge, and thenceforward man’s 
being is intellectual as well as sensational ; that is to say, he now knows 
the outward world distinctly fiom himself, and is prepared tP acquire by 
degrees tbe further knowledge of it which awaits the occasions, and these 
come in his way sometimes so that he cannot escape them, soraethnes so 
that he has to choose his premises, sometimes a ohanoe that fidk appa^ 
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rentJy to him alone, sometimes by wild poetical suTmise, of which kind of 
surmise the philosophy of Plato affords the moat splendid example in the 
history of human thought ; and in our day, we boast that they are somo- 
times attained by scientific process, that is, by the surmise of a previously 
disciplined mind, followed and established, if established, by Baconian 
research. 

That what physiology is thus able to trace to its beginning is the true 
explanation we have ground in two directions to assert : first, because 
unless man from the beginning obtained his knowledge differently from 
brutes, he would not be the only creature capable of rational language ; 
and secondly, because, while the knowledge which is given with the gift of 
life to other creatures is at once adequate to the ends of their being, so 
that they are never able of themselves to alter or increase it, the know- 
ledge which man gets he gett by degrees, and always under the liability 
to error. What, indeed, has been the progress of knowledge up to the 
present time but the correction of misunderstandings arising out of unwar- 
rantable assumptions of premises, leaving us in this condition— that how- 
ever good may seem our present ground (and the goodness is attested by 
the fruit — the practical benefits it yields), yet wc ate never sure that a 
future generation will not see, under other relations than wo see, those 
very things concerning which we are at present most assured ? This is to 
assert, in other words, that although, in the proceitt of Deduction, or 
giving of our knowledge forth or out, we cannot err with relation to the 
premises w’e count on liaving attained, yet in the previous process of 
Induction, or drawing of our knowledge m, we arc always liable to error. 

Thus far we have led the reader on ground established by views 
already opened in the pages of this Magazine. It remains to show that the 
actual ministry of language to thought accords with these views, and first 
to assert — wbat indeed is never denied — that language is used for the 
two purposes named, that is to say^ for induction and for deduction. It is 
when used for the latter purpose that we shall have to discredit the 
existing modes of explanation, and to substitute one that shall adapt itself 
to the exigency. 

When we deduce (that is, bring forth) what we know and wish to be 
known, we put parts of speech together in order to make the whole 
speech by which it shall be signified. Now the knowledge ot meaning 
we widi to convey is one and singular— why, then, in trying to convey it, 
do we use an expressioD made up of parts 7 Not certainly by preference; 
for suppose the meaning to be already provided with some one inditisible 
expression, there is no doubt that ihe one single expression would bo used. 
A Roman of old said esurio when the oocasion to say so arose ; on the ‘ 
occasion {^rising to an Englidiman, he puts three parts of speech together, 
and says I am hungry. But in the latter case, is not the meaning as mudi 
one and indivisibleiM in the other 7 No, will be the common answer ; ftir each 
part of speech has its separate memiing, and it is by putting these 
together thift get the whole meaning. A very little oonaiderakcA wifi 
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■how that this ezpUamtioxi eannot stand. It is true that aad and 
Itungry, have oa(^ a separate meaning, bat each word, b]r its very gram- 
matioal character as a part of speech, and not the whole speech, forces ns 
to wait the result. Let the speaker stop at /, and the bearer asks, Well, 
what about 1 7 Let him stop at I am, and a similar question is put. 
And when the whole speech is formed, has there been, in correspondence 
with the addition of parts, an addition of the meaning of the parts? 
Quite the contrary — the effect has been subtraction, not addition. Till 
I is joined to am, and am to /, the term I has no meaning which corre- 
sponds to anything that is known or can be known in the whole compass 
of nature as nature exists for us, inasmuch as there is no such thing as a 
person who is not an individual, while /, in the abstract, is general or 
uniTersal in meaning. So am stands for existence abstracted from every- 
thing existing in particular ; an abstraction having nothing corresponding 
to it in nature. These abstract terms, then,*with their abstract meanings, 
have no value in the deductive process but as remises out of which 
special meanings shall arise, and when ^that meaning Is yielded, the 
premises cease to have separate meanings. The remaining part of speech, 
signifies being hungry abstracted from every one that hungers; 
but in joining it to /-am, we take its abstract meaning away; and now 
tlie three parts of speech are one expression with one meaning, whose 
parts are separately meaningless. In point of fact, with regard to this 
particular example (and the example is anything but singular), custom 
has rendered us inattentive to the meanings of the separate parts, so that 
the English expression is, to all inteifts and purposes, as much a word of 
four immeaning syllables as is the Latin one. 

Now, the effect here asserted as to the jtmetion of the parts of speech 
in this instance, is the effect tnertrERSALLY of such junction. Whenever 
we put two parts of speech together which are fit, as we say, to make 
sense, this sense is one, and the expression is one : — if yem divide 
the expression, you do not divide the meaning ; meaning has no parts ; 
you do but go back to the meanings out of which the special meaning 
has sprung. If I put together the two parts of speech, black and Wrrf, 
to form the one name for the one thing, black no longer signifies anything 
that js black, and bird no longer signifies any bird ; what was general in the 
meaning of each part has flown off; black restricts bird to the spedal meaning, 
and hiird restricts blacky and we have one name of two syllables as the efihot.* 


* This Inet nStmiM of the following illastniSion:-^* 



1^ foe two drdss rsmeient the ■b8treet;Ptonil)gi of top 
they ftro«KitfU)ted to mils sentoj they can tmi stand side by 
of placing them; bat if they have tlun;)«svl(>iu iltoe^ lit 
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But see 'what is the eousequenoe of the uudemahle foot. If parts of ^>eeoh 
as iaat as the^ are put together yield meaning more and more special, and 
that special meaning ia always one, then a long disoouia^e, if its parts are 
logically as well as grammatioally put together, will be but as one word 
for the one special state of thought attained. Let ua see how this applies 
to a syllogism formally drawn out. Every 7nan ia a brothar* By our 
doctrine this proposition ia one expression for the one special meaning 
attained from general premises } and the following is another such expres- 
sion I'^Every negro ia a man. But the moment of understanding these 
special meanings relatively is the moment of understanding a still more 
special meaning out of theip, and whether we express this result in a third 
proposition or not, the reault---that is tho knowledge attained— remains, 
namely, that every negro ia a brother. Observe how the effect would fail 
if, after saying, Every man is a brother, we were to say, Every negro ia 
woolly-headed. Well and good, would be the observation of our respon- 
dent, but what then ? There is no result, no one truth included in the 
two, and we leave the propositions grammatically, as they are logicsUy, 
distinct. 

We have nothing different in 'effect when, instead of logically' related 
propositions, we put together logically related parts of simpler grammatical 
character ; for instance, large circlea. Here the two parts yield one 
special meaning — conclusion, if wo choose to call it so— what was general 
in the meaning of each being sunk by the ftmtual restriction. But now, 
attempt to put together aqwire and circlea ; and this, in many languages, 
you can do effectually, as far as .grammar is concerned, by making the 
adjective agree with the substantive in number, gender, and oase ; but is 
there any logical result 7 /Ihe two parts retain their separate meanings, 
just as do the two propositioDS in the previous example. 

some of the things meant by tbs other, and the passing of one circle partially over the 
other so as to create a space which they both include, while what remains of each 
drcle falls away and is lost, will correspond to the process intended to be ninstrated. 

When, however, one of the ti^o parts has a privative meaning, foch as we And 
in no, not, du, un, in, less, the illustration moat be modified a little. The dae 
most then go, not partially, but quite over the other, so as to obliterate It. 8tfli 
we get this effect— a special meaning out of two previous meanings ; for the meaning 
obliterated, nevertheless, restricts that which obliterates It, and so from no and body 
we get nobody i from no and thing, nothing; from can and not, cannot, from, dis and 
join, di^in; from un and happy, unhappy; from tn and glorious, inglorious; from 
friend and less,friendless. 

Li the instances hen given there is this peculiarity, that the premises of the 
special meaning are not written separately, but ore joined so as to yield si once the 
one cxpnmion for the onS meaning. This may be done when the mesning has 
often occurred ihat we no longer heed the premises leading to it } bat whether it be 
done or not, the principle of sndi Junction accompanies eveiy act of kgftstf dSwsls^ 
ment. Ifor instancy from no and moa we get the part of spMoh ntnaan; from 
and happy, the part of ipeedi ^ite-bappy; froB|| is and quitoAappy, the pert of 
speech is-quHeAtyipyj end from no-mofi end is-gHiio-happy, the oompiletsd 
Bnt even ihli coo^^eted speech beomuts a part of speech if foUo^ Or pneedadbv 
a part that maky sense with^t 
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It appear aleaf » tha fott^ patita it 

together in order to reach a moaning is in 1lrhi<^ we add 

meaning to meaning) hut the veij reverae« ,>%^There: iS) however, Another 
way of accounting hr what tahea place, apid m^yteijn^ye to examine ^ fpc 
which end we will go back to wnr dret exmo^ ftm Hjere, it la 

aaad, I is the subject, hungry the predicate, and am the copula. By neing 
these as instmments in the operation, we are said to institute a comparison 
between the subject and the proposed predicate, and, after due considera- 
tioD, we affirm their agreement by means of the copula. If this is a true 
description of the process, of course ours is erroneous ; and that it 
essentially differs from ours, is apparent from this, that by the very 
nature of the asserted process, the parts of speech are kept in their 
unfused abstract state ; and when they join, it is not to yield something 
different in meaning to the previous parts, as in chemical eombination 
wo get a new substance out of the combining elements, but the junction is 
purely mechanical, the elements remaining precisely wha$ they were. 

But here the question arises — Is a part of speech no value or use 
while it remains separate ? The answer is, that in the induction of know- 
ledge it is of incalculable use and value, although in the deduction it^ use 
is no other than has been shown. It is by the assistance of terms at first 
special — lit first significant of the individual things, real and unreal, that 
make up the outward and inward worlds in which for the present we live, 
and move, and have our being — ^it is by these that we assemble and group 
the particulars, and entertain the relations in which they stand to each 
other abstractly firom the thiags themselves, though the things suggest the 
abstractions On this point we have Nothing new in doctrine to offer : — 
•uocinoily we may state that as the business of, deduction is speoializatioo, 
that of indnodon is generalizatioU| and geueralizatian always indudea 
abstraction — the abstracting of what is common to all the individualB of 
the ^lecies^ genua, or dais. And it may perhaps startle some persons 
to dedhne thi^ these abatrao^ons can never oany us beyond the worlds 
of fiuiey and reality ten whioh they spring, and to which, when properly 
ttasd^ they always ret em | so that any attempt to transcend, by their 
in^Mins, our present sphere of aetmn and of thought must end, if it end 
in an enortnooi delnsion. 
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figure, and the confidential oourtesj and einoothness of his manner and 
his voice. 

“ * Charmed to see you again,’ said the doctor, looking about him 
a little anxiously, and producing his card-case in a very precipitate 
manner. ‘ But my dear Miss Gwilt, permit me to rectify a slight mistake 
on your part. Doctor Downward of Pamlico is dead and buried ; and you 
will infinitely oblige me if you will never, on any consideration, mention 
him again 1 ’ 

“I took the card he offered me, and discovered that I was now 
supposed to be speaking to ‘ Doctor Le Doux, of the Sanatorium, Fair- 
weather Vale, Hampstead 1 ’ 

‘ You seem to have found it necessary,’ I said, ‘ to change a great 
many things since I last saw you ? Your name, your residence, your 
personal appearance, ? ’ 

“ ^ And my branch of practice,’ interposed the doctor. ‘ I have 
purchased of the original possessor (a person of feeble enterprise and no 
resources) a name, a diploma, and a partially co^npjeted sanatorium for 
the reception of nervous invalids. We iu*e open already to the inspection 
of a few privileged friends — come and see us. Are you walking my 
way ? Pray take my arm, and tell me to what happy chance I am 
indebted for the pleasure of seeing you again ? ’ 

told him the circumstances exactly as they had happened, and 
I added (with a view to making sure of his relations with his former 
ally at Pimlico) that I had been greatly surprised to heai' Mrs. Older- 
shaw’s door shut on such an old ffiend as himself. Cautious as he 
was, the doctor’s manner of receiving my remark satisfied me at once 
that my suspicions of an estrangement were well founded. His smile 
vanished, and he settled his hideous spectacles irritably on the bridge 
of his nose. < \ 

** * Pardon tne if I leave you to draw yqpr own eonohudq^^ he said. 
* The subject of Mrs. Oldershaw is,*I legret to say, far from 'agreeable to 
me under existing circumstances. A business difficulty connected with 
our late partnership at Pimlico, entirely without interest for a young and 
brilliant woman like yourself. Tell me your news 1 Have you left your 
situation at Thorpe- Ambrose ? Are you residing in London ? Is there 
anything, professional or otherwise, that I can do for you ? * 

“ That last question was a more important one than he supposed. 
Before 1 answered it, 1 felt the necessity of parting company with him 
and of getting' a little time to think. 

* You have kindly asked doctor, to pay you a visft,* I said. ^ In 
your quiet house at Hampstead, I may possibly*^ lu^ve something ^ say 
to you which 1 can’t say in this noisy street. When^'ore you at hon^ 
at the Sanatorium 7 Should I find you there latev tn thn day 7 ’ 

**The doctor assured me that he was then on his way‘ *nd 
begged that I would name my own hour. 1 soidj * I’owords HiKp idUr- 
noon;’ and, pleadii^ an engagement, hailed the first mnnftnipl^ 
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ug. * Don’t forgot the addreaoi* Mtid the doetoT) m bo banded me in. * I 
liave got your card/ I anewered— and ao we parted. 

returned to the hotel, and went up into m/ room, and thought 
over it very anxiouely. 

The serious obstacle of the signature on the marriage register 
still stood in my way as unmanageably as ever. AH hope of getting 
assistance from Mrs. Oldershaw was at an end. I could only regwd her 
henceforth as an enemy hidden in the dark — the enemy, beyond all doubt 
now, who had had me followed and watohed when I Was last in London^ 
To what other counsellor could I turn for the advice which my unlucky 
ignorance of law and business obliged me to seek from some one more 
experienced than myself ? Could I go to the lawyer whom 1 consulted 
when I was about to marry Midwinter in my maiden name 7 Impoasiblo 1 
To say nothing of his cold reception of me when I had last seen him, the 
advice I wanted this time, related (disguise the facta as 1 might) to the 
commission of a Fraud — a fraud of the sort that no prosperous lawyer 
would consent to assist, if he had a character to lose. Was there any 
other competent person 1 could think of 7 There was one, and one only 
— the doctor who had died at Pimlico, and had revivedv again at 
Hampstead. 

“ I knew him to be entirely without scruples ; to have the business 
experience that I wanted myself ; and to be as cunning, as clever, and as 
far-seeing a man os could be found in all London. Beyond this, I had 
made two important discoverieB in connection with him that morning. In 
the first place, he was on bad terms with Mrs. Oldershaw,— which would 
protect me from all danger of the two leaguing together against me, if 1 
trusted him. In the second place, ciroumstances still obliged him to 
keep his identity carefully disguised, — which gave me a hold over him 
in no respect inferior to afty hold that I might give him ever ms. In 
every way he was the right man, 4he only man, for my purpose ; and 
yet I hesitated at going to him — ^hesitated ibr a full hour and mors, 
without knowing why ! 

“ It was two o’clock before 1 finally decided on paying the doctor a 
visit. Having, after this, occupied nearly another hour in determining to 
a hair’s breadth bow far I should take him into my confidence, I sent for 
a cab at last, and set off towards three in the afternoon for Hampstead. 

^ 1 found the Sanatorium with some little difficulty. 

« EairweStber Vale proved to be a new neighbourhood, ritualcd below 
the high grouad Q^.danipst«Bd| on the souUkem side. The day was ev«i/ 
oast, and the phsoe looked very dreary. We approached it by a new rood 
running betwettu trees, wbi^ might onoe have been the park-aveiiite 6t a 
country house. At the end we came upca a wiktamem of open 
hiilf-finished villas dotted about, and a hideous litter of beards^ 
bamwSf sod huUdtsg mstearials of aU sorts Mattered is every diMiitt. 
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At one corner of this scene of desolation stood a great overgrown dismal 
house, plastered with drab-ooloured stucco, and surrounded by a naked un- 
finished ^farden, without a shrub or a flower in it — ^frightful to behold. On 
the open iron gate that led into this enclosure was a new brass plate, with 
* Sanatorium ’ inscribed on it in great black letters. The bell, when the 
cabman rang it, pealed through the empty house like a knell; and the 
pallid withered old manservant in black, who answered the door, looked as 
if he had stepped up out of his grave to perform that service. He let out 
on mC a smell of damp plaster arid new varnish ; and he let in with me a 
chilling draught of the damp November air. I didn’t notice it at the 
time — but writing of it now, I remember that I shivered as I crossed the 
threshold. 

“ I gave my name to the servant as ‘ Mrs. Armadale,’ and was shown 
into the waiting-room. The very fire itself was dying of damp in the 
grate. The only books on the table were the doctor’s Works, in sober 
drab covers; and the only object that ornamented the walls was the 
foreign Diploma (handsomely framed and glazed), which the doctor had 
possessed himself by purchase, along with the foreign name. 

After a moment or two, the proprietor of the Sanatorium came in, 
and held up his hands in cheerful astonishment at the sight of me. 

“ ‘I hadn’t an idea who “ Mrs. Aimadale ” was 1 ’ he said. ‘ My dear 
lady, have you changed your name, too ? How sly of you not to tell me 
when we met this morning 1 Come into my private snuggery — I can’t 
think of keeping an old and dear friend like you in the patients’ waiting- 
room.’ 

“ The doctor’s private snuggery was at the back of the house, looking 
out on fields and trees, doomed but not yet destroyed by the builder. 
Horrible objects in brass and leather and glass, twisted and turned as if 
they were sentient things writhing in agonies of pain, filled up one end of 
the room. A great book-case with glass doors extended over the whole of 
the opposite wall, and exhibited on its shelves long rows of glass jars, in 
which shapeless dead creatures of n dull white colour floated in yellow 
liquid. Above the fireplace hung a collection of photographic portraits 
of men and women, enclosed* in two large frames hanging side by side 
with a space between them. The left-hand frame illustrated the effects of 
nervous suffering as seen in the face; the right-hand frame exhibited 
the ravages of insanity from the same point of view ; while the space 
between was occupied by an elegantly-illuminated scroll, bearing inscribed 
on it the time-honoured motto, ^ Prevention is better than Cure.* 

“ ^ Here I am, with my galvanic apparatus, «iid my preserved specif 
mens, and all the rest of it,* s^d the doctor, placin|; in^ chair by the 
fireside. ^ And there is my System mutely afldteaaing you just ahev^- 
your head, under a form of expodtien which I venture to describe as 
frankness itself. This is no madhouse, my dear lady. Let other men 
treat insanity, if they like — i stop it ! No patients in the house iS yUt. 
But we live in an age when nervous derangement (parent dt is 
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steadily on tihe increase ; and in due time tha sufferers will come. I can 
wait as Harvey waited, as Jenner waited. And noWi do put your feet up 
on the fender, and tell me about yourself. You are married, of course ? 
Ajid what a pretty name 1 Accept my beat and most heartfelt congratu- 
lations. You have the two greatest blessings that can fall to a woman*i 
lot ; the two capital H’s, as I call them— Husband and Home.* 

I intemipted the genial flow of the dootor*s congratulations the 
first opportunity. 

“ < I am married ; but the circumstances are by no meams of the ordi- 
nary kind,* I said seriously. ‘ My present position includes none the 
blessings that are usually supposed to fall to a woman's lot. I am already 
in a situation of very serious difficulty— and befose long I may be in a 
situation of very serious danger as well.’ 

“ The doctor drew his chair a little nearer to me, and fell at once into 
his old professional manner and his old confidential tone. 

“ ‘ If you wish to consult me,’ he sflid softfy, * you know that I have 
kept some dangerous secrets in my time, and you also know that I possess 
two valuable qualities as an adviser. I am not easily shocked; and 1 can 
be implicitly trusted.’ 

“ I hesitated even now, at the eleventh hour, sitting alone with him in 
his own room. It was so strange to me to be trusting to anybody but 
myself ! And yot, how could I help trusting another person, in a difficulty 
which turned on a matter of law ? 

“ ‘ Just as you please, you know,’ added the doctor, ‘ I never invite 
confidences. 1 merely receive them.’ 

“ There was no help for it ; I had come there not to hesitate, but to 
speak. I risked it, and spoke. 

“ ‘ The matter on which I wish to consult you,’ I said, 4s not (as you 
seem to think) within your experience as a professional man. But 1 
believe you may be of assistance to me, if I trust myself to your larger 
experience as a man of the world. 1 warn you, beforehand, that 1 shall 
certainly surprise and possibly alarm you before I have done.’ 

“ With that preface, I entered on my atory, telling him what I had 
settled to tell him — and no more. 

I made no secret, at the outset, of my intention to personate Arma- 
dale’s widow ; and I mentioned without reserve (knowing that the doctor 
could go to the office and examine the will for himself) the handsome 
income that would be settled on me in the event of my success, jflome 
of the circumstances that followed next in succession, I thought it desirable/ 
to al^r or Conceal. I showed him the newspaper account of the loss 
the yacht — but I said nothing about events at Naples. I informed hinvof 
the exact rimilarity of the two limnes ; leaving hitn to imagine that it iru 
accidental. I told him, as an important element in ^ matter, that 
husband had k^t his real name a profound secret flrom ermybody hut 
myself; but (to prevent any copununioation between them) I oaraWly 
concealed from the doctor what the assumed name xmder which Midwint^ 
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had lived all his life teally was. I ackDowledged that 1 had lei% my hus- 
band behind me on the Continent ; but when the doctor put the question, 
I allowed him to conclude — I couldn’t with all my resolution tell him posi- 
tively I — that Midwinter knew of the contemplated Fraud, and that he 
was staying away ptlrposely so as not to compromise me by his presence. 
Tliis difficulty smoothed over — or, as 1 feel it now, this baseness com- 
mitted,' — I reverted to myself, and came back again to the truth. One 
after another, I mentioned all the circumstances connected with my pri- 
vate marriage, and with the movements of Armadale and Midwinter, 
which rendered any discovery of the false personation (through the evi- 
dence of other people) a downright impossibility. ‘ So much,’ I said, 
in conclusion, ‘ for the object in view. The next thing is to tell you 
plainly of a very serious obstacle that stands in my way.’ 

“ The doctor, who had listened thus fur without interrupting me, 
begged permission here to say a few words on his side before I went on. 

The * few words ’ proved to*bc all question3-«^clever, searching, sus- 
picious questions, — which I was, however, able to answer with little 
or no reserve, for they related, in almost every instance, to the circum- 
stances under which I had been married, and to the chances for and 
against my lawful husband if he chose to assert his claim to me at any 
future time. 

*^My replies informed the doctor, in the first place, that I had so 
managed matters at Thorpe- Ambrose as to produce a general impression 
that Armadale intended to marry me ; in the second place, that my 
husband’s early life had not been of a kind to exhibit him favour- 
*iibly in the eyes of the world ; in the third place, that we had been 
married without any witnesses present wlio knew us, at a largo parish 
church in which two other couples had been married the same morning, 
to say nothing of th«^ozens on dozens of other couples (confusing all 
remembrance of us in the minds of the officiating people) who had been 
married since. When put the doctor in possession of these facts — 
and when he had furthei ^ascerteined that Midwinter and 1 had gone 
abroad among strangers imm&dialtely ^er leaving the church ; and that 
the men employed on board the yaoli^ in which Armadale had sailed 
from Somersetshire (before my marriage) were^ now away in ships 
voyaging to the other end of the world-^hii confidence in my prospects 
showed itsedf plainly in his face. ^ So ^ as I can' S6e/ he said, ^ your 
husband’s claim to you (after you have stepped into the plaoe of the 
dead Mr. Armadale’s widow) would rest on nothing but his own bare 
assertion. And that I think ^ you itlay safely set at defiance. Excuse 
my apparent distrust of the gentleman. But there might be a miaunder- 
standing between you in the future, and it is highly desirable to aaoertain 
beforehand exactly what he could or could not do under* iSiose ciroum* 
stances. And now that we have done with the main obatade that I me 
in the way of your suecesSf let us by all meani come to the obstacle that 
you see next I * 



1 wM willing enough to oome te it. The tone in which he of 
Midwinter, though I myself was responsible for it, jarred on me horribly, 
[ind roused for the moment some of the old folly of feeHog whieh 1 fancied 
I had laid asleep for ever. I inished at the chance of changing the subject, 
and mentioned the disorepnncy in the register between the hand in which 
Midwinter had signed the name of Allan Armadale, and the hand in which 
Armadale of Thorpe- Ambrose had been accustomed to write hiS name, 
with an eagerness which it quite diverted the doctor to see. 

“‘Is that all ? ’ he asked, to my infinite surprise and relief, when I 
had done. ‘ My dear lady, pray set your mind at ease I If the late 
Mr. Armadale’s lawyers want a proof of your marriage, they won’t go to 
the churoh-regiater for it, 1 can promise you 1 * 

“ ‘ What ! ’ I exclaimed in astonishment ; ‘ do you mean to say that 
the entry in the register is not a proof of my marriage ? ’ 

“‘It IS a proof,’ said the doctor, ‘that you have been married to 
somebody. But it is no proof that you have been married to Mr. Arma- 
dale of Thoi pc- Ambrose. Jack Nokes or Tom Styles (excuse the honieli- 
neaa of the illustration 1) might have got the Licence, and gone to the church 
to be married to you under Mr. Armadale’s name — and 4he register (how 
could it do otherwise ?) must in that case have innocently assisted the 
deception. I see I surprise you. My dear madam, when you opened this 
interesting business you surprised me — 1 may own it now — by layfhg so 
much stress on tlie curious similarity between the two names. You 
might liave entered on the very daring and romantic enterprise in which 
you are now engaged, without necessarily marrying your present husband. 
Any other man would have done just as well, provided he was willing to 
take Mr. Armadale’s name for the purpose.’ 

“ I felt my temper going at this. * Any other tnan would not have 
done just ns well,’ I rejoined instantly. ‘But f^the similarity of the 
names, I should never have thought of the cnterjroe at all.’ 

“ The doctor admitted that he had Bpokefl''t<^ hastily. * That personal 
view of the subject had, I confess, escaped nil/ he said. ‘ However, let 
us get back to the matter in hand. caWse of what I may term an 

adventurous medical life, 1 have brought more than once into contact 
with the gentlemen of the fiwfj and have had opportunities of observing 
their prooeedirtgs Ixi- <^es if, let us sajf, Domestic Jurisprudence. 1 am 
quite sure I ’atn^eSfep^ ih informing you that the proof which will be 
required by Mr. Armadale’s representatives will be the evidence of a 
witness present ftt the marriage, who can speak to the identity of th^ 
bridq hnd bridegroom from bis own personal knowledge.’ j 

“ ‘But 1 have already told you,’ I said, Hhat there was no suoli 
present.’ ^ 

“‘Precisely,’ r^oined the doctor. ^In that case, what y<m now 
want, befbre you Can safely stir a step in the matter, b— *if you wiS 
pardon me the expression-^ ready-made witness, possessed of rare ihoaal 
and personal resources, who cam be trusted to assume &e nriilifUifcfj 
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character^ and to make the necessary Declaration before a magistrate. 
Do you know of any such person ? ’ asked the doctor, throwing himself 
back in his chair, and looking at me with the utmost innocence. 

‘ I only know You,’ I said. 

The doctor laughed softly. * So like a woman 1 ’ he remarked, with 
the most exasperating good-humour. * The moment she sees her object, 
she dashes at it headlong the nearest way. Oh, the sex 1 the sex 1 ’ 

“ * Never mind the sex 1 ’ I broke out impatiently. ‘ I want a serious 
answer — Yes or No ? ’ 

“ The doctor rose, and waved his hand with great gravity and 
dignity all round the room. ^ You see this vast establishment,’ he 
began ; ^ you can possibly estimate to some extent the immense stake 1 
have in its prosperity and success. Your excellent natural sense will 
tell you that the Principal of this Sanatorium must be a man of the most 
unblemished character ’ 

‘ Why waste so many words,’ I said, ‘ whej^ one word will do ? 
You mean No 1 ’ 

“ The Principal of the Sanatorium suddenly relapsed into the character 
of my confidential friend. 

‘ My dear lady,’ he said, * it isn’t Yes, and it isn’t No, at a moment’s 
notice. Give me till to-morrow afternoon. By that time, I engage to 
be ready to do one of two things — either to withdraw myself from this 
business at once, or to go into it with you heart and soul. Do you agree 
to that? Very good — we may drop the subject then till to-morrow. 
Where can I call on you when I have decided what to do ? ’ 

There was no objection to my tnisting him with my address at the 
hotel. I had taken care to present myself there as ‘ Mrs. Armadale ; ’ 
and 1 had given Midwinter an address at the neighbouring post-ofiSce to 
write to, when he aiiswered my letters. We settled the hour at which 
the doctor was to call ^n me ; and, that matter arranged, I rose to go, 
resisting all ofiers of ref*eshme|it, and all proposals to show me over the 
house, llis smooth persistence in keeping up appearances after we had 
thoroughly understood each other, disgusted me. I got away from him as 
soon as I could, and came back to my diary and my own room. 

“ We shall see how it ends to-morrow. My own idea is that my 
confidential friend will say Yes. 

November 2itL — The doctor has said Yes, os I supposed— but on 
terms which 1 never anticipated. The condition on which 1 have secured 
his services amounts to nothing* lesa^ than the payment to him, on my; 
stepping into the place of Armadale’s widow, of half my first year’s income 
— in other words, six hundred pounds I 

“ 1 protested against this extortionate demand in every limy I eouM 
think of. All to no putpose. The doctor met me with tiie tfk>8t engaging 
frankness. Nothing, he said, bat the accidental embarrassment of his 
pontion at the present time would have induced him to miiic htinself up 
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in the matter at all. Ho would honestly oonf^ that ho had exhatts^ 
his own resouroes, and the resources of other persons whom he described 
ns his ‘ backei^s/ in the purchase and completion of the Sanatorium. 
Under those circumstances, six hundred pounds in project Was on' 
object to him. For that sum he would run the serious risk of advising 
and assisting me. Not a farthing less would tempt him — and there he 
left it, with his best and friendliest wishes, in my hands 1 

“ It ended in the only way in which it could end. I had no choice 
but to accept the terms, and to let the doctor settle things on the spot as 
])0 pleased. The arrangement once made between us, I must do him the 
justice to say that he showed no disposition to let the grass grow under 
his feet. He called briskly for pen, ink, and paper, and suggested opening 
the campaign at Thorpe- Ambrose by to-night’s post. 

“ We agreed on a form 6f letter which I wrote, and which he copied 
on tho spot. I entered into no particulars at starting. I simply asserted 
that I was the widow of the deceased Mr. Armadale ; that I had been 
privately married to him ; that I had returned to England on his sailing 
in the yacht from Naples; and that I begged to enclose a copy cf my 
marriage-certificate, as a matter of form with whicli I presumed it was 
customary to comply. The letter was addressed to * The representatives 
of the late Allan Armadale, Esq., Thorpe-Ambrose, Norfolk.’ And tho 
doctor himself carried it away, and put it in the post. 

" 1 am not so excited and so impatient for results as I expected to be, 
now that the first step is taken. The thought of Midwinter haunts me 
like a ghost. I have been writing to him again — as before, to keep up 
appearances. It will be my last letter, I think. My courage feels 
shaken, my spirits get depressed, when my thoughts go back to Turin. I 
am no more capable of facing the consideration of Midwinter at this 
moment than 1 was in the bygone time. The day of reckoning with 
him, once distant and doubtful, is a day that may come to me now, I 
know not how soon. And here 1 am, ^rusting myself blindly to the 
chapter of Accidents still 1 

Novemher 25th,^At two o’6lock to-day the doctor called again by 
appointment. H 9 has been to his lawyers (of course without taking 
them into our confidence) to put the case simply of proving my marriage. 
The result confirms What ke has already told me. The pivot on which 
the whole matter will tom, if my claim is disputed, will be the questioa 
of identity ; and it may be necessary for the witness to make his Deola* 
ration in the maigistrates’ presence before the week is out. 

In this position of affairs, the doctor thinks it important tVt we 
should be within easy reach of each other, imd proposes to find a 
lodging for me in his neighbourhood. 1 am quite willmg to ge anywWe 
fi>r, among the o^ier strange fimoies that Imve got possesi&on of nse, I 
have an idea that 1 idiaU feel more completely loiift to Midwinter if 1 
nut of the neig^bouihood in which his letters are addressed to me. | 



m 


ARMADALE. 


awalcfi and thinking of him again last night. This morning I have 
finally decided to write to him no more. 

“ After staying half an hour, the doctor loft me — having first inquired 
whether I would like to accompany him to Hampstead to look for 
lodgings. I inforrned him that I had some business of my own which 
would keep mo in London. He inquired what the business was. ‘ You 
will see,’ I said, ‘ to-morrow or next day.’ 

“ I had a moment’s nervous trembling when I was by myself again. 
My business in London, besides being a serious bubiness in a woman’s 
eyes, took my mind back to Midwinter in spite of me. The prospect 
of removing to my new lodging had reminded me of the necessity of 
dressing in my new character. The time liad come now for getting 7ny 
widow's weeds. 

“ My first proceeding, after putting my bonnet on, was to provide 
myself wuth money. I got what I wanted to fit me out for the character 
of Armadale’s widow, by nothing less than the sale of Ai-madale’s own 
present to me on my marriage — the ruby ring 1 It proved to be a more 
valuable jewel than I had supposed. I am likely to be spared all money 
anxieties for some time to come. 

On leaving the jeweller’s, 1 went to the great mourning shop in 
Regent Street. In four and twenty hours (if I can give them no more) 
they have engaged to di-ess me in my widow’s costume from head to foot. 
I had another feverish moment when I left the shop ; and, by way of 
further excitement on this agitating day, I found a surprise iu store for me 
on my return to the hotel. An elderly gentleman was announced to be 
waiting to see me. I opened my sitting-room door — and there was old 
Bashwood 1 

He had got my letter that morning, and had started for London by 
the next train to answer it in person. 1 had expected a great deal from 
him, but I had certainly not expected that. It flattered me. For the 
moment, I declare it flattered n^e 1 

“ I pass over the wretched old creature’s raptures and reproaches, and 
groans and tears, and weary long prosings about the lonely montlia he 
bad passed at Thorpe- Ambrose, brooding over my desertion of him. He 
was quite eloquent at times — but I don’t want his eloquence here. It is 
needless to sny that I put myself right with him, and consulted bia fiaelings 
before 1 asked him for bis newa. What a blessing a woman’s vanity is 
sometimes 1 1 almost forgot my risks and responsibilities, in my anxiety 

to be charming. For a minute or two, 1 felt a warm little flutter of 
triumph. And it teas a tri)^pb-^ven with an old man 1 In a quATter 
of an hfmXf X bad him BBprkliig and smiling, banging on my lightest 
words in an ecstaoy) au<l aniwering alt the questions I put to him» tike 
a good little child. 

Here is his account of aflaiia at Thoipe^^Ambreiei as I gently 
extracted it flrom him hit by bit;^ 

<*Xn the fltat plaisa* the news of Annidale^i dnitii hpa Mim 
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Milroy. It has 00 oomplet^Iy overwhelmed her that her ^thetr has been 
compelled to remove her from the school. She is bach at the oottage^ and 
the doctor is in daily attendance. Do I pity her? Yesl I pity her 
exactly as much as she once pitied mo I 

In the next place, the state of affairs at the groAt house, which I 
expected to find some difficulty in comprehending, turns out to* be quite 
intelligible, and certainly not discouraging so far. Only yeiterday, the 
lawyers on both sides came to an understanding. Mr. Darch (the family 
solicitor of the Blanchards, and Armadale’s bitter enemy in past times) 
represents the interests of Miss Blanchard, who is next heir to the estate, 
and who has, it appears, been in London on business of her own for some 
time past. ]\Ir. Smart, of J^orwich (originally employed to overlook 
Bush wood in the steward’s office), represents the deceased Armadale. And 
this is what the two lawyers have settled between them. 

Mr. Darch, acting for Miss Blanchard, has claimed the possession of 
the estate and the right of receiving tlie rents at the Christmas audit, in 
her name. Mr. Smart, on hia side, has admitted that there is great weight 
in the family solicitor’s application. lie cannot see Jiis way, as things are 
now, to contesting the question of Armadale’s death, and he will consent 
to offer no resistance to the application, if Mr. Darch will consent, on his 
side, to assume the responsibility of taking possession in Mias Blanchard’s 
name. This Mr. Darch has already done ; and the estate is now virtually 
in Miss Blanchard’s possession. 

“ One result of this course of proceeding will be (as Bashwood thinks) 
to put Mr. Darch in the position of the person who really decides on my 
claim to the widow’s place and the widow’s money. The income being 
charged on the estate, it must come out of Miss Blanchard’s pocket ; and 
the question of paying it would appear therefore to be a question for Miss 
Blanchard’s lawyer. To-morrow will probably decide whether this view 
is the right one — for my letter to Armadale’s representatives will have 
been delivered at the great house this morning. 

“ So much for what old Bashwood had to tell me. Having recovered 
my influence over him, and possessed myself of all his information so 
far, tho next thing to consider was the right uso to turn him to in the 
future. He was entiiely at my disposal, for bis place at the steward’s 
office has been idready taken by Miss Blanchat'd’s man of business, and he 
pleaded hard to be allowed to stay and serve my interests in London. 
There would not have been the least danger in letting him stay, for I had, 
as a matter of course, kift himrii&distiirbed in his conviction ffiat 1 really 
am the widow'bf Armadale of Thorpe- Ambrofse. Bat with the dootO^V 
resources at my command, I wanted no assistance of any aort in Londoi^ \ 
and it occurred to me that 1 might make BiUbwOod more Useful by sendlb^ 
him back to Norfolk to watch events there in my interests. 

^^He looked sorely di^i^inted (having had an eye evlffimtly to 
paying his court to me in my widowed oonffition 1) when 1 tbld him if 
the condusion at which I had anived. But a few wmds of pMttttshmy 
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And a modest Lint that he might cherish hopes in the future if be served 
me pbediently in the present, did wonders in reconciling him to the 
necessity of meeting my wishes. He asked helplessly for ^ instructions ' 
when it was time for him to leave me and travel back by the evening 
train. I could give him none, for I had no idea as yet of what the legal 
people might or might not do. ‘ But suppose something happens,’ he 
persisted, * that 1 don’t understand, what am I to do, so far away from 
you ? ’ I could only give him one answer. *X)o nothing,’ I said. ‘ What- 
ever it is, hold your tongue about it, and write, or come up to London 
immediately to consult me.’ With those parting directions, and with an 
understanding that we were to correspond regularly, I let him kiss my 
hand, and sent him off to the train. 

“ Now that I am alone again, and able to think calmly of the inter- 
view between me and my elderly admirer, I find myself recalling a 
certain change in old Bashwood’s manner which puzzled me at the time, 
and which puzzles me still. 

Even in his first momen ts of agitation at seeing me, I thought that 
his eyes rested on my face with a new kind of interest while I was 
speaking to him. Besides this, he dropped a word or two afterwards, 
in telling me of his lonely life at Thorpe-Ambrose, which seemed to 
imply that he had been sustained in his solitude by a feeling of confidence 
about his future relations with me when we next met. If he bad been a 
younger and a bolder man (and if any such discovery had been possible), 
1 should almost have suspected him of having found out something about 
my past life which had made him privately confident of controlling me, if 
I showed any disposition to deceive and desert him again. But such' 
an idea as this in connection with old Bashwood is simply absurd. 
Perhaps I am over-excited by the suspense and anxiety of my present 
position? Perhaps the merest fancies and suspicions are leading me 
astray 7 Let this be as it may, I have at any rate more serious subjects 
than the 6ul]ject of old Bashwood to occupy me now. To-morrow’s 
post may tell me what Armadale’s representatives think of the claim of 
Armadale’s widow. 

November 2^th, — The answer has arrived tips morning, in the form 
(as Bashwood supposed) of a letter from Mr. Dorch. The crabbed old. 
lawyer acknowled^ my letter in three liaes. Before he takes any strips, 
or expresses any opizdon on the subject, he wants tvidenoe-of identic as 
well as the evidence of the certificate ; and he ventuses to suggest that it 
may be desirable; before we go anylbrther, to refbr him to my le^ adviiers. 

^ Two o’cZocib.— The doctor called shortly after twelve to say that he 
bad fbund a lodging for me within twenty minutes’ walk of the Sanatorium. 
In retum fbr his news, I showed him Mr. Daroh’i letter. He took it 
away at once to hia lawyers, and came ba<k with the neoeaeaiy Inferma- 
tion for my gnidimoe. I have answered Mr. Darch by mdini bkn the 
address of my legal adviseri-*otir«fiv4N» % Mwyite-^ivllhom 





making any oomment on the desire that he baa expreaaed for additional 
evidence c^^the marriage. Thia ia all that ean be done to^lay. To* 
morrow will bring with it erenta of greatefr interest— to-morrow the 
doctor ia to make hia Deolaratlon be&re the magiatrate, and to-morrow I 
am to move to my new lodging in my widow'a weeds. 

November — Fairweather Vale Villas. — The Declaration has 

been made, with aii the necessary formalities. And I have taken posses - 
eion, in my widow’s costume^ of my new rooms. 

“ I ought to be excited by the opening of this now act in the drama, 
and by the venturesome part that I am playing m it myself. Strange to 
say, 1 am quiet and depressed. The thought of Midwinter has followed 
me to my new abode, and is pressing on ■ me heavily at this moment. 1 
have no fear of any accident happening, in the interval that must still 
pass before I step publicly into the place of Armadale’s widow. But 
when that time comes, and when Midwinter finds me (as sooner or later 
find me he must !) figuring in my false character, and settled in the position 
that I have usurped — then^ I ask myself, What will happen ? The answer 
still comes as it first came to me this morning, when 1 put on my widow^s 
dress. Now, as then, the presentiment is fixed in my mind that he will 

kill me. If it was not too late to draw back Absurd I I shall shut 

up my journal. 

Noiemher 2Sth . — The lawyers have heard from Mr. Daron, and have 
sent him the Declaration by return of post. 

When the doctor brought me this nows, I asked him whether his 
lawyers were aware of my present address ; and, finding that he had not 
yet mentioned it to them, I begged that he would continue to keep it a 
secret for the future. The doctor laughed. * Are you afraid of Mr. Darch’a 
Bteajing a march on us, and coming to attack you personally ? ’ he asked^ 
I accepted the imputation, as the easiest way of making him comply with 
my request. * Yes,’ I said, * I anv afiraid of Mr. Darch.’ 

My spirits have risen since the doctor left me. There is a pleasant 
sensation of security in feeMtig no strangers are in possession of my 
address. 1 am easy enough in^my mind to-day to notice how wonder- 
fully well 1 look in my widow’s weeds, and to make myself agreeable to 
the people of the house. 

Midwinter disturbed me a little again last night ; but I have got over 
ghastly delusion i^thioh possessed me yesterday. 1 know better now 
than to dread violenoe from him when he discovers what I have 
And then is still less feai^ of hm stooping to assert his claim to a woman 
who has practised on him such a deception as mine. The one seriooe 
trial that I shall be put to when the day of reckoning comes, will be tbo 
trial pf preserving my-frdse character in his preeenceu^ 1 shall be hi 
his loathing and cemtempt frsr me^ afrmr that. On the day when I ht ip ; 
denied him to his facsi I shali have seen the laat of him f^r erer. 
xra, — MO. 77. Jg, 
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“ Shall I be able to deny him to his face 7 Shall 1 be able to look at 
him and speak to him as if he had never been more to me than a fi*iend 7 
How do I know till the time comes I Was there ever such an infhtuated 
fool as I am, to be writing of him at all, when writing only enoouragos 
me to think of him 7 I will make a new resolution. From this time 
forth his name shall appear no more in those pages. 

Monday j December — The last month of the worn-out old year, 
eighteen hundred and fifty-one 1 If I allowed myself to look back, what 
a miserable year I should see added to all the other miserable years that 
are gone 1 But I have made my resolution to look forward only, and I 
mean to keep it. 

“ I have nothing to record of the last two days, except that on the 
twenty-ninth I remembered Bashwood, and wrote to tell him of my new 
address. This morning the lawyers heard again from Mr. Darch. He 
acknowledges the receipt of the Declaration, Amt postpones stating the 
decision at which he has arrived until he has communicated with the trustees 
under tho late Mr. Blanchard’s will, and has received his final instructions 
from his client. Miss Blanchard. The doctor’s lawyers declare that this 
lost letter is a mere device for gaining time — with what object they are 
of course not in a position to guess. The doctor himself says, facetiously, 
it is the usual lawyer’s object of making a long bill. My own idea is 
that Mr. Darch has his suspicions of something wrong, and that his pur- 
pose in trying to gain time 

» # * * « 

jTen, at night. — I had written as far as that last unfinished sentence 
(towards four in the afternoon) when I was startled by hearing a cab drive 
up to the door. I went to the window, and got there just in time to see old 
Bashwood getting out with an activity of which I should never have sup- 
posed him capable. 8o little did I anticipate the tremendous disooveiy 
tliat was going to burst on me in another minute, that I turned to the 
glass, and wondered what the susceptible old gentleman would say to me 
in my widow’s cap. 

The instant he entered the room, I saw that some serious disaster 
hod h^^ned. His eyes were wild, his wig was awry. He approached 
me with a strange mixture of eagerness and dismay. * I’ve done as you 
told me,’ he whispered breathlessly. * I’ve held my tongue about it, and 
opme atraight to you! ’ He naught me by the hand before I could speak, 
with a boldncM quite new in mj experience of him 7 *Oh; bow Can 1 
break it to jon I ' he borst dut ^ I’m betide myself when I think of it ! * 

* When you can speak,' I said, putting him into a chair, * speak out. 
I nee in your &ee that you bring me news I don’t look for from Tborpe- 
Ambroae.' 

« He pot hk hand into tiie breast-pocket of hk IM drew mri a 
letter. He lodmd at the letter, end looked at me. * Naw4||eeMiewa you 
don't look to)’ ha stanniiiered $ ^ but not tom ^oriKa*‘Amhloiie I ’ 
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* Not from Thorpe- Ambrose 1 * 

“ * No. From the sea I ’ 

“ The first dawning of the truth broke on me at those woids. I 
couldn^t speak— I oould only hold out my hand to him for the letter. 

He still shrank from giving it to me. ‘ I daren’t I I daren’t I * he 
said to himself vacantly. * The shook of it might be the death of her.* 

1 *anatohed the letter from him. One glance at the writing on tho 
address was enough. My hands fell on my lap, with the letter fast held 
in them. I sat petrified, without moving, without speaking, without 
hearing a word of what Bashwood was saying to me, and slowly realiced 
the terrible truth. The man whose widow I had claimed to be, was h 
living man to confront me 1 In vain I had mixed the diink at Naples— 
in vain I had betrayed him into Manuel’s hands. Twice I had set the 
deadly snare for him, and twice Armadale had escaped me 1 

“ I came to my sense of outward things again, and found Bashwood on 
his knees at my feet, crymg. 

You look angry,’ he murmured helplessly. * Are you angry with 
ww ? Oh, if you only knew what hopes I liad when we last saw each other, 
and how cruelly that letter has dashed them all to the ground I ' 

“ I put the miserable old creature back from me— but very gently. 

* Hush 1 ’ I said. ‘ Don’t distress me now. I want composure— I want 
to read the letter.’ 

**He went away submissively to the other end of the room. As 
soon as my eye was off him, I heard him say to himself, with impotent 
malignity, * If the sea had been of my mind, the sea would have drowned 
him r 

** One by one, I slowly opened the folds of the letter j feeling, while 
I did so, the strangest incapability of fixing my attention on the very lines 
that I was burning to read. But why dwell any longer on sensations 
which I can’t describe? It will be more to the purpose if I place tha 
letter itself, for future reference, on this page of my journal. 

** Mr. Bashwood, ** riume, Illyria, Norember aist, 1851. 

The address I date from will surprise you — and ygu will be 
more surprised still when you hear how it is that I come to %nte 
frum a port on the Adriatic Sea. ’ 

“ I have been the victim of a rascally attempt at robbery and murder* 
The robbery has succeeded ; and it is only through the mercy ^od 
that the murder did not succeed too. 

** I hired a yacht rather more than a month ago at Naples; and 
(I am to t^nk now) without any friend with me, for Messina, l^r^ 
Messina I went for a cruise in the Adriatio. Two days out, We wei4 
caught in a storm. Storms get up in a hurry, and go down in a huiftiTy 
in ihuae parts. The vessel behaved nobly — 1 declmhe 1 ibel the team m 
my eyes now, when I tbiifrc of her at the bottom ofite ieeal' 

Bottset it began to moderate; abd by midnight; a hmg 

2S— a 
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Bwell| the sea was as quiet as need be. I went below, a little tired (having 
helped in working the yacht while the gale lasted), and fell asleep in five 
minutes. About two hours after, I was woke by something falling into 
my cabin through a chink of the ventilator in the upper pai*t of the door. 
I jumped up, and found a bit of paper with a key wrapped in it, and with- 
writing on the inner side, in a hand which it was not very easy to read. 

Up to this time I had not had the ghost of a suspicion that I was 
alone at sea with a gang of murderous vagabonds (excepting one only) 
who would stick at nothing. I had ^ot on very well with my sailing- 
master (the worst scoundrel of the lot), and better still with his English 
mate. The sailors being all foreigners, I had very little to say to. They 
did their work, and no quarrels and nothing unpleasant happened. If 
anybody had told me, before I went to bed on the night after the storm, 
that the sailing-master and the crew and the mate (who had been no 
better than the rest of them at starting) were all in a conspiracy to rob 
me of the money I had on board, and then to dfbwn me in my own vessel 
afterwards, I should have laughed in his face. J ust remember that ; and 
then fancy for yourself (for Tm sure I can’t tell you) what I must have 
thought when I opened the paper round the key, and read what I now 
copy (from the mate’s writing) as follows : — 

— Stay in your bed till yon hear a boat shove off from the starboard side 
-^r jon are a dead man. Your money is stolen ; and in five minutes’ time the yacht 
win scuttled, and the cabin-hatch will be nailed down on you. Dead men toll no 
tales — and the sailing-master’s notion is to leave proofe afloat that the vessel has 
fonndered with all on board. It was his doing to begin with, and we were all in it. 
1 can’t find it in my heart not to give you a chance for yonr life. It’s a bad chance, 
but 1 can do no more. 1 should be murdered myself if 1 didn’t seem to go with the 
rest The key of yonr cabin-door is thrown back to yon, inside this. Don’t be 
idanned when yon hear the hammer above. I shall do it, and I shall have short nails 
in my hand as well as long, and use the short ones only. Wait till you bear the 
boat with all of ns shove off, and then prize np the cabin-hatch witii yonr back. 
The vessel will float a quarter of an hour after the holes are bored in her. Slip into 
the sea on the port side, and keep the vessel between yon and the boat You will 
find plenty of loose lumber, wrenched away on purpose, drifting about to hold on by. 
It’s a fine night and a smooth sea, and there’s a chance that a ship may pick yon np 
while there’s life left in you. I can do no more.— Yours truly, J. M.’ 

As I came to those last words, 1 heard the hammering down of the 
hatch over my head. I don’t suppose I’m more of a coward th^n most 
people— but there was a moment when the sweat poured down me like 
rain. I gotio be my own man again, before the hammering was done, 
and fonnd myself Ihinking of somebody very dear to me in England. I 
smd to myself < Til have a tor hiy life, for her sake, though the ohanoes 
are dead against me.’ 

** I put a letter from that person 1 have mentioned into one of the 
stoppered bottles of my dreming-oase — along with the mate’s warning, in 
case I lived to see him i^ain. 1 himg this, and a ftaak of whiricy, in a 
■ling round my neck — and, after first dressing myself in it^ paoMffnf 
thought better of it, and sapped again, §x swimmittg, to mj thift and 
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dr&wen. Bj the tinie I had done that, the hammering wae over, and 
there was such a silence that I could hear the water bubbling into the 
scuttled vessel amidships. The next noise was the noise of the boat and 
the villains in her (always excepting my friend the mate) shoving off from 
the starboard side. 1 waited for the splash of the oars in the water, and 
then got my back under the hatch. The mate had kept his promise. I 
lifted it easily — crept across the deck, under cover of the bulwarks, on all 
fours — and slipped into the sea on the port side. Lots of things were 
floating about. 1 took the first thing I came to— a hencoop — and swam 
away witli it about a couple of hundred yards, keeping the yacht between 
me and the boat. Having got that distance, I was seized with a shivering 
fit, and 1 stopped (fearing the cramp next) to take a pull at my flask. 
When 1 had closed the flask again, I turned for a moment to look back, 
and saw the yacht in the act of sinking. In a minute more there was 
nothing between me and the boat, but the pieces of wreck that had been 
purposely thrown out to float. The moon was shining; and, if they had 
had a glass in the boat, I believe they might have seen my head, though I 
carefully kept the hencoop between me and them. 

As it was, they laid on their oars ; and I heard loud voices among 
them disputing. Aiter what seemed on age to me, I discovered what the 
dispute was about. The boat’s head was suddenly turned my way. 
Some cleverer scoundrel than the rest (the sailing-master, I daresay,) had 
evidently persuaded them to row back over the place where the yacht had 
gone down, and make quite sure that 1 had gone down with her. 

“ They were more than half way across the distance that separated us, 
and I had given myself up for lost, when I heard a cry from one of them, 
and saw the boat’s progress suddenly checked. In a minute or two more, 
the boat’s head was turned again ; and they rowed straight away from me 
like men rowing for their lives. 

I looked qn one side, towards the land, and saw nothing. 1 looked 
on the other, towards the sea, and discovered what the boat’s crew had 
discovered before me — a sail in the distance, growing steadily brighter 
and bigger in Urn moonlight the longer I looked at it. lu a quarter of an 
hour more the vessel was within hail of me, and the crew had got me 
on board. 

<*They were all foreigners, and they quite deafened me by their 
jabber. I tried signs, but before I could make them understand me, 1 
was seized with another shivering fit, and was carried below. The vessel 
held on her course, I have no doubt, but 1 was in no condition to know 
anything about it Before morning, I was in a fever ; and from that time 1 
can remeniber nothing clearly till I came to my senses at this plaoi^ and 
found myself under the care of a Hungarian merohout, the consignee (as th^ 
call it) of the coasting vessel that had picked me up. He sp^iks EngjyWii 
ae well or better tfa^ 1 do ; and he has treated me with a ViMn eta 
I can find no words to praise. When he was a young hei 
England hunself, learning business, and he says he has remembnmeef e|F 
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otir country wHich make liis heart warm towards an Engliahman. He 
has fitted me out with clothes, and has lent me the money to travel with) 
as soon as the doctor allows me to start for home. Supposing I don’t get 
a relapse, 1 shall be fit to travel in a week’s time fi:om this. If I can 
catch the mail at Trieste, and stand the fatigue, I shall be back again at 
Thorpe-Ambrose in a week or ten days at most after you get my letter. 
You will agree with me that it is a terribly long letter. But I can’t help 
that. I seem to have lost my old knack at putting things short, and 
finishing on the first page. However, I am near the end now — for 1 
have nothing left to mention but the reason why I write about what has 
happened to me, instead of waiting till I get home, and telling it all by 
word of mouth. 

“ I fancy my head is still muddled by my illness. At any rate, it only 
Struck me this morning that there is barely a chance of some vessel having 
passed the place where the yacht foundered, and having picked up the fur- 
niture, and other things wrenched out of her ondMeft to float. Some false 
Report of my being drowned may, in that case, have reached England. 
If this has happened (which I hope to God may be an unfounded fear on 
my part), go directly to Major Milroy at the cottage. Show him this 
letter — I have written it quite as much for his eye as for yours — and then 
give him the enclosed note, and ask him if he doesn’t think the circum- 
stances justify me in hoping he will send it to Miss Milroy. I can’t 
explain why I don’t write directly to the major, or to Miss Milroy, instead 
of to you. 1 can only say there are considerations I am bound in honour 
to respect, which oblige me to act in this roundabout way. 

I don’t ask you to answer this — ^for I sliall be on my way home, I 
hope, long before your letter could reach me in this out-of-the-way place. 
Whatever you db, don’t lose a moment in going to Major Milroy. Go, on 
second thoughts, whether the loss of the yacht is known in England or not. 

“ Yours truly, 

** Allan Armadale.” 

** 1 looked up when I had come to the end of the letter, and saw, for 
the first time, that Bashwood had left his chair, and had placed himself 
opposite to me. He was intently studying my face, with the inquiring 
expression of a man who was trying to read my thoughts. Hie eyes fell 
guiltily When they met mine, and he shrank away to his ohaur^ Believing) 
as he did, that I wtts really married to Armadale, was he trying to die* 
cover Whether the news Armadale^s rescue firom the sea Was good news 
or bad Hews, in my estimation 7 If was no time then for entering Into 
explanations with him. The first thing to be done was to oommuaioate 
instantly with the doctor. I called Bashwood badt to me, and gave'him 
my hind. 

“‘You have done tne a service,’ t said, <whksh makes fis dioser 
friends than ever, t shall Say more about thiS) and abdttt other WmtterS 
of some Interest to both of uS, later in the day. I want yotl ttow fo tmd 
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me Mr. AmiAdale’B letter (vhioh 1 protniie to bring b*dc) and to wait 
here till I return. Will jou do that for xne, Mr. BaehWood 7 ’ 

He would do anything I asked him, he said. I weJtt into the bed- 
room, and put on my bonnet and shawl. 

** ^Let me be quite sure of the fiiots before 1 kare you/ 1 resumedf 
when 1 was ready to go out. ‘ You have not shown this letter to anybody 
but me ? ’ ‘ 

“ * Not a living soul has seen it but our two selves.’ 

‘ What have you done with the note enclosed to Miss Milroy 7 * 

“ He produced it from his pocket. I ran it over rapidly— saw that 
there was nothing in it of the slightest importance — and put it in the 
lire on the spot. That done, I left Bashwood in the sitting-room, < and 
went to the ^natorium, with Armadale's letter in my hand. 

The doctor had gone out ; and the servant was unable to sun 
positively at what time he lyould be back. I went into his study, and 
wrote a line preparing him for the news 1 had brought with me, which 
I sealed up, with Armadale’s letter, in an envelope, to await his return* 
That done, I told the servant I would call again in an ^hour, and left the 
place. 

It was useless to go back to my lodgings and speak to Bashwoodi 
until I knew first wh.at the doctor meant to do. I walked about the 
neighbourhood, up and down new streets and crescents and squares, 
with a kind of dull, numbed feeling in me, which prevented, not only 
all voluntary exercise of thought, but all sensation of bodily fatigue. I 
remembered the same feeliug overpowering me, years ago, on the morning 
when the people of the prison came to take me into oourt to be tried for 
niy life. All that frightful scene came back again to my mind, in the 
strangest marner, as if it had been a scene in which some other person 
had figured. Once or twice 1 wondered, in a heavy senseless way, why 
they had not hanged me 1 

*‘When I went back to the Sanatorium, I was informed that the 
doctor had returned half-an-hour since, and that he was in his own room 
anxiously waiting to see me. 

I went into the study, and found him sitting close by the fire, with 
his head down, and his hands on his knees. On the table near hlyn, 
besides Armadale’s letter and my note, I saw, in the little circle of Ught 
thrown by the reading-lamp, an open railway guide. Was he meditating 
flight 7 It was impossible to tell from his &oe, when he looked up at me, 
what he was meditating, or how the idiock had struck him whon he first 
discovered that Armadale was a living mao. 

^ Take a seat near the fire,’ he sard* * It’s very raw and eold to-day/ 

I took a chair in silence. In silenceK on, ^ sida, |ha dootor sat 
rubbing his knees before the fire. 

ti < Have you nofiiing to say to me 7 ’ 1 a^ed. 

“ He rose, and suddenly removed the shade firom the 
so that the light fall on my fiuse. ^ ^ ^ 
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** * You are not looking well,* he said. * What’s the matter ? ’ 

“ ‘ My head feels dull, and my eyes are heavy and hot,* I replied. 

* The weather, I suppose.’ 

It was strange how we both got farther and farther from the one 
vitally important subject which we had both come together to discuss ! 

“ ^ I think a cup of tea would do you good,’ remarked the doctor. 

I accepted his suggestion ; and he ordered the tea. While it was 
coming, he walked up and down the room, and I sat by the fiie — and not 
a word passed between us on either side. 

“ The tea revived me ; and the doctor noticed a change for the bettor 
in my face. He sat down opposite to me at the table, and spoke out at last. 

“ ‘ If I had ten thousand pounds at this moment,’ he began, * I would 
give the whole of it never to have compromised myself in your desperate 
speculation on Mr. Armadale’s death 1 ’ 

He said those words with an abruptness, almost with a violence, 
which was strangely uncharacteristic of his ordi^rry manner. Was he 
frightened himself, or was he trying to frighten me ? I determined to 
make him explain himself at the outset, so far as I was concerned. * Wait 
a moment, doctor,’ I said. ‘ Do you hold me responsible for what has 
happened 7 ’ 

** * Certainly not,’ he replied, stiffly. ‘ Neither you nor anybody could 
have foreseen what has happened. When I say I would give ten thousand 
pounds to be out of this business, I am blaming nobody but myself. And 
when 1 tell you next, that I, for one, won’t allow Mr. Armadale’s 
resurrection from the sea to be the ruin of me without a fight for it, I tell 
you, my dear madam, one of the plainest truths I ever told to man or 
woman, in the whole course of my life. Don’t suppose I am invidiously 
separating my interests from yours, in the common danger that now 
threatens us both. I simply indicate the difference in the risk that we 
have respectively run. Tou have not sunk the whole of your resources 
in establishing a Sanatorium ; and you have not made a false declaration 
before a magistrate, which is punishable as perjury by the law.’ 

** I interrupted him again. His selfishness did me more good than his 
tea — it roused my temper effectually. * Suppose we let your risk and my 
risk alone, and come to the point,’ I said. ‘ What do you mean by 
making a fight for it 7 I see a railway guide on your table. Does 
making a fight for it, mean — ^running away 7 ’ 

« ‘ Rnnning^away 7 * repeated the doctor. * You appear to forget that 
every farthing I have in the world is embarked in this establishment.* 

“ < You stop here then 7 ' I said. 

‘ Unquestionably I ’ 

“*And 'vrhat do you mean to do when Mr. Armadale comes to 
England ? ’ 

A solitary fly, the last of his race whom the winter had s|)ared; was 
bozaing feebly about the doctor’s £ioe, He caught it before he ahaWered 
kne, and held it out aoroee the table In his dosed hand* 
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** * If this il)r*8 same was Amadale,* He said, * asd if jon had got him 
as I have got him noW) what would you do 7 * 

** His eyes, fixed on my face up to this time, toraed significantly, as 
he ended his question, to my widow's dress. I, too, looked at it when he 
looked. A thrill of the old deadly hatred, and the old deadly determina- 
tion, ran through me again. 

“ * I should kill him,’ I said. 

The doctor started to his feet (with the By still in his hand), and 
looked at me — ^a little too theatrically — ^with an expression of the utmost 
horror, 

* Kill him ! ’ repeated the doctor in a paroxysm of virtuous alarm. 

* Violence — murderous violence— in My Sanatorium I You take my 
breath away I ’ 

“ I caught his eye, while he was expressing himself in this elaborately 
indignant manner, scrutinizing me with a searching curiosity which was, 
to say the least of it, a little at variance with the vehemence of his lan- 
guage and the warmth of his tone. He laughed uneasily, when our eyes 
met, and recovered his smoothly confidential manner in the instant that 
elapsed before he spoke again. 

“ * I beg a thousand pardons,* he said. * I ought to have known better 
than to take a lady too litei'ally at her word. Permit me to remind you, 
however, that the circumstances are too serious for anything in the nature 
of — let us say, an exaggeration or a joke. You shall hear what 1 propoef, 
without further preface.’ He paused, and resumed his figurative use of 
the fly imprisoned in his band. * Here is Mr. Armadale. 1 can let him 
out, or keep him in, just as I please — and he knows it. I say to him,’ 
continued the doctor, facetiously addressing the fly, * Give me proper 
security, Mr. Armadale, that no proceedings of any sort shall be taken 
against either this lady or myself, and I will let you out of the hollow of 
my hand. Refuse — and be the risk what it may, I will keep you in.’ 
Can you doubt, my dear madam, wbat Mr. Armadale’s answer is, sooner 
or later, certain to be 7 Can you doubt,* said the doctor, suiting the 
action to the word, and letting the fly go, * that it*will end to the entire 
satisfaction of all parties, in this way 7 ' 

“ ‘ I won’t say at present,’ I answered, * whether I c^oubt or not. Let 
mo make sure that 1 understand you first. You propose, if I am not 
mistaken, to shut the doors of this place on Mr. Armadale, and not to let 
him out again, until he has agreed to the terms which it is our interest to 
impose on him 7 Hay 1 ask, in that case, how you mean to make him 
walk into the trap that you have set for him hqre 7 ' 

* 1 propose,’ said the doctor, with his hand on the railway gtddef 
* ascertaining first, at what time during every evening of this month the 
tidal trains from Dover and Folkestone reach the London Bridge terminnSL 
And I propose next, posting a person whom Mr. Amtadale knows, aisd 
whom you and I can trust, to wmt the arrival of the tndn% and la tneel 
onr man at the moment when he steps out of the railwaj carrii^^ i 

28 — « 
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» ^ Have 3 rou tihought/ 1 inqtiired, * of who the peteon 10 to be? * 

* I have thought,’ said the doctor, taking up Armadale’s letter, * of 
the persoti to whom this letter is addressed/ 

*<The answer startled me. Was it possible that he and Bashwood 
knew one another 1 1 put the question immediately. 

‘ Until to-day, I never so much as heard of the gentleman’s name,’ 
said the doctor. ^ I have simply pursued the inductive process of 
reasoning, for which we ar4 indebted to the immortal Bacon. How does 
this very important letter comwinto your possession 7 I can’t insult you 
by supposing it to have been stolen. Consequently, it has come to you 
with tlie leave and licence of the persoft tetwhom it is addressed. Con- 
sequently, that person is in your Confidence. Consequantly, he is the first 
person I think of. You see the process? Very good. Permit me a question 
or two, on the subject of Mr. Bashwood, before we go on any further.’ 

The doctor’s questions went as straight to the point as usual. My 
answers informed him that Mr. Bashwood stood towards Armadale in the 
relation of steward — that he had received the letter at Thorpe-Ambrose 
that mornmg, and had brought it straight to me by the first train^that 
he had not shown it, or spoken of it before leaving, to Major Milroy or to 
any one else — that I had not obtained this service at his hands by trusting 
him with my secret — that I had communicated with him in the character 
of Armadale’s widow — that he had suppressed the letter, under those 
oiroumstances, solely in obedience to a general caution 1 had given him, 
to keep his own counsel if anything strange happened at Thorpe- Ambrose, 
until he had first consulted me — and lastly, that the reason why he had 
done as I told him, in this matter, was, that in this matter, and in all 
others, Mr. Bashwood was blindly devoted to my interests. 

‘‘ At that point in the interrogatory, the doctor’s eyes began to look at 
me distrustfully, behind the ddetor’s spectacles. 

u I ■^yhat is the secret of this blind devotion of Mr, Bashwood’s to your 
interests?’ he asked. 

1 hesitated for a momentum pity to Bashwood, not in pity to myself. 
*If you must know,’ 1 answered, * Mr. Bashwood is in love with me.’ 

* Ay ! ay 1 ’ exclaimed the doctor, with an air of relief. * I begin to 
understand now. Is he a young man 7 ’ 

“ ‘ He is an old man.’ 

The doctor laid himself back in his chair, and chuckled Softly. 

* Better and better 1 ’ he said. * Here is the very man wo want Who 
so fit a« A^mtadale’e steward to |neet Mr. Armadale on his retnm to 
London. And who so oafMble of infinencing Mr. Bashwoo4 in the proper 
way as the ohanztiDg^l(jeot of Mr. Bashwood’s admiration 7 ’ 

Thera oQuld be no doubt that Bashwnod was tiie man to mtr% the 
doctor’s purpose^ and thpt my inHuenoe was to be trusted to flikki hhn 
serve difiiciilty was not harer-the diffioully was to toe 

iwesedrqpMpttoii that 1 had pat to the doetor a minute sinoe» 1 pnt it to 
bhn i^ai|i» 
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** * Suppose Mr. Armadale's steward meets his ei!kplQ|«r at the lef^ 
mintiS)' I said. * May I oak ouoe more how Hr, Armadale is to be persuaded 
to oome here ? ' 

Don’t think me ungallant/ rejoined the doctor in hia gentlest manner, 

* if 1 ask, on my Bide^ how are men persua^pd to do moce-tenths of the 
foolish acts of their lives ? Ihey are persuaded by your charming sex. 
The weak aide of every man is the woman’s side of him* We have only 
to discover the woman’s side of Mr* Armadale— to tickle him on it gently 
— and to lead him ouv way with a silken string. I observe here,* pursued 
the doctor, opening Armadale’s letter, ^ a reference to a certain young lady, 
which looks promising. Where is the note that Mr. Armadale speaks of 
as addressed to Miss Milroy ? ’ 

** Instead of answering him, I started, in a sudden burst of excitement, 
to my feet. The instant he mentioned Miss Milroy’s name, all that I had 
heard from Baahwood of her illness, and of the cause of it, rtuhed back 
into my memory* 1 saw the means of decoying Armadale into the Sana- 
torium, as plainly as I saw the doctor on the other side of the table, 
wondering at the extraordinary change in me. What a luxury it was to 
make Mias Milroy serve my interests at last ! 

‘ Never mind the note,’ I said. * It’s burnt, for fear of accidents. I 
can tell you all (and more) than the note could have told you. Miss 
Milroy cuts the knot 1 Miss Milroy ends the difficulty I »She is pri- 
vately engaged to him. She has heard the false report of his death ; 
and she has been seriously ill at Thorpe-Ambrose ever since. When 
Baahwood meets him at the station, the very first question he is certain 
to ask ’ 

‘‘ ‘ I see ! ’ exclaimed the doctor, anticipating me. ‘ Mr. Baahwood has 
nothing to do but to help the truth with a touch of fiction. When he tells 
his master that the false report has reached Miss Milroy, he has only to 
add that the shook has affected her head, and that the is here under 
medical care. Perfect ! perfect ! Wo shall have him at the Sanatorium 
as fast as the fastest cab-horse in London can bring him to us. And 
mind ! no risk — no necessity for trusting other people. This is not a 
madhouse ; this is not a Licensed Establishment — no doctors’ certificates 
are necessary here I My dear lady, I congratulate you ; I congratulate 
myself. Permit me to hand you Ihe railway guide, with my best oompli- 
ipents to Mr. Baahwood, and with the page turiied down fbr him, as an 
additional attention^ at the right place.’ 

Bemembering how long I had kept Baahwood waiting ht me, 1 took 
the book at once, and wished the doctor good evening without fttrthor 
ceremony. As he politely opened the door fbr mo, he r e v erte d, Without 
the slightest necessity fbr doii% so, and without a word from mO to leadf 
to it, to the outbumt of virtuous afauwi whkh had eaoapod him at ^ 
earlier part of our interview. 

“ <1 da 1 k^’ ho aaid, *tbltt ym Will Idudly Ibtget iod fefifW % 
extraordinary want of titet and peteUpOott ehorti trhvtt I 
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the fly. I positively blush at my own stupidiiy in putting a literal inter- 
pretation on a lady’s little joke 1 Violence in My Sanatorium I’ exclaimed 
the doctor, with his eyes once more fixed attentively on my face, * violence 
in this enlightened nineteenth century I Was there ever anything so 
ridiculous ? Bo fasten your cloak before you go out — it is so cold and 
raw 1 Sliall I escort you ? Shall I send my servant ? Ah, you were 
always independent 1 always, if I may say so, a host in yoiu-self 1 May I 
call to-morrow morning, and hear what you have settled with Mr. Bash- 
wood ? ’ 

I said yes, and got away from him at last. In a quarter of an hour 
more I was back at my lodgings, and was informed by the servant that 
‘ the elderly gentleman ’ was still waiting for me. 

** I have not got the heart, or the patience — I hardly know which — to 
waste many words on what passed between me and Baahwood. It was so 
easy, so degradingly easy, to pull the strings of the^or old puppet in any 
way I pleased 1 I met none of the difliculties which I should have been 
obliged to meet in the case of a younger man, or of a man less infatuated 
with admiration for me. I left the allusions to Miss Milroy in Armadale’s 
letter, which had naturally puzzled him, to be explained at a future time. 
I never even troubled myself to invent a plausible reason for wishing him 
to meet Armadale at the terminus, and to entrap him by a stratagem into 
the doctor’s Sanatorium. All that I found it necessary to do was to refer 
to what I had written to Mr. Bashwood, on my arrival in London, and to 
what I had afterwards said to him, when he came to answer my letter 
personally at the hotel. 

“ * You know already,’ I said, ^ that my marriage has not been a 
happy one. Draw your own conclusions from that — and don’t press me 
to tell you whether the news of Mr. Armadale’s rescue from the sea is, 
or is not, the welcome news that it ought to be to his wife I ’ That was 
enough to put his withered old face in a glow, and to set his withered 
old hopes growing again. I had only to add, * If you will do what I ask 
you to do, no matter how incomprehensible and how mysterious my request 
may seem to be ; and if you will accept my assurances that you shall run 
no risk yourself, and that you shall receive the proper explanations at the 
proper time — ^you will have such a claim on my gratitude and my regard 
as no man living has emir had yet 1 ’ I had only to say those words, and 
to point them by a look and a stolen pressure of his hand ; and I had him 
at my feet, blin^y eager to obey me. If he could have seen what 1 thought 
of myself-^but tW doesn’t matter i he saw nothing. 

Hours have passed since I sent him away (pledged to secrecy, pos- 
sessed of his instractions, and provided with his time-table) to the hotel 
near the terminus, at which he is to atay till Armadale appeals on the 
railway platform. The excitement of the earlier part of tlM evening has 
all worn oif ; and the doll, numbed sensation has got me agiiou Ais my 
energies wearing out, I wmider, just at the lime when 1 moat 'want them t 



ARMADAtJB. 807 

Or is fiome foreshadowing of disaster oreeping over me which I don't yet 
understand ? 

“1 might be itr a humour to sit here for some time longer, thinking 
thoughts like those, and letting them find their way into words at their 
own will and pleasure — if my Diary would only let me» But my idle 
pen has been busy enough to make its way to the end of the Tolume* I 
have reached the last morsel of space left on the last page ; and whether 
I like it or not, I must close the book this time for good and all, when I 
close it to-night. 

Good-by, my old friend and companion of many a miserable day 1 
Having nothing else to be fond of, I half suspect myself of having been 
unreasonably fond of you, 

“ What a fool lam!" 

THE END OF THE FIFTH BOOK. 


Book the Last. 


CILAPTER I. 

At the Terminus. 

On the night of the second of December, Mr. Bashwood took up his post 
of observation at the terminus of the South Eastern Railway for the first 
time. It was rn earlier date, by six days, than the date which Allan had 
himself fixed for his return. But the doctor, taking oounsel of his medical 
experience, had considered it just probable that **Mr. Armadale might 
be perverse enough, at his enviable age, to recover sooner than bis medical 
advisers might have anticipated." For caution’s sake, therefore, Mr. 
Bashwood was instructed to begin watching the arrival of the tidal 
trains, on the day after he had received his employer’s letter. 

From the second to the seventh of December, the steward waited 
punctually on the platform, saw the trains come in, and satisfied himself, 
evening after evening, that the travellers were all strangers to him. From 
the second to the seventh of December, Miss Gwilt (to return to the 
natne under which she is best known in these pages) received his daily 
report, sometimes delivered personally, sometimes sent by letter. The 
doctor, to whom the reports were communicated, received them in his tom 
with unabated confidence in the precautions that had been adopted, up to 
the morning of the eighth. On that date, the irritation of contkiaed aoj^ 
pense had produced a change for the worse in Hisi GwiU'e Tariup# 
temper^ which was perceptible to every one about her, and 
enough, was reflected by an equally zntffked cthan^ in the doeto^ 
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when he came to pay his usual visit By a> ooinoidenoe lo extranrdiimry, 
that his enemies might have suspected it of not being a coincidence at 
all, the morning on which Miss Gwilt losb her patience, proved to be also 
the morning on which the doctor lost his confidence for the first time. 

*‘No news, of course,” he said, sitting down with a heavy sigh. 
“ WeU 1 well 1 ” 

Miss Gwilt looked up at him irritably, from her work. 

“ You seem strangely depressed this morning,” she said. “ What are 
you afraid of now ? ” 

The imputation of being afraid, madam,” answered the doctor, 
solemnly, “ is not an imputation to cast rashly on any man — even when 
he belongs to such an essentially peaceful profession as mine. I am not 
afraid. I am (as you more correctly put it in the first instance) strangely 
depressed. My nature is, as you know, naturally sanguine, and I only 
see to-day, what, but for my habitual hopefulness, I might have seen, and 
ought to liave seen, a week since.” ^ 

Miss Gwilt impatiently threw down lier work. “ If words cost 
money,” she said, “ the luxury of talking would be rather an expensive 
luxury, ill your case I ” 

“ Which 1 might have seen, and ought to have seen,” reiterated the 
doctor, without taking the shghtest notice of the interruption, “ a week 
since. To put it plainly, I feel by no means so certain as I did, that 
Mr. Armadale will consent, without a struggle, to the terms which it is my 
interest (and in a minor degree yours) to impose on him. Observe I I 
don’t question cur entrapping him successfully into the Sanatorium — I 
only doubt whether he will prove quite us manageable ns 1 originally 
anticipated, when we have got him there. Say,” remarked the doctor, 
raising his eyes for the first time, and fixing them in steady inquiry on 
Miss Gwilt ; “ say that he is bold, obstinate, what you please ; and that 
he holds out — ^holds out for weeks togetlier, for months together, os men 
in siijEiilar situations to his have held out before him. What foUows? 
The risk of keeping him forcibly in concealment — of suppressing him, if 
I may so express myself— increases at compound interest, and becomes, 
Enormous ! My house is, at this moment, virtually ready for patients. 
Patients may present themselves in a week’s time. Patients may com- 
municate with Armadale, or Mr. Armadale may communicate with 
jiatieutB. A note may be smuggled out of the house, and may reach the 
CommissionerB in Lunacy. Even in the case of an unlicensed establish- 
ment like mine, those gentlemen — 1 tliose chartered despots in a land 
of liberty-^have only to apply to the Lord Chancellor for an order, and to 
enter (by heaveni, to enter My Sanatorium ! ) and search the house fitan 
top to bottom at a moment’s notice 1 I don’t wish to de^nd ) 1 don’t 
wish to ahum you ; 1 don’t pretrad to say that iha means we art tiAi&g to 
secure cur own sefistf are any other than the best ifieane il ou# diif^* 
All I ask you to do is to imagine the OommiMionere hi the hon s e^'i -'an d 
then to conceive the eoneeqtmeea* eoiiiei|il6tiflei fCfeat^ the 
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doolor^ getting sternly on his het, and taking up hia hat M if ha meant to 
leave the room. 

** Have you anything more to say 7 asked Miaa Owilt. 

“Have you any remarks," rejoined the doctor, “to offht on yoiif 
side ? ” 

He stood hat in hand, Vraiting. For a full minute the two looked at 
each other in silenoo. 

Miss Gwilt spoke first. 

“I think I understand you," she said, suddenly recjovering her 
composure. 

“ I beg your pardon," returned the doctor, with his hand to his ear. 
“ What did you say ? " 

“ Nothing." 

“ Nothing ? ” 

“ If you happened to catch another fly this morning," said Miss Gwilt, 
with a bitterly sarcastic emphasis on the Words, “ I might be capable of 
shocking you by another ^ little joke.’ " 

The doctor lield up both hands, in polite deprewition,' and looked as If 
lie was beginning to recover his good humour again. 

“ Hard," he murmured gently, “ not to have forgiven me tliat unlucky 
blunder of mine, even 3’ct 1 " 

“ Wliat else have you to say ? I am waiting for you," said Miss 
Gwilt. She turned her chair to the window scornftiHy, and took up her 
work again, as she spoke. 

The doctor came behind her, and put his hand on ^he back of her 
chair. 

“I have a question to oak, in the first place," he said; “and a 
incasuie of necessary precaution to suggest in the second. If you will 
honour me with your attention, I will put the question first." 

“ I am listening.” 

“ You know that Mr. Armadale is alive,” pursued the doctor ; “ and 
you know that he is coming back to England. Why do you continue to 
wear your widow’s dress ? ’’ 

She answered him without an instant’s hesitation, steadily going on 
with lier work. 

“ Because I om of a sanguine disposition, like yoU. I mean to tiltst 
to tho chapter of accidents to the very last. Mr. Armadale may die yet, 
ou his way home.’’ 

“ And suppose he gets home alive — what then ? ’’ 

“ Then there is another chance still left.” 

“ What is it, pray ? ’’ 

“ He may die in your Sanatorium.” 

“Madam!” remonstrated Uie doctor in thO deOp biiia irtticJi ^ 
reserve ibr his outbursts of virtuous indignation. ^Woit^^you 
of the chapter of aooldeats ” he resiimed, gliding bock into hk 
oonveitational tonea. “T4W! yes! ofoouxn^ 1 midcrstohd JitHa 
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Even the healing art is at the mercy of accidents — even such a Sanatorium 
as mine is liable to be surprised by Death. Just so ! just so 1 ” said 
the doctor, conceding the question with the utmost impartiality. Theie 
15 the chapter of accidents, I admit — if you choose to trust to it. Mind 1 
I say emphatically, if you choose to trust to it.” 

There was another moment of silence — silence so profound that no- 
thing was audible in the room but the rapid cltcl: of Miss Gwilt’s needle 
through her work. 

“ Go on,” she said f “ you haven’t done yet.” 

“ True 1 ” said the doctor. “ Having put my question, I have my 
measure of precaution to impress on you next. You will see, my dear 
madam, that I am not disposed to trust to the chapter of accidents on my 
side. Reflection has convinced me that you and I arc not (locally speak- 
ing) so conveniently situated as we might be, in case of emergency. Cabs 
are, as yet, rare in this rapidly-improving neighbourhood. I am twenty 
minutes’ walk from you ; you arc twenty minmes’ walk from me. I 
know nothing of Mr. Armadale’s character; you know it well It might 
be necessary — vitally necessary — to appeal to your superior knowledge of 
him at a moment’s notice. And how am 1 to do that unless we arc within 
easy reach of each other, under the same roof? In both our interests, I 
beg to invite you, my dear madam, to become for a limited period an 
inmate of My Sanatorium.” 

Miss Gwilt’s rapid needle suddenly stopped. “ I understand you,” she 
said again, as quietly as before. 

‘‘I beg your pardon,” said the doctor, with another attack of dealiiess, 
and with his hand once more at his ear. 

She laughed to herself — a low, terrible laugh, which startled even the 
doctor into taking his hand off the back of her chair. 

An inmate of your Sanatorium ? ” she repeated. “You consult 
appearances in everytliing else — do you propose to consult appearances in 
receiving me into your house ? ” 

“ Most assuredly I ” replied the doctor, with enthusiasm. “ I am sur- 
prised at your asking me the question I Did you ever know a man of any 
eminence in my profession who set appearances at defiance ? If you honour 
me by accepting my invitation, you enter My Sanatorium in the most 
unimpeachable of all possible characters — in the character of a Patient.” 

“ When do you want my answer ? ” 

“ Can you decide to-day ? ” 

“No.” 

“ To-morrow ? ” 

“Yes. Have you anything more to say ? ” 

“ Nothing more.” 

“ Leave me then. I don’t keep up appearances. I wish to be alone — 
and I say so,^ Good morning.” 

“ Oh, the sex I the sex 1 ” said tlie doctor, with his excellent temper 
in perfect working order again. “ So delightfully impulsive I to charm- 
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ingly reckless of what thay say, or how they say it 1 ‘ Oh, woman, in 

our hours of ease, uncertain, coy, and hard to please I ’ There ! there I 
tlicre 1 Good morning I ” 

Miss Gwilt rose and looked ader him contcniptously from the window, 
when the street-door had closed, and he had left the house. 

“ Armadale himself drove me to it the first time,” she said. “ Manuel 
drove me to it the second time. — You cowardly scoundrel 1 shall I let you 
drive me to it for the third time and the last ? ” 

She turned from the window, and looked thoughtfully at her widow’s 
dres.s in the glass. 

The hours of the day passed — and she decided nothing. The night 
came — and she hesitated still. The new morning dawned — and the 
tci-rible question W’as still unanswered. 

By the early post there came a letter for her. It was Mr. Bashwood’s 
usual report. Again he had watched for Allan’s arrival, and again in vain. 

“ I’ll have more time ! ” she determined passionately. “ No man alive 
slial! hurry me faster than I like ! ” 

At breakfast that morning (the morning of the ninth) the doctor was 
surprised in liis study by a visit from Miss Gwilt. 

“ I w'ant another day,” she said, the moment the servant had closed 
tlie door on her. 

d'lic doctor looked nt her before he answered, and saw the danger of 
driving her to extremities plainly expressed in her face. 

“ The time is getting on,” he remonstrated in his most persuasive 
manner. “ Tor all we know to the contrary, Mr. Armadale may be here 
to-nigbt.” 

“ I w^unt another day 1 ” she repeated, loudly and passionately. 

Granted ! ” said the doctor, looking nervously towards the door. 
“ Don’t be too loud — the servants may hear you. Mind 1 ” ho added, 
“ I depend on your honour not to press me for any further delay.” 

“You had better depend on my despair,” she said — and left him. 

The doctor cliipped the shell of his egg, and laughed softly. 

“ Quite right, my dear 1 ” he thought. “ I remember where your 
despair led you in past times ; and I think I may trust it to lead you 
the same way now.” 

At a quarter to eight o’clock that night, Mr. Bashwood took up his post 
of observation as usual on the platform of the terminus at London Bridge. 

He was in the highest good spirits ; he smiled and smirked in irrepres- 
sible exultation. The sense that he held in reserve a means of influence 
over Miss Gwilt, in virtue of his knowledge of her past career, had had 
no share in ejecting the transformation that now appeared in him. It had 
upheld his courage in his forlorn life at Thorpe- Ambrose, and it hftd 
given him that increased confidence of manner which Miss Crwilt herself 
had noticed ; but, from the moment when he had regained his old place 
in her favour, it had vanished as a motive power ih him, annihilated by the 
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electric shock of her touch and her look. His vanity — the vanity which 
in men at his nge is only despair in disguise — had now lifted him to the 
seventh heaven of tiituous happiness once more. Ho believed in her again 
as he believed in the smart new winter over-coat that he wore — as he 
believed in the dainty little cane (appropriate to the dawning dandyism of 
lads in their teens) that he flourished in his hand. He hummed 1 The 
worn-out old creature who liad not sung since his childhood, hummed as 
he paced the platform the few liagmcnts he could remember of a woim- 
out old song. 

The train was due as caily as eight o’clock that night. At five 
minutes past the hour, the whistle sounded. In less than five minutes 
more, the passengeis were getting out on the platfoi-m. 

Following the instructions that had been given to him, Mr. Bashwood 
made his W'ay as well as the croAvd would let him, along the line of 
carriages; and discovering no familiar face on ^ hat first iiivcbtigation, 
joined the passengers for a second search among them in the custom- 
house waiting-i 00111 next. 

He had looked round the loom, and had satisfied luuiself that tlie 
persons occupying it weic all strangers, 'when he heaid a voice beliind 
him, exclaiming, Can that be Mr. Baslmood ! ” 

He turned m eager expectation ; and found liimself iiice to face with 
the last man under heaven whom ho liad exjiected to see. 

The man was Midwintek. 


CllArTER II. 

In the House. 

Noticing ^Ir. Bashwood’s confusion (after a moment’s glance at the change 
in his personal appearance), Midwinter spoke first. 

“ I see I have surprised you,” he said. “ You were looking, I suppose, 
for somebody else ? Have you heard fiom Allan ? Is lie on his way home 
again already ? ” 

The inquiry about Allan, though it would naturally have suggested itself 
to any one in Midwinter’s position at that moment, added to Mr. Bash- 
wood’s confusion. Not knowing how else to extricate himself from the 
critical position in which he was placed, he took refuge in simple denial. 

“ I know nothing about Mr. Armadale — ob dear, no, sir, I know nothing 
about Mr- Armadale,” he aniwered with needless eagerness and Imrry. 
“ Welcome back to England, sir,” he went on, changing the subject in his 
nervously talkative manner. I didn’t know you had been abroad. It’s 
BO long since we have had the pleasure — since 1 have had the pleasure. — 
Have you enjoyed yourself, sir, iu foreign parts ? Such dijQTerent manners 
from ours — yea, yes, yes,-— such different manners from ours 1 Do you 
make a long stay in England, now you have come back 7 ” 

1 hardly know,” said Midwinter. 1 have been obliged to altef 
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my plans, and to come to England unexpectedly.” He hesitated a little { 
his manner changed, and he added in lower tones, “ A serious anxiety 
has brought me back. I can’t say what my plans will bo until that anxiety 
is set at rest.” 

The light of a lamp fell on his face while he spoke, and Mr. Bashwood 
obsciwed, for the first time, tliat he looked sadly worn and changed. 

“ I’m sorry, sir — I’m sure Tiu very sorry. If I could be of any 
use — ? ” suggested Mr. Bashwood, speaking under the influence, in some 
degree of his nervous politeness, and in some degree of his i-emembrance 
of what Midwinter had done for him at Thorpe-Ambrose in the bygone 
time 

Midwintei thanked him, and turned away sadly. “ I am afraid you 
can be of no use Mr. Bashwood — but I am obliged to you for your ofibr, 
all the same.” He stopped, and considered a little, “ Suppose she should 
not be ill ? Suppose some misfortune should have happened ? ” he 
lesumed, speaking to himself, and turning again towards the steward. “ If 
.she lijis lefl her mother, some trace of her might be found by inquiring 
at Thorpe-Ambrose.” 

Mr. Bashwood’s curiosity was instantly aroused. The whole sex was 
interesting to him now, for the sake of Miss (Iwilt. 

“ A lady, sir ? ” he inquired. “ Arc you looking for a lady ? ” 

“ I am looking,” said Midwinter simply, “for my wife.” 

“Married, sir 1 ” exclaimed Mr. Bashwood. “Married since I last 
hud the pleasure of seeing you 1 Might I take the liberty of asking ? ” 

Midwinter’s eyes dropped uneasily to the ground. 

“You knew the lady in former times,” he said. “ I have married 
Mis'^ Gwilt.” 

The steward started back, as he might have started back from a loaded 
pistol, levelled at his head. His eyes glared as if he had suddenly lost 
his senses, and the nervous trembling to which he was subject shook him 
from head to foot. 

“ What’s the matter ? ” asked Midwinter. There was no answer. 
“ What is there so very startling,” ho went on, a little impatiently, “ in 
Miss Gwilt’s being my wife ? ” 

“ Your wife?” repeated Mr. Bashwood, helplessly. “Mrs. Arma- 
dale 1 ” He checked himself by a desperate clTort, and said no more. 

The stupor of astonishment which possessed the steward was instantly 
reflected in Midwinter’s face. The name in which he had secretly married 
his wife had passed the lips of the last man in the world whom he would 
have dreamed of admitting into his confidence ! He took Mr. Bashwood 
by the arm, and led him away to a quieter part of the terminus than the 
part of it in which they had hitherto spoken to each other. 

“You referred to my wife just now,” he said; “and*you spoke of 
Mfi. Armadale in the same breath. What do you mean by that ? ** 

Again there was no answer. Utterly incapable of understatidiQ^ 
more than that he had involved himself in some serious complication which 
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was a complete mystery to him, Mr. Bashwood struggled to extricate him- 
self from the grasp that was laid on him, and struggled in vain. 

Midwinter sternly repeated the question. I ask you again,” he said, 
“ what do you mean by it ? ” 

“ Nothing, sir 1 I give you my word of honour I meant nothing ! ” 
He felt the hand on his arm tightening its grasp ; he saw, even in the 
obscurity of the remote corner in which they stood, that Midwinter’s fiery 
temper was rising, and was not to be trifled with. The extremity of his 
danger inspired him with the one ready capacity that a timid man 
possesses when he is compelled by main force to face an emergency — the 
capacity to lie. “ I only meant to say, sir,” he burst out, with a despe- 
rate effort to look and speak confidently, “ that Mr. Armadale would be 
surprised ” 

“ You said Mrs. Armadale I ” 

“No, sir — on my word of honour, on my saeppd word of honour, you 
are mistaken — you arc indeed ! I said Mr. Armadale — how could I say 
anything else? Please to let me go, sir — I’m pressed for time. I do 
assure you I’m dreadfully pressed for time I ” 

For a moment longer Midwinter maintained his hold, and in that 
moment he decided what to do. 

lie had accurately stated his motive for returning to England as pro- 
ceeding from anxiety about his wife — anxiety naturally caused (after the 
regular receipt of a letter from her every other, or every third day) by 
the sudden cessation of the correspondence between them on her side for a 
whole week. The first vaguely- terrible suspicion of some other reason for 
her silence than the reason of accident or of illness, to which he had 
hitherto attributed it, had struck through him like a sudden chill the 
instant he heard the steward associate the name of “ Mrs. Armadale ” with 
the idea of his wife. Little irregularities in her correspondence with him, 
which he had tlius far only thought strange, now came back on his mind 
and proclaimed themselves to be suspicious as well. He had hitherto 
believed the reasons she had given for referring him, when he answered 
her letters, to no more definite address than an address at a post-oflSce. 
Now he suspected her reasons of being excuses, for the first time. He 
had hitherto resolved, on reaching London, to inquire at the only place he 
knew of at which a clue to her could be found — the address she had given 
him as the address at which “her mother” lived. Now (with a motive 
which he was afraid to define even to himself, but which was strong 
enough to overbear every other consideration in his mind), he determined, 
before all things, to solve the mystery of Mr. Bashwood’s familiarity 
with a secret, which was a marriage-secret between himsell' and his wife. 
Any direct appeal to a man of the steward’s disposition, in the steward’s 
present state of mind, would be evidently useless. The weapon of 
deception was, in this case, a weapon literally forced into Midwinter’s 
hands. He let go of Mr. Bashwood’s arm, and accepted Mr. Bashwood’s 
explanation. » 
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“ I beg your pai-don,” lie said, “ I have no doubt you are right. Prny 
attribute my rudeness to over-anxiety and over-fatigue. I wish you 
good evening.” 

The station was by this time almost a solitude ; the passengers by the 
tiain being assembled at the examination of their luggage in the eustoin- 
house waiting-room. It was no easy matter, ostensibly to take leave of 
Mr. Bashwood, and really to keep him in view. But Midwinter’s early 
life with his gipsy ma.stcr had been of a nature to practise him in such 
stratagems as he was now compelled to adopt. He walked away towards 
tlifi waiting-room by the line of empty carriages — opened the door of one 
of them, as if to look after something that he had left behind — and detected 
Mr. Bashwood making for the cab-rank on the opposite side of the plat- 
form. In an instant, Midwinter had crossed, and had passed through the 
long row of vehicles, so as to skirt it on the side farthest from the 
platform. He entered the second cub by the left-hand door, the moment 
after Mr. Bashwood had entered the first cab by the right-hand door. 
“Double your fare, whatever it is,” he said to the driver, “if you keep 
the cab before you in view, and follow it wherever it goes.” In a minute 
more both vehicles were on their way out of the station. 

The clerk sat in his sentry-box at the gate, taking down the destina- 
tions of the cabs as they passed. Midwinter heard the man who was 
driving him, call out “ Hampstead 1 ” as he wont by the clerk’s window.” 

“ "Why did you say ‘ Hampstead ? ’ he asked when they had left the 
station. 

“ Because the man before me said ‘ Hampstead,’ sir,” answered the 
driver. 

Over and over again, on the wearisome journey to the north-western 
suburb. Midwinter asked if the cab was still in sight. Over and over 
again, the man answered, “ Right in front of us.” 

It was between nine and ten o’clock, when the diiver pulled up his 
horses at last. Midwinter got out, and saw the cab before them, waiting 
at a house-door. As soon as he had satisfied himself that the driver was 
the man whom Mr. Bashwood had hired, he paid the promised reward, 
and dismissed his own cab. 

He took a turn backwards and forwards before the door. The vaguely 
terrible suspicion which had risen in his mind at the terminus, had forced 
itself by this time into a definite form which was abhorrent to him. With- 
out the shadow of an assignable reason for it, he found himself blindly dis- 
trusting his wife’s fidelity, and blindly suspecting Mr. Bashwood of serving 
her in the capacity of gobetween. In sheer horror of his own morbid 
fancy, he determined to take down the number of the house, and the 
name of the street in which it stood — and then, in justice to his wife, to 
return at once to the address which she had given him as the addren at 
which her mother lived. He had taken out his pocket-book, and was on 
his way to the comer of the street, when he dbaerved the man who had 
driven Mr. Bashwood, looking at him with an expression of inquisitiTe 
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surprise. The idea of questioning the cab-driver, while he had the oppor- 
tunity, instantly occurred to him. He took a half-crown from his pocket 
and put it into the man’s ready hand. 

“ Has the gentleman whom you drove from the station, gone into 
that house ? ” he asked. 

“ Yes, sir.” 

Did you hear him inquire for anybody when the door was opened ? ” 

“He asked for a lady, sir. Mrs. ” The man lie‘^itated. “ It 

wasn’t a common name, sir ; I should know it again if I hoard it.” 

“ Was it ‘ Midwinter ? ’ ” 

“No, sir.” 

“ ‘ Armadale ? ”’ 

“ That’s it, sir. Mrs. Armadale.” 

“ Are you sure it was ‘Mrs.’ and not ‘ Mr. ? ’ ’ 

“ I’m as sure as a man can be who hasn’t taken any particular notico, 
sir.” 

The doubt implied in that last answer decided Midwinter to investi- 
gate the matter on the spot, lie ascended the house-steps. As ho 
raised his hand to the bell at the side of the door, the violence of his 
agitation mastered him physically for the moment. A strange sensation 
as of something leaping up from his heart to his brain, turned his head 
wildly giddy. He held by the house-railings, and kept his face to the 
air, and resolutely waited till he was steady again. Then he rang the 
bell. 

“ Is ? ” — he tried to ask for “ Mrs. Armadale,” when the maid-servant 
had opened the door, but not oven his resolution could force the name to 
pass his lips, — “ Is your mistress at home ? ” he asked. 

“ITes, sir.” 

The girl showed him into a back parlour, and presented him to a 
little old lady, with an obliging manner and a bright pair of eyes. 

“ There is some mistake,” said Midwinter. “ I wished to see ” 

Once more he tried to utter the name, and once more he failed to force 
it to his lips. 

“ Mrs. Armadale? ” suggested the little old lady, with a smile. 

“ Yea.” 

“ Show the gentleman upstairs, Jenny.” 

The girl led the way to the dj^wing-room floor. 

“Any name, sir 7 ” 

No name.” 

Mr. Bashwood had barely completed his report of what had happened 
at the termiAna ; Mr. Bashwood’s imperious mistress was still sitting 
speechless under tlie shock of the discovery that had burst on her— ^when 
the door of the seem opened ; and, without a word of warning to precede 
him, Midwinter appeared* on the threshold. He took one step ihto the 
room ; and meoHimAUy pushed the door to behind him. He stood in 
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dead silence, and confronted his wife, with a scioitiny that was terrible 
in its unnatural self-possession, and that enveloped her steadily in one 
comprehensive look from head to foot. 

In dead silence on her side, she rose from her chair. In dead silence 
she stood erect on the hearth-rug, and faced her husband in widow’s weeds. 

He took one step nearer to her and stopped again. lie lifted his hand 
and pointed with his lean brown finger at her dress. 

“ What does that mean?” he asked, without losing his terrible self- 
])os.sepsion, and without moving his outstretched hand. 

At the hoiind of liis voice, the quick rise and fall of her bosom — which 
IkhI been the one outward betrayal thus far of the inner agony that tor- 
tin cd her — suddenly stopped. She* stood impenetrably silent, breathleHsly 
still — as if his question had struck her dead, and his pointing hand had 
jjetnfied her. 

He advanced one step nearer and reiterated his words, in a voice even 
lower and quieter than the voice in which ho had spoken first. 

One moment more of silence, one moment more of inaction might have 
been the salvation of lier. But the fatal force of her character triumphed 
at the crisis of her destiny, and liis. White and still, and linggard and 
old, faljc met the dreadful emergency with a dreadful courage, and spoke 
the irrevocable words which renounced him to his liice. 

“ Mr. Midwinter,” she said, in tones unnaturally hard and unnaturally 
clear, “our acquaintance hardly entitles you to speak to me in that 
manner.” Those were her woids. She never lifted her eyes from the 
ground while she spoke them. When she had done, the last faint vestige 
of colour in her checks faded out. 

There was a pause. Still steadily looking at her, he set himself to fix 
the language she had used to him in his mind. “She calls me ‘Mr. 
Midwinter,’ ” he said slowly, in a whisper. “ She speaks of ‘ our 
acquaintance.’” He waited a little and looked round the room. Ilis 
wandering eyes encountered Mr. Bashwood for the first time. He saw 
the steward standing near the fireplace, trembling, and watching him. 

“ I once did you a service,” he said; “and you once told me you 
were not an ungrateful man. Are you grateful enough to answer me if I 
ask you something ? " 

He waited a little again. Mr. Bashwood still stood trembling at the 
fireplace, silently watching him. 

“ I see you looking at me,” he went on. “ Is there some change in me 
that I am not conscious of myself? Am I seeing things that you don’t 
see ? Am I hearing words that you don’t bear 7 Am I looking or speak- 
ing like a man out of his senses ? ” 

Again he waited, and again the silence was unbroken. His eyes began 
to glitter ; and the savage blood that he had inherited from big inother 
rose dark and slow in his ashy cheeks. 

“ Is that woman,” he asked, the woman whom yon once knew, whose 
name was Migg Qwilt ? ” , * 
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Once more his wife collected her fatal courage. Onco more his wife 
spoke her fatal words. 

“ You compel me to repeat,” she said, that you are presuming on 
our acquaintance, and that you are forgetting what is due to me.” 

lie turned upon her, with a savage suddenness which forced a cry of 
alarm from Mr. Bashwood’s lips. 

Are you, or are you not My Wife ?” he asked, through his set teelli. 

She raised her eyes to his for the first time. Her lost spirit looked at 
him, steadily defiant, out of the hell of its own despair. 

I am not your wife," she said. 

He staggered back, with his hand groping for something to hold by, 
like the hands of a man in the dark. lie leaned heavily against the wall 
of the room, and looked at the woman who had slept on his bosom, and 
who had denied him to his face. ^ 

Mr. Bashwood stole panic-stricken to her side. “ Go in there ! ” he 
whispered, trying to draw her towards the folding doors which led into 
the next room. ‘‘ For God’s sake be quick I He’ll kill you 1 ” 

She put the old man back with her hand. She looked at him with a 
sudden irradiation of her blank face. She answered him with lips that 
struggled slowly into a frightful smile. 

“ Let him kill me,” she said. 

As the v/ords passed her lips, he sprang forward from the wall, with a 
cry that rang through the house. The frenzy of a maddened man flashed 
at her from his glassy eyes, and clutched at her in his threatening hands. 
He came on till ho was within arm’s length of her — and suddenly stood 
still. The black flush died out of his face in the instant when he stopped. 
His eyelids fell, his outstretched hands wavered, and sank helpless. He 
dropped, as the dead drop. He lay as the dead lie, in the arms of the 
wife who had denied him. 

She knelt on the floor, and rested his head on her knee. She caught 
the arm of the steward hurrying to help her, with a hand that closed 
round it. like a vice. “ Go for a doctor,” she said, “ and keep the people 
of the house away till he comes.” There was that in her eye, there was 
that in her voice, which would have warned any man living to obey 
her in silence. In silence, Mr. Bashwood submitted, and hurried out 
of the room. 

The instant she was alone, she raised him from her knee. With both 
arms clasped round him, the miserable w^oman lifted his lifeless face to 
hers, and rocked him on her bosom in an agony of tenderness beyond all 
relief in tears, in a passion of remorse beyond all expression in words. In 
silence she held him to her breast, in silence she devoured his forehead, 
his cheeks, his lips, with kisses. Not a sound escaped her, till she heard 
the trampling footsteps outside, hurrying up the stairs. Then a low moan 
burst from her lips, as she looked her last at him, and lowered his head 
again to her knee, before the strangers came in. 

The landlady and the steward were the first persons whom saw 
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when the door was opened. The medical man (a surgeon living in the 
street) lollowed. The horror and the beauty of her face as she looked up 
at him absorbed the surgeon’s attention for the moment, to the exclusion 
of everything else. She hud to beckon to him, she had to point to the 
senseless man, before she could claim his attention for his patient and 
divert it from herself. 

“ Is he dead ?” she asked. 

TJie surgeon carried Midwinter to the sofa, and ordered the windows 
to be opened. “ It is a fainting fit,” he said ; “ nothing more.” 

At that answer her strength failed her for the first time. She drew 
a deep breath of relief, and leaned on the chimney-piece for support. 
Mr. liashwood was the only person present who noticed that she was 
overeonie. He led hei to the ojiposite end of the room, where there was 
an easy chair — leaving the landlady to hand the restoratives to the surgeon 
as they were wanted. 

“ Are you going to wait here till he recovers ? ” whispered the steward, 
looking towards the Sofa, and trembling as he looked. 

d'ho question roused her to a sense of her position — to a knowledge of 
the merciless necessities which that positioi/ now forced her to confront. 
With a lieavy sigh she looked towards the solii, considered with herself 
for a moment, and answered Mr. Basliwood’s inquiry by a question on 
her bide. 

“ Is tlie cab that brought you here from the railway still at the door ? ” 
Yes.” 

“ Drive at once to the gates of tho Sanatorium, and wait there till I 
join you.” 

Mr. Bashwood hesitated. She lifted her eyes to his, and, with a look, 
sent him out of the room. 

“ The gentleman is coming to, ma’am,” said tho landlady, os the 
steward closed the door. “He has just breathed again.” 

She bowed in mute reply, rose, and considered with herself once more 
— looked towards the sofa for the second time — then passed through the 
folding-doors into her own room. 

After a short lapse of time the surgeon drew back from the sofa, and 
motioned to the landlady to stand aside. The bodily recovery of the 
patient was assured. There was nothing to be done now but to wait, and 
let his mind slowly recall its sense of what had happened. 

“ Where is she ? ” were the first words he said to the surgeon and the 
landlady anxiously watching him. 

The landlady knocked at the folding-doors, and received no answer. 
She went in, and found the room empty. A sheet of note-paper was on 
the dressing-table, with the doctor’s fee placed on it. The paper contained 
these lines, evidently written in great agitation or in great haste : — “ It is 
impossible for me to remain here to-night, after what has happened. I 
will return to-morrow to take away my luggage, and to pay what I 
owe you.” 
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“ Where is she ? " Midwinter asked again, when the landlady returned 
alone to the drawing-room. 

“ Gone, sir.” 

“ I don’t believe it I ” 

The old lady’s colour rose. “ If you know her handwriting, sir,” she 
answered, handing him the sheet of note-paper, “ perhaps you may believe 
that?'' 

He looked at the paper. “ I beg your pardon, ma’am,” he said, as he 
handed it back. “ I beg your pardon, with all my heart.” 

There was something in his face as he spoke those words which more 
than soothed the old lady’s irritation — it touched her with a sudden pity 
for the man who had offended her. “ I am afraid there is some dreadful 
trouble, sir, at the bottom of all this,” she said simply. “ Do you wish me 
to give any message to the lady when she comes back ?”^ 

Midwinter rose, and steadied himself for a moment against the sofa. 
“ I will bring my own message to-morrow,” he said. “ I must sec her 
before she leaves your house.*’ 

The surgeon accompanied his patient into the street. ‘‘ Can I see you 
home?” he said, kindly. ‘^You had better not walk, if it is far. You 
mustn’t over-exert yourself ; you mustn’t catch a chill this cold night.” 

Midwinter took his hand and thanked him. “ I have been used to 
hard walking and to cold nights, sir,” he said ; “ and I am not easily worn 
out, even when I look so broken as I do now. If you will tell me the 
nearest way out of these streets, I think the quiet of the country and the 
quiet of the night will help me. I have something serious to do to- 
morrow,” he added, in a lower tone ; “ and I can’t rest or sleep till I have 
thought over it to-night.” 

The surgeon understood that he had no common man to deal with. 
He gave the necessary directions without any further remark, and parted 
with his patient at his own door. 

Left by himself, Midwinter paused and looked up at the heaven in 
silence. The night had cleared, and the stars were out — the stars which 
he had first learnt to know from his gipsy master on the hill-side. For 
the first time his mind went back regretfully to his boyish days. “ Oh, 
for the old life!” he thought, longingly. “I never knew till now how 
happy the old life was 1 ” 

He roused himself and went on towards the open country. His face 
darkened as he left the streets behind him and advanced into the solitude 
and obscurity that lay beyond. 

She has denied her husband to-night,” lie said. She shall know 
her master to-morrow.” 
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The glory of a building is in its age and in that deep sense of voicefulueas, of 
stern watching, of mystenona sympathy, nay, even of approval or condemnation, 
which wo feel in walls that have long been washed by the passing waves of humanity. 

Rcskim’b Seven Lamp*. 


To have to live in a row of houses built by contract, all at the aame time, 
and all exactly alike, in which it is impossible to tell your own dwelling, 
except by looking at the number on the door, has always seemed to me 
one of the chief objections to life in a town, and one of the most pathetic 
and aggravating of the minor troubles of humanity. Mr. Pedsnap, or any 
other type of the respectable, may think me a monomaniac — perhaps I am. 

I hold that by submitting to, or worse still, by rejoicing in, a tame 
uniformity in our domiciles, we, of our own accord, deprive ourselves of 
one of the highest privileges of reason, and degrade ourselves by submis- 
sion to one of the necessities under which instinct labours. Bees build 
their cells by exact rule and predetermined angle, a mavis's nest is 
recognized as one all the world over, and probably has not altered by one 
iota in ite architectnre since time began. Rabbit-burrows and moie-gal- 
leries have gained nothing in their construction from the experience of 
hundreds of generations. To man alone is the privilege given of impressing 
not merely a generic or specific character, but a stamp of individual pecu- 
liarity on his home. If walls have ears, houses surely may be allowed to 
have faces too, and these are often very expressive ones, telling in many 
a case more about their owners than their own faces dare to tell, some- 
times wrinkled, now painted and patched like any made-up dowager, now 
clean and cared for, again grimy and foul as a drunkard's cheek. Houses 
die too, as their masters do, and while we love to tell the tale of lives gone 
by, to preserve memorials of the generations that leave us so quickly, and 
as we often pause to see an old house tell its silent story on the painter’s 
canvas, may we not at times linger to Listen to the description of an old 
home by a loving pen ? Not one from an architect’s point of view, even 
were it as gorgeous and as lovingly told as that of the baronial mansion in 
Gilbert Scott's Gothic Architecture — not a glowing picture such as George 
Robins knew so well how to conjure up, when with mellifiuous adjectives 
he decked out the country lot to be brought to the hammer. Such are 
prophetic and anticipatory of the future, not descriptive of the past. 
The homes I love to look back on, and the houses 1 want to describe, have 
had too long a past to hope for a future. The auld house might make 
in time a picturesque min, but could hardly by any art be described 
as a desirable investment for a gentleman of fortune. 
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A bonnie auld house it is — not a castle, not a priory ; you would not 
even think of calling it a hall — wdth four sturdy walls of grey stone, hewn 
at the corners and lintels, harled with white mortar where the walls are 
rough, with high-pitched roof and over-hanging eaves, where the swallows 
build, and the starlings sun themselves and chatter from April to October 
It stands at the mouth of the glen, just where the hillside curves arc 
softening into the gentle waving of the strath, and on its terrace of match- 
less turf, seems to lean against the soft bosom of the hill behind, while the 
slope of the lawn in front is just sufficient to give light and air, and an 
occasional glimpse of the road through the valley, and beyond it the great 
river, and still further olT, the sea. The rich old grass ripples up to the 
very walls, and seems to grudge to the gravelled road even its narrow strip 
of sand and pebbles ; and the rough Highland cattle who have had it all 
their own way since the deer were killed, rub their horns against 
the stone steps, and lazily switch their tails in sleepy noontides before the 
door. But for the steps they might go in, and now and then a lamb does 
frisk up and invade the hall, for, winter and summer, from sunrise to 
sunset, the door stands ever open : what though snow may drift in, and 
inner doors may slam, and tramps may peer about, it is the custom of the 
house ; and though there are now no bairns to toddle in and out, and few 
dogs to guard the hall, the old laird will have it open as of old. Yes, of old, 
that is the refrain which echoes through the bouse — of old : all about it seems 
to tell of the past rather than of the future, or even of the present. There 
is nothing new about the place. The house itself, though it has sheltered 
only some six generations, and is as solid as when it was built (for there 
was no building by contract in those days), is but the south front of a 
quadrangle far older than itself. The trees are all old, many patriarchal, 
and have to pay their tribute of creaking stiff old limbs, and broken 
branches, every windy night. The flower-garden is old-fashioned, with 
high box hedges, and a sundial which the ivy has cracked, so that it is half- 
an-hour too slow by railway time, and straight formal gravel walks where 
the peacocks used to strut and scream, before the home-farm was given 
up and the hen-house dismantled. The family acres have diminished in 
every generation of late. Faim after farm has been sold, but the last was 
the hardest of all for the laird to part with, lying, as it does, broad and 
fair on an upland slope, before the windows, hardly a mile off : it was 
sold, but not it all : one corner, deeply shaded by swaying poplars and 
black flrs, holds four walls and a heavy iron door. This is the Cave of 
Machpelab, the one rood of ground that must be kept, though all else go — 
the burying-ground, now nearly full, just one comer empty, by his wife’s 
grave, the place they chose fifty years ago when their first baby died. 

But, says Dives, it is their own fault if they get poorer every year; 
why don’t they make money as I do, or if they are not clever enough for 
that, why don’t they save, and at least live within their income ? But 
how can we blame, though we may pity the Ailing house. An old- 
fashioned, open-handed hospitality, a gentleness that could not drive a 
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bargain, or dismiss an old tenant, were all possible and warrantable when 
wheat was at war prices, and the corn-laws were intact ; but low pricefi, 
and the girls’ portions, and the boys* commissions gradually do their work: 
a few thousands to-day, a few more to-morrow — the old acres must bear 
them all, and while so much is going out there is nothing coming in : the 
boys wiU not go into business, and will not look at the professions, but 
wherever for hundreds of years their country’s flag has been flying, there 
they are to be found sheddmg their blood like water. At Quebec and 
Bunker’s Hill, Seringapatam, Peninsula, Waterloo, Crimea, Delhi, the 
Peiho, the vision of the old house and the beech avenue has been the 
last to pass before the eyes of one of its boys, before the teeth were set 
for the onset, or when all else was fading from the dying eyes in the shock 
of battle. And then some morning at breakfast the letter comes, written 
by a comrade at the camp-fire to anticipate the Gazette and break tlie 
news, and by the time his medal and sword have come home the old 
house, in losing a hope, has gained another noble memory. 

Yet, DotAvithstunding its poverty, is it not wonderful how well and home- 
like the old place looks ? The jiark has been divided into enclosures, and 
fat cattle stalk solemnly along, and Cheviots and South-downs nibble the 
short grass, where once the deer hid in brushwood and bracken and the 
hare sheltered behind the tufled bent. Still the hedgerows are very lovely, 
bright with the fresh green in May, pale in June with delicate stars of 
hawthorn, blushing with the “ briar roses faint and pale ” all the summer 
through, and even far on into the autumn, crested with the bloom and rich 
red berries of the honeysuckle. And though the cattle have nibbled 
the leaves and barked the twigs as high as they can reach, and thus the 
lovely sweep in which the lower branches should stoop to the grass is 
gone, not one of the old beeches has fiillen to the axe. No, even when old 
Lord Hunques foreclosed the mortgage, and money was so hard to get, the 
laird would not cut a stick of timber; just as soon would he have sold 
one of his children. Thus the avenue has a beauty of its own, lined though 
it be by rough post-and-rail paling, for the beeches are two hundred years 
old, and meet overhead in living arches of whispering leaves, and the 
cushats coo among the branches as if echoing the refrain of the angels* 
song ; and though the gates are heavy and their hinges stiff, the gate-posts 
are rich with strange old carving, and piled with mosses, and fretted with 
lichens into arabesques of infinite delicacy and variety, glittering in sun- 
light and glowing in shade, as no colours of man’s devising do. 

Very refreshing, too, is the contrast between the coolness and cloister- 
shade of the beeches, and the sunlight of the nearer lawn, which bursts 
upon us, sudden and glorious, as we pass the great stone pillars of the 
second gate. For the oaks and elms no longer shade the road, but stand 
apart, now one giant alone, again in two’s and three’s, leaving long reaches 
of grass between them, green in the shade, yellow— almost white— in the 
summer sun ; and now between the tree-trunks we get a glint of the house, 
and feel we are really at home : the post-boy gives a final chirrup to the 
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weary hacks, a cool plunge into a grove of limes, heavy with scent, and 
vibrating with the wings of countless bees, a terrace of short grass, thick 
with sweet white clover — ah I we are at the door, or more correctly, at the 
stair, for the entrance hall and most of the public rooms are on the first 
floor, and before we reach the door a broad flight of steps must be 
climbed, with a wide flat terrace at the top on to which the door opens. 
This, on quiet summer evenings when the sun has gone round to the west 
and the rooks are cawing far up over our heads, makes the fieest, coolest 
drawing-room possible, and all the year round is the family lounge, where 
plans are discussed, weather prognosticated, friends welcomed as they 
come, and watched as they drive away. The entrance hall is broad and 
high, with an oak staircase facing the front door, and winding round the 
hall with low easy steps, till it forms a corridor above. The hall is hung 
with deer-horns, and lined with cabinets of oak now aftnost as dark as 
ebony. From the hall open the public rooms, wainscoted with oak, but 
large and light, too hght almost for the fumituro and hangings, now a 
century old, and faded almost shabby, were it not for the undefinable 
charm which age and use and wont alone can give, of character and 
friendliness, associations which the young call gladness, and the old know 
to be regret, yet regret mingled with something strangely sweet. 

Each generation has added its portraits to the walls, and the news- 
papers, photographs, time-bills and reviews must seem incongruous to the 
quiet fiices that Jamieson and Ramsay painted in less feverish times. 

This old house of ours stands in the very heart of a country district, 
long miles from any town, or even village ; there are no coal-fields, no 
metals in the lands, not a manufactory or a tall chimney in the whole 
horizon. And thus while in many points now the age of the old house is 
showing itself, and much about it is falhng into decay, dear Mother 
Nature has the smoothing of the pillow and the burying of the dead, and 
even decay becomes lovely. As in autumn the richer colours of the 
dying leaves are mellowed by rosier sunsets, and silvered by dim mists 
of morning, and diamonded by gracefuUest hoar-frost till the snow comes 
with her pure mantle to hide their graves, so in the longer cycles that 
bound the life of tree, or church, or home, the tender mother’s touch grows 
sofier as the years run on. The stem smoothness and pillared strength 
of tree-trunk may be scarred and cleft, but the scars are soft, — ofttimes 
ruddy with lichens and moss, — the rifls are filled and hidden with wealth 
of ivy, or the tenderer green and the bright weird berries of the mistletoe, 
the creviced wall is fragrant with, sweetbriar, and the &llen copeatone 
has let the wallflower take root 

The framework of the old house may last for centuries, but one by one 
the habitable rooms are diminishing in number. The distant bedrooms 
are gradually di^lenished, and must stand empty, for if a cottage within 
twenty miles is burnt down, or an old servant wants a home> the laird 
would find an empty house, and (money being so sadly aoaroe) would bid 
them furnish it from one of the bedrooms that one ne^ser needed now. So 
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thus when the first frost of the next bitter winter takes the old man home, 
and the biirying-ground has been opened and closed for the last time, the 
furniture will not fetch much at the sale. The auctioneer’s man will con- 
temptuously speak of the old tables and chairs os bits of sticks, and when 
hia old cronies have each bought something as a remembrance, the house 
will be no longer the house it has been, but four walls, to be demolished 
or restored at the caprice of the new possessor ; in either case to be the 
“ auJd house” no more, but Mi. Black Diamond’s beautiful new place in 
Perthshire, or Whiteseam Castle, the magnificent baronial residence of Sir 
Cotton Wlutcscam, built on the site of, and containing the courtyard and 
a piece of the wall of an old mansion-house. 

It IS often strange to watch the various efifects of ago upon houses. I 
do not mean by age any sudden destruction as by fire or sword, but merely 
the slow changes during the gradual lapse of time. One of the gentlest, 
tenderest ways in which age can come to a house is seen when in a lonely 
country district u house is simply let alone : “ So fleet the works of men 
back to their earth again.” I know one which was bought some years ago 
by a very rich nobleman, from the old race whose house it was. He has 
a great house of his own within a few miles, and has simply left the other 
to itself. He is fond of field-sports, and now the gardens, park, and woods 
of the old bouse are a pheasant preserve, no foot but that of the gamekeeper 
brushes the dew from the grass-grown avenue. Babbits burrow under the 
pear-trees in the garden, and great hares lope about the terraces, where 
they feel so much at home, that even their restless ears lie still. No 
shadows flit past the windows of the deserted rooms, for the rotten flooring 
can support no footsteps heavier than a ghost’s, and owls and jackdaws 
chatter and hiss where the children used to play. The grass is dank and 
long, and the unthinned pines cast a funereal shade even at midsummer ; 
still the setting sun reddens its turrets and high eaves, and grotesque gur- 
goyles glisten white in the moon and the free ail- of heaven breathes round 
it fragrant with hawthorn in spring, heavy in summer and autumn with 
the scent of ungathered roses, even in winter spiced with the aroma of the 
pines. How diflerent in scent and colour from other old houses I have seen. 

On either side of the High Street of Edinburgh are narrow streets or 
lanes which run at right angles to it, as ribs from a backbone. Many of 
these terminate in, or are lined by, tall old houses, long ago the residences 
of nobles and wealthy burghers. They are now inhabited by the very 
poorest and most squalid of the population, many of them almost exclu- 
sively by Irish immigrants ; and there are few contrasts of the kind more 
strange and pathetic, than that afforded by the glimpses of the comfort and 
magnificence of the past, seen amid the wretchedneaB and squalor of the 
present. Take one for a type of all. A long passage, about four feet wide, 
on the level of the street, even narrower above, where the high walls almost 
meet to shut out the sky, leads to a massive archway. The passage, if 
clean and fi:e^ would be a pleasuit entrance, cool in summer, aheltei^ in 
winter ; but the pavement is broken and dank ooze stands in pools, while 
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decaying vegetables, fishbones, and other worse refuse, make the passage 
a pesthouse. The arched doorway discloses a lofty hall from which large 
rooms open, while a noble oak staircase leads to the upper stories. It was 
once the town mansion of one of our oldest Scottish iamilies, now every 
room contains a separate family ; and not only this, but the larger rooms 
are divided and subdivided — here by lath and plaster ; here by brickwork 
partitions, which do not even reach to the roof ; here again only by a 
ragged curtain, or here in more careful manner by screens of brown paper 
pasted on cross-bars of wood. Four, even five families in one room, 
separated only by such flimsy partitions ; oaths, brutality, and drunken- 
ness making themselves heard through every corner of it : and yet on inac- 
cessible niches of the oak staircase the shield and device of the family can 
still be seen, and gleams of sunlight still glint on shreds of tapestry-carved 
cornices and painted roofs. Where the Solemn League Jud Covenant lay 
for signature, fish-hawkers wrangle and organ-grinders count their ill- 
gotten coppers ; where Charles Townsend supped with the Lord President 
of the Court of Session thieves divide their spoil. Could these rooms 
speak what tales they might tell, sad and strange, of change and decay — of 
one master slain in a chance medley of Scotts and Kers for the “ crown of 
the causeway ; ’’ of another, the last of his race that the old house ever 
saw, pining in solitude and poverty in a garret at St. Germains, watching 
the fair and fading white rose, symbol of his loyalty to the race for whom he 
had fought so vainly. For when Charles Edward was at Holy rood, the 
old house rang with merriment and echoed to the clank of spurs ; but the 
light of the hopeless struggle which had waxed at Prestonpuns, and waned 
at Falkirk, went down in blood on the disastrous eve of Culloden, and like 
many another, the house changed hands when its master became a banished 
outlaw. Then some canny Whig lawyer tried to buy the pictures, and 
relics, and the old home associations when he bought the walls. But it 
will not do, good investment as it was ; the new master cannot feel it is his 
own. Strange shadows lurk in corners, armour falls with a clank at 
uncanny hours, and on suggestive anniversaries ; one by one the pictures 
with their restless following eyes are turned to the wall or condemned to 
the lumber-room ; and by the time the lawyer has prospered enough to 
buy “ a’ bit place ” in the country, he finds that the house has got a bad 
name and won’t kt. He then cuts it up into small tenements, lets part of it 
for an office : the character of the tenants gets worse and worse, while their 
number increases at every term day, till the quiet, grave home of a family 
becomes the teeming rabbit-warren it now is. 

And then the sooner the end comes the better. To be gutted by a fire, 
condemned by the Dean of Guild, or swept away by a railway company, 
seems, any of them, a more merciful fate than to drag on, a nest of fever 
and den of thieves, till from very rottenness it crumbles on the heads of 
its inmates. While it stands, with rags for ivy, and oaths and ribaldry 
instead of the wild-bird’s song, it is a “ caput mortuum,” not a ruin — it is 
pestilential without being picturesque. 
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When tlio ciiminal, Pierre Grander, escorted by four gendarmes, was 
placed lu the dock of the court of assize, there was a general stir amongst 
the crow d which had assembled from every quarter to be present at his trial. 

Pierre Gi anger was not an ordinary culprit — not one of those poor 
wretches whom the court, as a matter of form, furnishes with an advocate, 
judges HI the presence of a heedless auditory, and sends to oblivion in the 
convict prisons of the State, 'lie had figured at Augtil in the columns of 
the newspapers; and while M. Lepervier had undertaken his defence, 
M. Louraugain, the attorney-general, was to conduct the prosecution. 
Now, at the time of which I write, these two men stood at the head of 
their profession. Whenever it was known that they were to be pitted 
against each other in any cause, crowds immediately llocked to enjoy their 
eloquent sentences, sonorous periods, and phrases as round and as polished 
as so many billiard-balls. It was a perfect riot of tropes and figures, a 
delicious confusion of periphrases and metaphors. All the figures of 
rhetoric defiled before the charmed auditory, and sported, jested, and 
struggled with each other, like Virgil’s playful shepherds. There was a 
luxury of epithets, passing even that of the Abbd Delille. Every indivi- 
dual substantive was as regularly followed by its attendant adjective, as the 
great lady of tho last century by her train-bearing page. Jn this pompous 
diction a man became a mortal, a horse a courser, the moon was styled pale 
Dian. My father and my mother were never called so, but invariably the 
authors of my being ; ” a dream was a vision, a glass a crystal vase, a knife 
a sword, a car a chariot, and a breeze became a whirlwind : all of which, 
no doubt, tended to produce a style of exceeding sublimity and beauty, 

Pierre Granger was a clumsily built fellow, five feet ten in height, 
thirty-eight years old, with foxy hair, a high colour, and small cunning 
grey eyes. He was accused of having strangled his wife, cut up the 
body into pieces, and then, in order to conceal his crime, set fire to the 
house, wherein his three children perished. Such an accumulation of 
horrors had shed quite a romantic halo round their perpetrator. Ladies 
of rank and fashion flocked to the gaol to look at him ; and his autograph 
was in wonderful request, as soon as it became known that Madame 
C^sarine Langelot, the lioness of the district, possessed some words of his 
writing in her album, placed between a ballad by a professor of rhetoric 
and a problem by the engineer-in-chief of the department : neither gentle- 
man, to say the truth, being much flattered by such close juxtaposition 
with the interesting pet-prisoner. When Pierre Granger, with bis lower- 
ing brow and air of stolid cunning, was placed in the dock, the names of 
twelve jurors were drawn by lot, and the president demanded of the 
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counsel on either side, whether they wished to exercise their right of 
challenge. Both declined oifering any objection to twelve such honour- 
able names ; but the attorney-general added, that he would require the 
drawing of a BUj^plementary juror. It was done, and on the paper ap- 
peared the name of Major Vernor. At the sound, a slight murmur was 
heard amongst the spectators, while MM. Louraugain and Ldpervicr ex- 
changed a rapid glance which seemed to say : — “ Will not you challenge 
him? ” But neither of them did so; an officer conducted Major Vernor 
into his appointed place, and amid profound silence the indictment was 
read. Major Vernor had lived in the town during the last two years. 
Every one gave him the military title, yet none could tell wlien, or w’htrc, 
or whom be had served. He seemed to have neither family nor friends ; 
and when any of his acquaintances ventured to sound l^un on the subject, 
he always replied in a manner by no means calculated to encourage 
curiosity. Do I trouble my head about your affairs ? ” he would say. 

Your shabby old town suits me wt‘11 enough as a residence, but if you 
don’t think I have a right to live in it, I shall be most happy to convince 
you of the fact at daybreak to-morrow with gun, sword, or pistol.” 
Major Vernor was precisely the very man to keep his word; the few 
persons who had entered his lodgings reported that his bedroom resem- 
bled an armoury, so fully was it furnished with all sorts of murderous 
weapons. Not^dthstanding this, he seemed a very respectable sort of 
man, regular in his habits, punctual in his payments, and fond of smoking 
excellent cigars, sent him, he used to say, by a friend in Ilavannah. He 
was tall, very thin, bald, and always dressed in black ; his moustaches 
curled to a point ; and he invariably wore his hat cocked over his right ear. 
In the evenings he used to frequent the public reading-rooms of the town, but 
he never played at any game, or conversed with the company, remaining 
absorbed in his newspaper until the clock struck ten, when he lit his cigar, 
twisted his moustaches, and with a stiff, silent bow, took his departure. It 
sometimes happened that one of the company, bolder than the others, said, 

Good night, major ! ” Then the major would stop, fix his grey eye on 
the speaker, and reply, “Good night, monsieur !” but in so rude and angry 
a tone that the words sounded more like a malediction than a polite saluta- 
tion. It was remarked that whoever thus ventured to address the major, 
was, during the remainder of the evening, the victim of some strange ill- 
luck. He regularly lost at play, was sure to .knock his elbow through a 
handsome lamp or vase, or in some way to get entangled in a misadventure. 
So firmly were the good townsfolk persuaded that the major possessed an 
evil eye, that their common expression, when any one met with a misfor- 
tune, was : — “ He must have said ‘ good night ’ to the major.” 

This mysterious character dined every day at the ordinary of the 
Crown Hotel, and although habitually silent, seemed usually contented 
with the fare. One day, however, after having eaten some bread soup, he 
cast his eye along the table, frowned, and calling the host, said : — “ How 
comes it that the dinner to-day is entirely meagre 7 ” 
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Monsieur, no doubt, forgets that this is Good Friday.” 

“ Send me up two mutton chops.” 

^ Impossible, major — there is not an ounce of meat to be had at any 
butcher’s in the town.” 

Let me have some fowl.” 

That is not to be had, either.” 

“ What a set of fools ! ” exclaimed the major, striking his clenched 
liand on the table with such force that tlie bottles reeled and rocked just 
as if all the wine in their bodies had got into their heads. Then he 
called the waiter, and said, “ Baptiste, go to my lodging, and bring me 
the inlaid carbine which hangs over my pillow.” 

The poor host trembled, and grew very pale when Baptiste returned 
with a double-barrelled gun, beautifully inlaid with silver. The major 
coolly examined the locks, put on fi-esh caps, cocked both barrels, and 
walked out, followed at a respectful distance by the guests and inmates of 
the hotel. Not far olF stood an old ivy-mantled church, whose angular 
projections were haunted by many ravens. Two large ones flew out of a 
turret just as the major came up and took aim for a double shot. Down 
tumbled both the unclean birds at his feet. 

“ >Sacrt? bleu!" said he, picking them up. “I’m regularly sold — 
they’re quite lean.” 

He returned to the hotel, and, according to his express orders, one 
moiety of his ill-omened booty was dressed in a savoury stew, and the othei 
simply roasted. Of both dishes he partook so heartily that not a vestige 
of either remained, and he declared that he had never eaten more relishing 
food. From that day the major became an object of uneasiness to some, of 
terror to others, of curiosity to all. Whenever he appeared on the public 
promenade, every one avoided him : at the theatre, his box was generally 
occupied by himself alone j and each old woman that met him in the 
street invariably stopped to cross herself. Major Vernor wjis never known 
to enter a church, or accept an invitation ; at first he used to receive a good 
many of these, and the perfumed billets served him to light his cigars. 

Such, then, was the thirteenth juror drawn in the cause of Pierre 
Granger, and it may easily be understood why the audience were moved 
at hearing the name of Major Vernor. The paper of accusation, not- 
withstanding drawn up by the attorney-general with a force and parti- 
cularity of description which bonified the ladies present, was read amid 
profound silence broken only by the snoring of the prisoner, who had 
coolly settled himself to sleep. The gendarmes tried to rouse him from 
bis slumber, but they merely succeeded in making him now and then 
half open his dull, brutish eyes. When the clerk had ceased to read, 
Pierre Granger was with difficulty thoroughly awakened, and the president 
proceeded to question him. The interrogatory fully revealed, in all its 
horror, the thoroughly stupid fiendishness of ffie wretch. He had hil M 
his wife, he said, because they couldn’t agree ; he had set his house on 
fire because it was a cold night, and he wanted to make a good 
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to warm himself; as to his children, they were dirty squalling little 
things— no loss to him or to any one else. It would be tedious to 
pursue all the details of this disgusting trial. M. Louraugain and M. 
Lepervier both made marvellously eloquent speeches, but the latter 
deserved peculiar credit, having so very bad a cause to sustain. 
Although he well knew that his client was as thorough a scoundrel 
as ever breathed, and that his condemnation would be a blessing to 
society, yet he pleaded his cause with all a lawyer’s conscientiousness. 
When he got to the peroration, ho managed to squeeze from his eyes a 
few rare tears, the last^ and most precious, I imagine, which he carefully 
reserved for an especially solemn occasion — just as some families preserve 
a few bottles of fine old wine, to be drunk at the marriage of a daughter 
or the coming of age of a son. At length the ca^ closed, and the 
president was going to sum up ; but as the heat in court was excessive, 
and every one present stood in need of refreshment, leave was given for 
the jury to retire for half-an-hour, and the hall was cleared for the same 
space of time, in order that it might undergo a thorough ventilation. 
During this interval, while twelve of the jurors were cooling theriaselves 
with ices and sheibct, the thirteenth lighted a cigar, and reclining in an 
arm-chair, smoked away with the gravity of a Turk. 

What a capital cigar I ” sighed one of the jurors, as he watched, with 
an envious eye, the odoriferous little clouds escaping from the smoker’s lips. 

“ Would you like to try one ? ’* aaked the major, politely offering his 
cigar-case. 

“ If it would not trespass too much on your kindness.” 

By no means. You arc heartily welcome.” The juror took a 
cigar, and lighted it at that of his obliging neighbour. “ Well, how do 
you like it ? ” asked the major. 

“ Delicious 1 It has an uncommonly pleasant aroma. From whence 
are you supplied ? ” 

“ From the Havannah.” Several jurors now approached, casting 
longing eyes at Major Veruor’s cigar-case. 

Gentlemen,” said he, “ I am really grieved that I have not a single 
cigar left to offer you, having just given the last to our worthy friend. 
To-morrow, however, I hope to have a fresh supply, and shall then ask 
you to do me the honour of accepting some.” 

At that moment, an official came in to announce that the court had 
resumed its sitting : the jury hastened to their box, and the president 
began his charge. Scarcely had he commenced, however, when the juror 
who had smoked the cigar rose and in a trembling voice begged per- 
mission to retire, as be felt very ill. Indeed, while in the act of speaking, 
he fen backwards, and lay senseless on the floor. The president, of 
course, directed that he should be carefully conveyed to his home, and 
desired Major Vernor to take his place. Six strokes sounded from the 
old clock of the town-hall as the juiy retired to deliberate on their verdict 
in the case of Pierre Granger. Eleven gentlemen exclaimed with one 
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voice, that the wretched assassin’s guilt was perfectly clear, and that they 
could not hesitate for a moment as to their decision. Major Vernor, how- 
ever, stood up, placed his back against tlie door, and regarding hia 
colleagues with a peculiarly sinister expression, said slowly,— 

“ I shall acquit Pierre Granger, and you shall all do the same 1” 

“ Sir,” replied the foreman in a severe tone, “ you are answerable to 
Vf'ur conscience for your own actions, but I do not see what right you 
have to offer us a gratuitous insult.” 

“ Am I then so unfortunate as to offend you ? ” asked the major, 
meekly 

‘‘ Certainl}', in supposing us capable of breaking the solemn oath 
which we have taken, to do impartial justice. 1 am a man of honour — ” 

“ Bah ! ” interrupted the major, “ are you quite sure of that ? ” 

A general murmur of indignation arose. 

“ Do you know, sir, that such a question is a fresh insult ? ” 

“ You are quite mistaken,” said Major Vernor. “ What I said was 
drawn forth by a feeling of the solemn responsibility which rests with us. 
Before I can resolve to make a dead body of a living moving being, I 
must feel satisfied that both you and I are less guilty than Pierre 
Granger, which, after all, is not so certain.” 

An ominous silence ensued : the major’s words seemed to strike home 
to every breast, and at length one of the jurors said, — “ You seem, sir, to 
regard the question from a philosophical point of vieiv.” 

“Just so. Monsieur Cerneau.” 

“ You know me, then ? ” said the juror, in a trembling voice. 

“ Not very intimately, my dear sir, but just sufliciently to appreciate 
your fondness for discounting bills at what your enemies might call 
usurious interest. I think it was about four years ago that aa honest 
poor man, the father of a large family, blew out his brains, in despair, 
Ht being refused by you a short renewal, which he had implored on 
liis knees.” 

Without replying, M. Cerneau retired to the farthest corner of the 
room, and wiped off the large drops of sweat which started from his brow. 

“ What does this mean ? ” inquired another juror, impatiently. “ Have 
we come hither to act a scene from the Memoirs of the Devil ? ” 

“ I don’t know that work,” replied the major ; “ but may I advise 
you, Monsieur de Bardine, to calm your nerves? ” 

“ Sir, you are impertinent, and I shall certainly do myself the pleasure 
to chastise you.” 

“ As how ? ” 

“ With my sword. I shall do you the honour to meet you to- 
morrow. 

“ An honour which, being a man of sense, I must beg to decline. 
You don’t till your adversaries, Monsieur de Bardine ; you murder them. 
Have you forgotten your duel with Monsieur de Lillar, which took place, 
I am told, without witnesses ? While he was off his guard, you treech^ 
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rously struck him through the heart. The prospect of a similar cata- 
strophe is certainly by no means enticing.” 

With an instinctive movement, M. de Bardine’s neighbours drew off. 

“ I admire such virtuous indignation,” sneered the major. “ It espe- 
cially becomes you^ Monsieur Darien ” 

“ What infamy arc you going to cast in my teeth ? ” exclaimed the 
gentleman addressed. 

“ Oh, very little — a mere trifle — simply, that while Monsieur de Bar- 
dine kills his friends, you only dishonour yours. Monsieur Simon, whose 
house, table, and purse are yours, has a pretty wife ” 

“ Major,” cried another juror, “ you’re a villain I ” 

“ Pardon me, my dear Monsieur Calfat, let us call things by their 
proper names. The only villain amongst us, I believe, is the man who 
himself set fire to his house, six months after having ‘??nsured it at treble 
its value in four offices, whose directors were foolish enough to pay the 
money without making sufficient inquiry.” 

A stifled groan escaped from M. Calfat’s lips as he covered his face 
with his hands. “ Who are you that you thus dare to constitute yourself 
our judge ? ” asked another, looking fiercely at Vernor. 

“ Who am I, Monsieur Peron ? simply one who can appreciate your 
very rare dexterity in holding court-cards in your hand, and making the 
dice turn up as you please.” 

M. Peron gave an involuntary start, and thenceforward held his peace. 
The scene, aided by the darkness of approaching night, had now assumed 
a terrific aspect. The voice of the major rang in the ears of eleven pale, 
trembling men, with a cold metallic distinctness, as if each word inflicted 
a blow. 

At length Vernor burst into a strange sharp hissing laugh. “ Well, 
my honourable colleagues,” he exclaimed, “ does this poor Pierre Granger 
still appear to you unworthy of the slightest pity ? I grant you, he has 
committed a fault, and a fault which you would not have committed in 
his place. He has not had your cleverness in masking his turpitude with 
a show of virtue — that was his real crime. Now, if after having killed 
his wife, he had paid handsomely for masses to be said for her repose — 
if he had purchased a burial-ground, and caused to be raised to her 
memory a beautiful square white marble monument, with a flowery 
epitaph on it in gold letters — why, then we should all have shed tears of 
sympathy, and eulogized Pierre Granger as the model of a tender husband. 
Don’t you agree with me, Monsieur Norbec ? ” 

M. Norbec started as if he had received an electric shock. “ It is 
false 1 ” he murmured. I did not poison Eliza ; she died of pulmonary 
consumption.” 

“ True,” said the major ; “ you remind me of a circumstance which I 
had nearly forgotten. Madame Norbec, who possessed a large fortune in 
her own right, died without issue five months after she had made you her 
sole legatee.” 
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Then the major was silent. They were now in total darkness. 
Suddenly came the sharp click of a pistol, and the obscurity was for 
a moment brightened by a flash, but there was no report — the weapon 
had missed fire. The major burst into a long and loud fit of laughter. 
“ Charming ! delightful ! Ah, my dear sir,” he exclaimed, addressing 
the foreman, “ you were the only honest man of the party ; and see how, 
to oblige me, you have made an attempt on my person which places you 
on an honourable level with Pierre Granger ! ” Then, having rung the 
bell, he called for candles, and w’lien they were brought, he said, “ Come, 
gentlemen, I suppose you don’t want to sleep here ; let us make haste and 
finish our business.” 

Ten minutes afterwards the foreman handed in the issue paper — a 
verdict of Not guilty — and Pierre Granger was discharged amid the hisses 
and execrations of the crowd, who indeed were prevented only by a 
strong military force from assaulting both judge and jury. Major Vernor 
coolly walked up to the dock, and passing his aim under that of Pierre 
Granger, went out with him through a side-door. 

From that hour neither the one nor the other was ever seen again in 
the country. That night there was a terrific thunderstorm ; the ripe 
harvest was beaten down by hailstones as large as pigeons’ eggs, and a 
flash of lightning striking the steeple of the old ivy-covered church tore 
down its gilded cross. 

*««*•* 

This strange story was related to me one day last year by a convict in 
the infirmary of the prison at Toulon. I have given it verbatim from his 
lips ; and as I was leaving the building the sergeant who accompanied me 
said, “ So, sir, you have been listening to the wonderful rodomontades of 
Number 19,788?” 

“ What do you mean ? This history ” 

“Is false from beginning to end. Number 19,788 is an atrocious 
criminal, who was sent to the galleys for life, and who during the last 
few months has given evident proofs of mental aberration. His mono- 
mania consists chiefly in telling stories to prove that all judges and jurors 
are rogues and villains. He was himself found guilty, by a most respect- 
able and upright jury, of having robbed and tried to murder Major 
Vernor. He is now about to be placed in a lunatic asylum, so that you 
will probably be the last visitor who will hear his curious inventions.” 

“ And who is Major Vernor?” 

“ A brave old half-pay officer, who has lived at Toulon beloved and 
respected during the last twelve years. You will probably see him 
to-day, smoking his Havannah cigar, after the table-d’hdte dinner at the 
Crown Hotel.” 
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An allegory is certainly not tlic most tempting dish which could be placed 
upon the table of the modern literary epicure. It seems to be the 
prevalent opinion that sermons and fiction are best taken separately, and 
that the combination of the two, called an allegory, is very much like the 
physic administered to little boys, in which a certain and easily-measured 
quantity of jam deceitfully conveys an uncertain proportion of rhubarb. 
It would be well for us not to forget, however, that our forefathers very 
much delighted in this species of literature, and that in fact the greater 
portion of our poetry, from Adam Davie’s Viaion to the Fairy Queenj is 
allegorical. From the time of Spenser to the present year of grace, the 
taste for this kind of production seems to have declined steadily; since, in 
poetry, Fletcher’s Purple Island^ the images of Sin and Death in Milton, 
Collins’ Ode on the Passions^ and in prose the Pilgrim's Progress and the 
charming little allegories of Addison and Johnson, are the only conspicuous 
and meritorious specimens of the class of writing we are speaking of which 
have been published since the reign of Elizabeth. As our object is to 
show how our old allegorists have dealt with the subject which stands at 
the head of this column, we shall take the liberty of stating briefly what 
we consider to have been the reasons which led them to “ moralise their song.” 

AVhen allegory flourished in England, the favourite amusements of the 
people were theatrical representations in which the personages of the drama 
were embodiments of abstract qualities. This was not so much the case, 
however, with respect to the mysteries or miracle-plays as to the morali- 
ties which succeeded them, Chaucer, who in his Canterbury Tales has left 
us a living and moving picture of his time more valuable than the folios 
of all the Eapins and Cartes that ever earned a name for laborious in- 
dustry, has included the miracle-plays among the special diversions of 
the joyous Wife of Bath. Of these miracle-plays it is sufficient for the 
present to say that they were crude and oftentimes licentious produc- 
tions, spiced as it were according to the palate of the vulgar, that 
genus avidum spectaculorum. In the moralities, however, which were 
entirely allegorical, may be discerned some indications of dramatic art, 
and they oftentimes display powers of satire worthy of Pope or Churchill. 
The revels and shows of the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, minute de- 
scriptions of which may be found in Holinshed, were the offspring of the 
mysteries and moralities, and they in their turn gave birth to the masques 
w'hich provided such splendid employment for the imaginative genius and 
pregnant fancy of Ben Jonson and Milton. The masques reached the 
height of their popularity in the reign of James I., and “ Comtis," which 
was presented at Ludlow Castle in 1G84, w'as the lost, of any pretensions. 
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that we are able to call to mind. The minds of the people being that 
familiarized with moral speCtacleS) we are not aurpriaed to find that 
allegory formed the staple of contemporaneous poetry. Since the 
Commonwealth, masques, shows, and pageants have ceased to be commonly 
represented, and our poets have sought the objects of their strains in 
“ fresh woods and pastures new.” 

It is not to be supposed that our old allegorists would overlook the 
seven deadly sins in choosing subjects for their fine moralisings. They 
would be continually hearing about them from the pulpit ; they would see 
them sculptured in the cathedrals and churches; their libraries would 
contain richly-illuminated manuscripts, in which the deadly sins would be 
the subject both of pen and pencil ; and they would also meet with them 
in the popular spectacles — the mysteries, moralities, pageants, revels, or 
masques — of their time. Passing over Robert de Brunne’s translation of 
the Manuel dea PecheSj which is simply a moral disquisition, in verse, 
upon the Deoalogue and the seven deadly sins, we come to Piers Plough- 
man’s Vtaion (circa 1350). This allegorical poem, in which the deadly 
sins are personified, is a vigorous satire upon the vices of the age ; but its 
fiercest denunciations are reserved for the priests and the monstrous super- 
stitions inculcated by them. This poem is well known from the celebrated 
passage in which the autlior foretells the dissolution of the monasteries. 
Neither the discovery among the Cottonian manuscripts of some Verses 
concerning the Destruction of the Monasteries,” written before Piers 
Ploughman’s Vtstcm, nor the generally expressed belief of the Lollards, 
that th(' possessions of the Church would ultimately become the portion 
of the knights, need lessen our wonder at the circumstantiality with which 
the author of Piers Ploughman’s Vision foretold what actually came to 
pass. The same remark which we have made concerning Robert de 
Brunne’s translation may be applied to Gower’s Confeasio Amantia and 
Chaucer’s Parson's Tale, In the Romaunt of the RosCy in Dunbar’s Dance^ 
and in Skelton’s Rewards of a Courtj we shall find some most striking imper- 
sonations of the deadly sins, while in Hawes’ Pastime of Pleasure they are 
merely minor characters. Sackville’s Induction to the Complaint of Henrp 
Duke of Buckivs^wm contains some wonderfully vigorous personifications ; 
and even Spenser, strong as he was in his own originality, no doubt 
derived miich aBHwtance in his delineation of the seven deadly sins from 
the spirited orCatioBS of Sackville. Phineas Fletcher, dubbed by the 
fantastic Quarl^ the Spenser of his age,” following his great original at 
the distance of half a century, has drawn some of the deadly sins. Hit 
figures are conceived with a certain degree of skill, but the few beauties 
of the work (The Purple Isla/nd) are lost amid a heap of anatomical 
rubbish and absurdity. 

We suppose that, in consequence of the m3r8tio importance which haa 
at all times been attached to the number seven, it was found neces- 
sary to disqover seven cardinal and principal eins, from which 
be educed the numerous subsidiary branches of , human turpitude# 

VOL. nil. — ^NO. 77. 50. 
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bave, said the moralists, the seven wonders of the world, the seven cities 
of Homer, the seven heads of the Nile, the seven gates of Thebes, the 
seven days of the week, and why, in the name of the seven wise men of 
Greece, should we not have the seven deadly sins ? Thus might the number 
have been settled. The most natural order of placing these representative 
vices (although we shall be sinning slightly against precedent in the arrange- 
ment) seems to be Pride, Wrath, Envy, Covetousness, Gluttony, Lust, and 
Idleness. If it be true that vice is but an exaggeration of virtue, we 
think that the remark apphes especially to pride, which being but self- 
esteem run mad, stands nearest to virtue ; the two qualities occupying the 
position of the least of the vices and the least of the virtues. It was 
remarked by the Marquis of Halifax that “ pride is an ambiguous word ; 
one kind of it is as much a virtue as the other is a vice : but we are 
naturally so apt to choose the worst that it is become ''ciangerouB to com- 
mend the best side 'of it.” It was also the first sin committed, for by it 
fell the angels.” Satan having heard the Son of God proclaimed 
Moviah tEing anointed, could not bear 
Through pride that sight, and thought himseK impair’d. 

In Piers Ploughman’s Fi'sibn, the deadly sins, headed by Pride, are 
represented ae icoming up to confess and receive absolution, having been 
wrought thereto by the exhortations of Heason. The author has delineated 
Pride as a woman, and in this seleotion of sex he is followed by Spenser 
alone. It is common to impute this vice to females in an especial degree 
^from no othar reason that we know of than because they ground their 
vanity upon thiiigs in themselves not of jxmch use or estimation, and are 
therefore exposed to observation and ndicule, seeing that pride takes its 
claim to the world’s iiespsct, or incurs the world’s «BCom, according to the 
quality of the thing on which it is founded. The pride of men generally 
springs from samething held in esteem, not, perhaps, inherently good, and 
the vice is therefore lost sight of, although it is just as egregious. Pride 
prostrates heanelf .to the iearth, and vows that dhe will for the future 
practise hamiiity, and eabmit herself to misrepresentation with patience. 
Dante, in II has described the proud as walking about under 

the burden of a iheavy stone, and izstening to ihs inefiyale strain of ike 
voices wdiich sing, Blessed 'are the^or an spiriL” As a penance for her 
nriedoBogB, Adde deelases that she will fiar the fitture wear m hair shirt ^nezt 
to her shin— sa pneliee Striotly in accoiaianoe with the noligions fimhioB 
of the time. )ln these degenerate 'days, it is not perhaps v.easyjas it once 
srw to flppBBeiete all the torture and (hsenmfeet of thifi pesiiliar juode^c^ 
edf-dueij^e. Sir 'Thomas More, even when he was wore a 

hair riiirt next his dcin ; whipped himself veveiy Friday with a knotted 
cord, and allowed himself only four or five hours’ rest, srith the ground 
for his bed nd m log for his pillow. Dturitar in his Donas of She Seven 
Beaily Shu, daseribes bimeelf as lying in a tranee, in fheneuzae of which 
he beholds d^oSh henron Md ^hell. He imagines »tbat in haU, Mahound 
decrees that ion ^FMt8ni7s>^euen (the eveia^ pnoadkig Iient-^ wary jolly 
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festival in Scotland) there should be a dance of such as had nerer beoi 
shrived, and that a mat)que should be devised to introduce the characten 
in proper order. Several holy h3rpocrite8 first appear, but they cause no 
mirth to Mahound ; when, however, a lot of priests with shayen crowns 
come forward, the infernal regions resound with the laughter and mookeiy 
of the fiends. This pocrn was written about sixty years before tbe final 
abolition of popery in Scotland ; and of the scandalous condition of the 
Scottish Church at this time, Hallam, summing up the lengthy narrative 
of McCrie, thus speaks : — “ The Scots church had been immensely rich ; 
its riches bad led, as everjrwhere else, to neglect of duties and dissoluteness 
of life ; and these vices bad met their usual punishment in the people's 
hatred.” The idea of making the priests, as Dunbar has done, the object 
of Bcom to the smallest of fiends — the yery brownies even — ^is certainly 
firom the mind of a master of satire and the grotesque. Ailer the priests 
have passed, Mahound orders the masque to proceed, upon which the 
seven deadly sins come dancing in. It is said that in some piarts of Italy 
the people are still fond of seeing spectacles in which the deadly sins dance 
a measure with the Evil One. First in the dance comes Pride, attended by 
a band of cheating scoundrels (intended, we suppose, to represent the 
numerous train of vices which follow in the wake of pride), who, as they 
skip along through the scalding fire, make the place ring again with their 
hideous groans. Pride himself stalks in after the manner of a Spaokh 
Hidalgo of bluest blood, with his hair pushed back Irena hk face, with 
his bonnet set on one side, and his cassock trailing in rumpled fblds all 
about his heels. The proud superfluity of dress which is here resuu'ked 
upon, was more characteristic of the female attire of the time, which 
really was of most inordinate amplitude. An amusing story k told in 
one of the Percy Society's publications of a woman, who, for exoeakve 
pride, wore a very long white train, whidi, when the walked, raised % 
great cloud of dust behind her — after the manner of our modem fashaon- 
able fiur ones. When the lady lifted her train, a certain devil who 
was standing by,- was observed to laugh heartily. On being aiked 
the cause of hk merriment, he said that a brother devil was in 
the habit of using the lady’s train for a carriage, but when the 
wearer pulled it up the unfortunate devil was rolled ia the dirt. 
Shdton’s Bswarda -of a Oourt k an allegorical poem or in 

which the qualities— -the mystic seven as usual — ^moat likely to Ibrward 
one’s &i(une at court ore personified ; and amongst the reet are impeeio- 
n at io na of one or two of the cardinal aina. Skeltoo paints Pride, under 
the name of Disdain, with very gaudy and e^ieueive garments ^ 
akkough we find scattered iq> and down ia the works of ell the old 
wtitesa objurgatioBs upon extrairagaaoe in dress, ytt we must oon^Ma 
that Skelton was eapeoially justified in hk rsfieotiQBa, stnoe the dandiea^ 
hk tuna, ia additkn to other e:^enaire abairdkiee, uawped tite 
atranBnbpra and pettionata of the woaMn, and earned uarj krge hidi^ 
enonnous feathers, along over their backs. Skelton’s Pride k a ffin aetig^ 

80—2 
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fellow, who evidently thinks that the world is only just large enough for 
himself and perhaps a servant or two. Spenser, perhaps the last, is at 
the same time the chief of our allegorists, and to him Dunbar alone can 
be considered as a worthy rival. In the fourth canto of the first book of 
the Fairy Queen the poet has described the House of Pride and the 
inmates thereof. It will be remembered that the Red Cross Knight, 
having been separated from Una by the treachery of Archimago, is 
brought by Duessa to the House of Pride. Pride herself is seated on a 
rich throne, with a dragon at her feet, and is attended by a numerous 
train of lords and ladies. She is attired most gorgeously, and shines like 
the sun with gold and precious stones, the lustre of which, however, are 
said to be dimmed by the awful blaze of her beauty. This description 
of Pride reminds one of that given of Medea, when she is first seen by 
Jason. Disdaining to look upon the earth as too vile for her, Pride 
exalts her eyes to heaven, only lowering them now and then to view her- 
self in a mirror which she holds in her hand. Like Narcissus of old, 
she is represented as in love with herself. Queen Lucifera, as Spenser 
has named pride, referring to the original sin of Satan or Lucifer, reigns 
over a kingdom whose sovereignty she has usurped ; but her sceptre will 
of course be broken, when we shall enter into the full enjoyment of the 
promise of a “ recovered Paradise to all mankind.” Her maxim, with 
which those who have studied history will no doubt be familiar, is to rule 
by policy and not by law, and her ccmnsellors are the remaining cardinal 
sins. She is the daughter of Pluto and Proserpine, by which the idea of 
her being conceived in hell is intended to be conveyed ; but disdaining 
her high parentage, she claims Jove for her sire, and would exalt herself 
to a goddess. Of this latter form of pride, history supplies us with many 
examples, such as that of Alexander, who bribed the priests of Jupiter 
Ammon to honour him as the son of their deity ; Domitian, who com- 
manded that he should be called God in all the state papers ; Caligula, 
who used to sit among the gods and cause sacrifices to be made to him, 
and also to hurl stones towards heaven in defiance of the thunder- bearing 
Jove ; and many others. As to the pride of ancestry, it seems useless to 
preach to men of the common origin of the human race, and to go back 
to father Noah, the propositus alike of the travelling tinker and the scented 
Alcibiades of the Guards ; or to tell them with St. Jerome, Summa apud 
Deum nobilitaSf clarum esse virtuiibus. There are other branches of Pride 
which the poets we have mentioned have not dealt with, such as that of 
wealth, which is found in its rampant form among those who have been 
dipped in the Pactolos of modem commerce, and have suddenly come up 
from the depths heavy with auriferous dross. The pride of religicm as 
exemplified in the Pharisee of the parable was perhaps hardly capable of 
introduction into the aUegories we have been considering, but it is a little 
curious that occasion has not been taken to satirize the pride of humility, 
of which we consider the life of Diogenes the cynic to furnish the most 
flagrant example. 
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Wi-atb occupies the position next to Pride in our catalogue of the 
deadly sins ; for when once a man is possessed with pride in some gift 
of grace or fortune which he imagines himself to possess, the least want of 
sympathy with his pretensions is apt to move him to resentment. In 
Piers Ploughman’s PisiO/i, Wrath is represented as coming up to the con- 
fession invited by P(‘a8on, with his nostrils quivering, his eyes wild and 
dilated, and his lips tightly compressed between his teeth. He is very 
properly described as a friar, and at one time gardener to the convent ; 
for putting aside the fact that the poem was written by a Lollard, the 
monks and friars were then, and bad long been, noted for their quarrel- 
some and brawling character. It was very common for them to get up 
fights both with fists and knives over their cups, even when these latter 
were full of‘ liquor, showing that their gluttony, for which they were 
celebrated, was surpassed by their disposition to quarrel. They would 
give one another the lie, and swear like our friend Friar John of the 
Funnels, with this difference, that, as he explains, his oaths were but the 
colours of a Ciceronian rhetoric, and are among the class sanctioned by 
Longinus. There were at this time bitter feuds between the begging 
friars and the monks, between the barons and yeomen]; in fact, society was 
in that unsettled and seething state, which is always the prelude to great 
revolutions. Wrath declares tliat among the friars he finds the readiest 
followers, since there is always some quarrel going on among them, be it 
about shriving the people without licence, or what not. He has two aunts, 
one a nun and the other an abbess. He was for some time cook in their 
conveni., and as may be supposed, he does not neglect his opportunities 
of setting the dear creatures by the ears. By virtue of his office he 
would have plenty of chances of doing this, for the cook was a very 
important personage in the economy of monastical and conventual esta- 
blishments. The office of chief cook was never bestowed, except on 
those who had made the art of Apicius their study, and Fuller declares 
that there were some who could have pleased the palate of the archglutton 
himself. From the description given, Wrath appears to have belonged to 
an establishment of the Gilbertines, where it was the duty of one of the 
cooks to serve the nuns at supper, for he says he served the monks and 
nuns for many months. His method of stirring up anger and strife 
among the nuns, will enlighten us as to the then prevailing abuses. He 
insinuates that one was bom out of wedlock, that another had lost her 
virtue to a priest, and so on. They sit and dispute over these things till 
the lie is given, and thereupon delicate nails are buried in delicate flesh, 
the want of cold steel alone preventing its use. That the charges in- 
sinuated by the poet against the nuns are not libellous, we may assume 
from the account of the famous visitation of the Bishop of Lincoln, and 
the means adopted by him for singling out the chaste from the unchaste ; 
and also from the discovery in the nunneries of amulets and sain.tly 
relics, supposed to be efficacious in cases of pregnancy. The nuns ^ 
Gracedieu, for instance, rejoiced in the possession of a part of St. FrancU* 
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coat, and those of St. Mary’s, Derby, in that of a fragment of the shirt 
of St. Thomas, both of which were supposed to be useful to ladies 
requiring the good offices of Lucina. Nor did the manners of the nuns 
improve with time, if we may believe half the fiery narrative of the good 
Bishop of Ossory. Moreover, among the Inquirenda circa Conventum^ 
are the following queries. Are the inmates apt to give the lie to each 
other ? Are they in the habit of striking one another ? Not only in this 
particular part, but throughout the whole of Piers Ploughman’s Vision^ 
and the works of Chaucer, there is a great quantity of information which 
sheds a light upon monastic and conventual rule, and photographs for us, as 
it were, the inner life of the devotees of the time. Ire comes swaggering 
into Dunbar’s Dance^ like an uncivil bear, in a manner intended to stir 
up strife. As if to be ready for a fray he goes alv^^ys with his hand 
upon his dagger, which at that time was considered a necewary part of the 
apparel of a gentleman, and was worn suspended from the girdle, together 
with the purse. He is accompanied by a band of wild swashbuckler 
fellows, boasters, braggarts and wranglers, all armed to point,” who pass 
on in military order, two and two, as if expecting immediate battle. 
These rude retainers deal blows all around them at random, and some- 
times finish by fleshing their knives to the hafl in each other. This is 
intended to reflect upon the numerous train of idle followers with which it 
was the practice for the great lords to surround themselves. Especially 
was this the case with the Highland chieftains, who troubled themselves 
little to restrain, nay, even encouraged, the depredations of their dependants 
upon the unfortunate Lowland proprietors. Henry VII. not long afterwards 
felt himself called upon to deal with the matter in England, by passing the 
Statutes restraining the nobility from keeping such hosts of retainers, thus, 
as Sir Walter Scott points out, not only striking at the root of the power 
of the aristocracy, and contributing to the downfall of the institution of 
chivalry, but laying the foundations of the subsequent freedom of the 
English people. In the Fairy Queen, Wrath, to whom Spenser gives the 
last place in his grotesque team, is represented riding on a lion, which 
seems loth to go forward. The beasts which Spenser has associated with 
the different vices are those which the common estimation of the charac- 
teristics of the various animals would lead us to look for. We are not 
perhaps altogether right in assigning certain vicious qualities to particular 
animals, but liie custom has no doubt arisen from the teaching of the 
fables famifiar to us in our youth. Seneca says that if he were called 
upon to describe Anger he should draw a tiger bathed in blood, just about 
to pounce on his prey, or as the Furies are represented, with whips, snakes, 
and flames. Wrath carries in his hand a burning torch (the torch of 
Discord), which he brandishes about his head. His eyes flash forth sparks 
of fire, his face is livid like that of a corpse, his hands, which tremble 
with the violence of his passion, clutch an unsheathed dagger, and he 
meets the regards of all around him with a grim angiy stare. Compare 
this with Beneoa’s description of an angry man, with a fierce and threaten^ 
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ing countenancei as pale as ashes, and in the same moment as red as 
blood ; a glaring eye, a wrinkled brow, trembling lips, a forced and 
squeaking voice, knocking knees and violent motions of the whole body. 
The ragged garments of Wrath are all stained with the blood of those 
whom he has slain in fits of unreflecting passion. 

For ol hi8 hands he had no government, 

Nc eiir’^ d!or blood in his avengement ; 

Hut, %vljen the furions fit wns overpast, 

His cruel fiuds he often would repent ; 

Yet, wilful man, he never would forecast 

II ow many nuschiefs should ensue his heedless host. 

This is a capital })ictiire of a choleric man, and might very well be taken 
for a portrait of our own Ilc^nry VlII., but that Spenser would take care 
not so to paint the father of the fiery Elizabeth, his own Gloriana and 
‘‘dearest-dread.” Spenser has devoted a stanza to the enumeration of the 
followers of Wrath, namely, Bloodshed, Strife, “ bitter Despite with Kan- 
cour’s rusty knife,” Grief, and the various bodily ailments Vliich serve to 
sweeten the tempers of passionate men. We cannot do better in leaving 
this second deadly sin than quote the beautiful sentences of Sir Thomas 
Browne on this subject : — “ Answer not the spur of fury, and be not pro- 
digal or prodigious in revenge. Make not one in the historia horribiUs / 
slay not thy servant fur a broken glass, nor pound him in a mortar who 
oflendeth thee ; supererogate not m the worst sense, and overdo not the 
necessities of evil ; humour not the injustice of revenge.” 

Next in the allegoric piocession limps squinting Envy, whom Piers 
Plougiiman represents as coming up to ask for shrift, crying mea culpa 
with great show of repentance, but at the same time secretly cursing his 
enemies. His body seems ready to burst with suppressed spleen, and 
his lean and lowering visage has the paleness of one in the palsy, or of a 
sun-dried leek. His kirtle, a kind of tunic or waistcoat, and courtepy or 
uppermost cloak, the sleeves of which have been cut irom the gown of a 
friar, are both old and worm-eaten. It is hard to unriddle the meaning 
of clothing Envy in part of a friar’s garb, except upon the supposition 
that the author regarded tlie cowled fraternity as representatives of all 
the deadly sins. Envy, by his confession, seems to have passed his life 
amid bustle and excitement, for whatever he knew amiss of Watkin 
he told to Will, and of course reported to Watkin the shortcomings of 
Will, embittering thereby the existence of those two individuals. Envy 
goes on to declare that he would rather ensure the mischance of his 
neighbour than gain a wey of Essex cheese, showing thereby that he 
had not the means or had not learnt tlie art, common in our time, of 
combining the utile with the dulce. Proceeding in his confession, Envy 
says that when he is in church, and should be praying for palmm 
pilgrims, he finds himself muttering curses ; and that when, turning him- 
self from the altar, he sees an acquaintance with a new coat^ he is immef 
diately seized with deep pangs of covetonsneas. He was present in a <^aiet 
country church on a much more recent oooaiion, if we are to trust the 
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narration by the historian of the adventures of Tom Jones, touching the 
destruction of the fine apparel of poor Molly Seagrim. Like a Russian 
noble of the old school, Envy wishes every one were his serf. Of course 
he laughs at other people’s misfortunes, and, equally of course, weeps 
when his neighbours rejoice. The author has here taken a hint from 
Ovid, who says of Envy — 

Vixquc tenet lacrymas, quia nil lacrymabilc ccmit. 

Among the many “ full rich portraitures ” which are limned upon the 
wall of the garden of the Rose, as described by Chaucer, is a very excel- 
lent one of Envy. She (Fielding has also described Envy as a woman, 
and has called her the sister of Satan) has a “ full foul usage ” of never 
looking man or woman straight m the fape ; she either gives suspicious 
side-glances, or half shuts her eyes in the manner of^people who wish 
to express a pretended disdain, prompted by real jealousy of those who 
are good and worthy, or who stand high in the estimation of others, 
exemplitying thereby, we -observe, the old saying, Invidia viriutis comes. 
Envy, says Chaucer, never laughs. The lull significance of this ex- 
pression can only be apprehended by reflecting upon the part which 
laughter plays in the human economy. Cailyle, in remarking upon the 
immortal cachinnation of Teufelsdrockh, says that “ no man who has 
heartily and wholly laughed, can be altogether irreclaimably bad.” Few, 
adds he, are able to laugh what can be called laughing, but the man 
who cannot laugh at all is not only fit for treasons, stratagems, and 
spoils; but his whole life is already a treason and a stratagem.” Old 
Geoffrey, in thus drawing Envy, has not only exhibited his knowledge of 
human nature, but his intimacy with that philosopliy which has now 
become associated with the name of the divine Pantagruel. He tells us, 
moreover, that the things which please Envy most, and which bring the 
nearest approach to a sardonic grin into her face, are the misfortunes, 
diseases, and discomfitures of the good, great, and honourable, even if 
they should be of her own kindred or friends. The marvellous philo- 
sophy with which ^ople do bear the misfortunes of their friends — perhaps 
neither good, great, nor honoui’able — though it may not be attributable 
simply to envy, has yet for a very long period been a remarkable feature 
of moat human societies. Dunbar has described Envy as a traitorous 
fellow, who trembles as he goes with secret hate, and whose malicious and 
spiteful thoughts are wholly bent on “ feud and felony.” His followers 
are composed of oily dissemblers, the Pecksniffs of the period, flatterers(| 
backbiters, and Blnudercrs. Alas, cries the poet — 

That courts of noble kings 
^'0£ thorn can never be quit. 

Dunbar, in his various suits at the court of James IV. of Scotland, had 
suffered from the unfriendly offices of those whom he would place in the 
above category, and perhaps he was, as a result thereof at that time 
enduring what he called “ the silver sorrow." We think hie portraiture 
of Envy the lamest^ of the figures in his Dance j while it at the same 
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time compares favourably with those drawn by the other poets. Soipe 
critics have taken exception to Spenser’s description of Envy, and have 
quoted it as a specimen of that unnecessary minuteness in specifying dis- 
gusting details, which is one of the very few faults with which he can be 
charged. In this particular case, however, the sin is not so conspicuous 
as in other instances, the description of Duessa for example. Envy rides 
in the miserable team of Pride upon a ravenous wolf, which, according 
to the taste of the reader, may be considered the best or the worst repre- 
sentative of Envy to be found in the circle of animated nature. He 
cha^^s between his cankered teeth a venomous toad, the poison from which 
runs about his jaw. Here the image is sufficiently disgusting, it must be 
confessed, but it should be recollected that the Elizabethan was not 
mealy-mouthed age, nor was it the object of the poet to make the deadly 
sins drawing-room characters, or such attractive gentlemen, that if one 
were to knock against them in the flesh, one’s first impulse would be to 
ask them to dinner. Envy carries a snake in his bosom, and is clothed in 
a loose silk gown of various colours “ ypainted full of eyes,” the vigiles 
oculi of Virgil’s monster Report, perhaps. Of his other characteristics it 
is sufficient to say that he grudges the wealth of his neighbours ; gnashes 
his teeth for rage on beholding the heap of gold carried by his neighbour 
Avarice ; almost expires with spleen when ho sees any good thing, but 
rejoices at tidings of evil ; those who feed the hungry he accuses of inte- 
rested motives, and generally as it seems to us, instead of exalting the 
horn of the righteous, would with all his strength bring it to confusion 
and shauic ; but worse than all (execrated be his memory)— 

, . . The verse of famous poet’s wit 
He does backbite and spiteful poison spues 
Prom leprous mouth on all that over >vrit. 

Covetousness or Covetisc is, perhaps, one of the most striking imper- 
sonations in Piers Ploughman’s Vision. The poet begins by doubting his 
own ability to describe this character fittingly, and introduces him as a 
stern and hungry-looking caitiff — ^a kind of lean Cassius in fact. His 
beetle brows, blubber lips, bleared eyes, and clobbered beard, are not 
rendered less repulsive by his shrivelled leathern cheeks. A hood, over 
which a filthy hat is placed, composes his head-di-ess, while for the rest he 
has a ragged and threadbare tabard which has borne the brunt of twelve 
winters wear, and which is covered with those dreaded insects of which 
the Italian beggars are supposed to harbour the finest specimens. From 
his confession we gain information respecting the principal trade tricks of 
the time, which, it may be remarked, bear a striking reseipblance to those 
which our police courts are continually bringing to light. That the 
manufacturers of wooden nutmegs, old port, Derby champagne, and birch- 
broom tea have much to learn from the confession of Covetise, we greatly 
doubt ; but it may at least possess for them an antiquarian interest, and, 
perchance, may grace the preface of some future edition of The Cheat'B 
Vade-Mecum. The first accomplishment acquired by Covetise in his 
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’prenticehood waa telling lies in the way of trade : not, be it remariced, 
for the mere pleasure of the thing, like Gascon Harare for instance, of 
whose memoirs it has been said that he who has not read them cannot be 
said to know what it is to lie. The next lesson Covetise had to learn 
was to cheat in weighing, a matter requiring, we should think, consi- 
derable boldness and dexterity, considering the anxiety on the subject 
which is evidenced by the penal provisions of the Statute of the Pillory 
and Tumbrel. The wife of Covetise, by name Rose the Eegrator, was, 
we are told, a weaver by trade, and seems, amiable creature, to have 
been in the habit of estimating the work of her spinsters by a weight 
representing a pound, but really of a pound and a quarter. She was 
also an ale wife, and mixed “ penny ale and pudding ale ” together for 
labourers and low folk, and although wc cannot quil^ comprehend the 
peculiar iniquity of this proceeding, it was doubtless well understood by 
the chawbacons of the period. The confession of Covetise is the longest 
of the seven, and we have only dealt with the salient points of it. Dunbar, 
after St. Paul, apostrophizes covetousness as the root of all evil and ground 
of vice. He gives him for followers in tlie Dance a crew of misers, usurers, 
muskworms, and despicable wretches, who spit out hot molten gold, like 
fire-flakes upon one another, and as soon as they have discharged their 
auriferous cargo in this eccentric manner, the ready fiends fill them anew 
up to the very throttle with coin of every description, which reminds us 
of what happened to Crassus. The whole picture is filled with those 
ludicrous and yet impressive touches in w^hich so great a part of Dunbar’s 
excellence consists. Sackville’s “ greedy Care ” is a rough man, whose 
tanned and seamed flcih, knobbed knuckles, and grimy hands, attest the 
violence of the labour to which he subjects himself for the purpose of feed- 
ing his avarice. At earliest dawn he runs to his work, and even when 
light hath given place to darkness he “ hath his candles to prolong his toil.” 
Small need of Early Closing Associations when to work after dark was 
considered to be a sign of avarice. We now return to the contemplation 
of the gorgeous canvas of Spenser. Avarice, the fourth in his fair band, 
rides upon a camel bowed with his mighty burden of gold, which is 
contained in two iron cofiers. It may perhaps be regarded as hypercritical, 
but we cannot help remarking here that an ostentatious display of wealth, 
such as Spenser has depicted, is by no means characteristic of avuioious 
men, who usually resort to the most curious devices in order to conceal 
their wealth. Avarice, according to Spenser, is a wretched wight 
tormented with a grievous gout, and may be said to have one foot in the 
grave. He sacrifices very little to the graces (a somewhat costly form of 
worship), as his threadbare coat and cobbled shoes testify ; he bows not 
at the shrine of St. Apicius, since he never tasted good morsel during the 
whole of his life. His maxim in short is to spare from his belly and his 
back to fill his money-ba^. He toys with a heap of coin displayed in his 
lap (another instance of the error we have pointed out), and is represented 
as following the trade of an usurer, a kind of Halph Niokleby of the 
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period. Throngh his daily anxiety to get and his nightly fear to lose, he 
leads a misciable life, and according to the proverb may be said to live 
nnknown to himself since he can hardly be said to know what living 
means. “ Most wretched wight,” exclaims the poet,— 

Whom nothing might suffice ; 

Whose greedy lust did lack in greatest store ; 

Whose need had end, but no end Covctise ; 

WTiose wealth was want ; whoso plcnt} raailc him poor ; 

Who had enough, yet wihhM ever more. 

Under the name of Pleonectes, Avarice cuts a rather ludicrous figure in 
Fletcher’s poem. Like the character we have just been considering, he is 
an old man with patched garments and clouted shoon. He is equipped 
for battle as nearly as possible in accordance with the usages of chivalry, 
and since it was necessary to come out with the usual complement of 
armour, our venerable friend has exercised his ingenuity in achieving this 
result at the smallest cost. For this purpose he has laid the kitchen 
under contribution to an extent which might fully entitle tim to the 
honourable cognomen of the Knight of the Dishclout. A helmet, we con- 
ceive, could not under any circumstances be the most'comfortable of head- 
gear, as it could not accommodate itself to all the nodosities of the cra- 
nium, and must, therefore, while passing over some abrade others ; but 
the e\il would be wofully aggravated if the helmet were to take the shape of 
a brass pot, as did that of Pleonectes. A dripping-pan may be very well 
adapted for a breastplate, a spit is a good substitute for a spear, as we 
learn from the duel at the inn between Roderick Random and Captain 
Weazel, and there may be worse shields than a large pot-lid. Whether 
or no, such were the offensive and defensive arms of Pleonecftes. Ilia 
pot-lid shield was embellished with the device of a close-sealed money- 
bag, under which was the motto, Much better saved than spilled.” In 
this instance, Fletcher, without rising to the dignity of his great master 
Spenser, has shown that he has a quaint humour and originality of hia 
own, which it is to be regretted were not more frequently exhibited. 
Whenever the subject of misers comes under discussion, there always 
arises the question whether it is better for a man to be a miser or a apend- 
thrift ? Upon this much has been said, and much no doubt remains to 
be said. That avarice is not inconsistent with a certain greatness and 
nobility of character we know from the practice and fame of Ceesar and 
Vespasian ; but with respect to extravagance and profusion, or, at all 
events, a lordly carelessness in money matters, they are thought to be not 
only compatible with, but the almost necessary concomitants of, a great 
mind. A miser harms himself more than anybody else, and he, no doubt, 
is so peculiarly constituted, that the simple hoardMg of money is a greater 
pleasure to him than anything earthly that money could buy. His ex^ 
^ple is to a certain degree pernicious ; but he will neither offend 
just prejudices of society by the practice flagitious vices, nor will he 
corrupt many by the subtle influences of wealth. Like that Oardinsl 
Angdot who used to steal the oats from the stables of his horses in th» 
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dead of the night, he will cheat himself mostly, and will, as we well know, 
be the greatest loser by his own folly. Upon the sepulchre of Semiramis 
were engraved certain words to this effect, What king soever shall want 
money, 'let him open this sepulchre and he shall find as much as he 
needs.” Darius broke open this sepulchre, but instead of finding money 
found this inscription : “ Except thou wert a wicked man and basely 
covetous, thou wouldst not have broken open this sepulchre.” 

Gluttony, one of the carnal sins, next demands our attention. In 
Piers Ploughman we find him on his way to confession, but in a very 
short time he is induced by the eloquence of his friend the brewer to turn 
aside and take a cup with his gossips at the alehouse. Entirely forgetting 
the object of his journey he soon enters into the spirit of the occasion, 
and joins with the rest in drinking, singing, and swearing. The descrip- 
tion of the company at the alehouse reminds us of the style of Chaucer 
himself ; and it may be gathered from thence what were at that time 
reckoned the dissolute classo.s — the tavern frequenters, brawlers, and 
profane swearers. In this goodly company Sir Glutton remains until long 
after the bell has tolled for vespers, he having by that time disposed of a 
gallon and a giU of ale. He gets up and proceeds as far as the door, after 
the manner of a blind glecman’s dog, that is to say, he persistently avoids 
the straight line, or the shortest distance between one place and another. 
When he gets to the door he falls down in a lethargic state, in which he 
remains for two days ; and on awakening he makes haste to confession, 
and obtains absolution upon the faith of his many promises of amend- 
ment. There is not much to admire in this personification of gluttony, 
for the poet has only dealt with one phase of a vice which has at all times 
exhibited so many refinements and amplifications. It is a little singular, 
too, that beyond the introduction of a hermit among the company at the 
alehouse, we find no rellections upon the religious orders, who were noto- 
rious gluttons, insomuch that an old writer scrupled not to tell them that 
their religion was rather that of Epicurus than Christ ; and another said, 
that if they were fed well, they cared for nothing else. In Dunbar’s 
Dance, Gluttony is introduced as a foul monster with insatiable and 
greedy wame, who is followed by a crowd of drunkards, flourishing cups 
and cans, from which they drink to surfeit and excess, and also by a crew 
of useless tunbellied gourmands. In reply to their incessant cries for 
diink, the fiends pour hot lead ibto their ever-gaping mouths, thus pro- 
ducing extreme and burning heat, the very reverse of the punishment 
which Dante has described as afflicting the gluttons in the third circle of 
hell. They are tormented there by being compelled to lie in the mire 
under a ceaseless storm of hail, snow, and discoloured water, while 
Cerberus barks over them, preparatory to rending them in pieces. Spenser 
has drawn a very characteristic figure of Gluttony — a deformed, loath- 
some fellow, whose body is discoloured by numerous diseases, whose belly 
IS upblown with luxury, whose eyes are swollen with fataess, and whose 
neck is of the long and crane-like description which is peotttkrly adapted 
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for the purposefl of feasting. It is bdieved that these crane-necked people 
preserve the taste of the delicacies they are devouring for a longer period 
than those not similarly endowed. Heliogabalus was, if we recollect aright, 
one of the long-necked tribe. Gluttony, who has a dirty pig for a charger, 
is clad, after the manner of Silenus, in vine-leaves, having upon his head a 
garland of ivy, in one hand a ** boozing can,” and in the other something to 
eat. His excesses have entirely unfitted him for worldly affairs, and have 
so besotted his senses that he s^om knows his friend from his foe. 

It was well observed by Chanoev, %ith respect to the two vices of glut- 
tony and lust, that “ these two sins ben so nigh cosins that oft time they 
wol not depart.” Tliey have always been deemed inseparable by moral- 
ists, and are found together in all the productions concerning the deadly 
sins. In Piers Ploughman’s Ftsion,Lu8t makes his confession, and sues for 
pardon upon condition of the self-imposed penance, that on every Saturday 
for seven years he shall drink pond-water with the ducks, and have but 
one meal. He confesses himself guilty both of the desire and the com- 
mission of uncleanness, of sinning by words, by clothing, by watching of 
the eyes, and by the arts of the seducer. The author has here again 
neglected an opportunity of rebuking the monks, who were at that time 
notorious for their excesses in this respect. Wickliff lifted up his voice 
against them, and accused them of studying the constitutipn and physiology 
of women for the purpose of bending ignorant females to their designs ; 
and as to the state of things just before and at the time of the Reformation, 
we have ample information from Bale’s Acts of English Votaries^ and the 
“ Report^ of Henry’s Commissioners.” Dunbar has drawn a terribly graphic 
picture of Lust, who, dragging along his loathsome carcase and neighing 
like a horse, is led into the dance by Idleness, by which it is signified that 
the one is the offspring of the other. He has several companions with 
him, dead, as it were, in sin, whose features glow like the red fire of a 
burning torch. They all rush together into the dance, holding each other's 
tails and forming, as it were, an unbroken line ol’ satyrs. Among Spen- 
ser’s motley crew Lust comes riding on a goat, whose rugged hair and 
streaked and swollen eyes are like those of his burden. The rider, whose 
personal peculiarities seem to be imitated from the figure of Lust in 
Chaucer’s “ Court of Love,” is black, rough, and filthy, and is clad in a 
green gown, which hides his uncleanness. 

... In his hand horning Jicart he bare, 

Fidl of vain follies and new-fangleneas : 

For he was false and ftanght with fickleness ; 

And learned had to love with secret loc^; 

And well could dance and sing with ]r(iefiili|m 
And fortunes tell ; and read in loving bpdes, 

And thousand other ways to bait his firahly hooks. 

,He passes his time in tempting women’s hearts and trying to lure them from 
their ** loyal loves,” and his corrupt body aij^d* clouded intellect inspire Us 
with the utmost horror and loathing of the vices which he personates. 

In Idleness we have the lest of the seven deadly sins. Piers Plou^^ 
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man's Sloth is a blear-eyed churl, only half-aroused from the torpidity 
induced by constant aleep. He gets no farther in his confession than 
BtntdiciU^ when he begins to stretch himself, and forthwith commences 
snoring; but he is brought to, by the objurgations of Repentance, and 
proceeds with his recital. Although he has been priest and parson for 
thirty years, yet he can neither sing by note, nor can he read the Lives 
of the Saints. The ignorance of the monks has been a constant theme 
of reproach with those who have busied themselves concerning the 
economy of monastical establishments. An old Harleian MS. says that 
the monks were so ignorant that they did not even understand what was 
read ; that the canonical hours which they chanted were as a sealed book 
to them ; and that in reading they put short accents for long ones, and 
vice versa. One of the reasons given by an old abbot for wishing to resign 
his abbacy was, that out of fifteen monks only three u^^erstood their rule 
or the statutes of their religion ; and that when he supphed them with 
grammars, so tliat they might learn, only two responded to his advances. 
Sloth declares that he cannot even say his paternoster after a priest ; and 
although he knows nothing that ever was invented concerning our Lord 
and Lady — by which he refers to the miracle-pla3"8 and morahties — ^yet 
he can repeat all the idle ballads about Robin Hood or Randal of Chester. 
The Chester mysteries which are here referred to were so popular with 
the common people that they held equal ground with the Robin Hood 
ballads, which have always enjoyed a high estimation. Sloth’s other 
accompbshments are an ability to turn up a bare in a field, or to hold a 
court-leet or court-baron for a knight. We leave this worthy gentleman 
for Dunbar’s creation of Sloth. After having been twice called, he comes 
rolling into the dance like a sow out of a sty, accompanied by a huge 
rout of slovens, sluts, and sleepy rascals. These he drags along with a 
chain, lest they should all fall to the ground in sleep, while Belial lashes 
them with a bridle rein ; but so slow of feet ore they, in spite of the kind 
offices of Belial, that the attendant fiends raise the temperature, in order 
to quicken the pace. The ingenious gentleman who is said to have cared 
a goaty patient by placing him in a room without chair or other available 
interposing medium between the iron fioor and his feet, and then gradually 
heating the floor until the forced capers of the victim wrought a cure of 
his malady, may perhaps have taken a hint from this passage in Dunbar. 
Dunbar, in coacludiug his poem, represents Mabound as crying for a High- 
land pageant, whereupon there ensues ftom the Highlanders such a terrific 
uproar and shouting in Erse, that the devil himself was — 

8o deaved with their yell 
That in the deepest pot of hell 
He smorit them with anook. 

Thn satire upon the HighlandeiB is attributable to the avhieh 

then existed between them and Iheir Lowland neighboora, w^bota 

Dunibar was one. Idleness ridea forth from the home tf Pride mpm a 
aldSihfiil asB, and is dothed in the l^aek habit and tbin make of a monk. 
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He carries a worn breviary, in which he reads but little, since he passes 
most of his days in sleep. He withdraws himself from all worldly cares 
and manly exercise, and claims immunity from work of every kind, “ for 
contemplation sake,” mstead of which he spends all the time he can spare 
from sleep in riot and debauchery, by which he has brought upon himself 
a continual fever. 

We have thus passed hastily through the several branches of the 
subject which we proposed to treat, and have necessarily been somewhat 
discursive, but if any person should wish to have a fit comment upon the 
whole matter, we recommend him to look out a portrait of the famous 
Abb(i Maury, member of the Constituent Assembly, whose face is sup- 
posed to have been “ an image of all the cardinal sins.” 


[Captain Cameron, who has boon so long imprisoned in Abyssinia, has sent ns the 
following versos, with an argent request that wo should publish them, with 
his notes.] 

SKOAL 1 

TO HENRY W. LONGFELLOW. 

I thank thee, Friend, for this bold song,* 

Which thrill’d my burning veins along. 

When, madden’d ’neath the sense of wrong, 

I wrung the cutting gyres and strong. 

That eat the&e free-bom limbs.^ 

Bleeding at heart, I work’d each link. 

Till ev’n as spear-stabb’d leopards slink, 

To cool them by soft Mareb’sl brink. 

So, wild and worn, I turn’d to drink 
The solace of thy hymns. 

They spake like Jesu, “ Be thou whole ” — 

But lo, the mystic fennel bowl. 


• “ The Goblet of Life ” — see Longfellow’s Poems. 

t Chains round the ankles eat the limb internally. The smews shrink, so that 
the ankle becomes a mere stick. The calf, at the same time, wears away — and gni> 
dually retires— perhaps three indies higher than it was before dudning, and its 
dimensions above decrease in proportion. 

^ Mareb, a river which, rising in Abyssinia, loses itielf in the Eastern Sarhan. 
Its waters, filtered throngh white sand, are singulady aoft and sweet. ThnBadura,' 
like its sister Ljbia, is ** arida nntrix leonnm,*’— and no traveller can duoagh 
without an adventure either with lion or leopard. 
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Hiat ent mta^ tlie troubled bouI ; — 

I seise it, and return thy Skoal,* 

From honest heart and free, — 

All scathe to me is Freedom's gain — 

Then vrelcome hunger, shame, and pain ; 

Yet sing, my Friend, a gallant strain — 

Afric shall sooner cast her chain 
For this our misery.” f 

Magdala. Prisoit, 21th December, 1865. C. D. C 


* like Longfellow, the writer has drank many a Skoal in Sweden, so this is no 
affectation. 

f The slave trade is carried on with a high hand fh Upper Fgypt, and along the 
west coast of the Bed Sea. 

The writer may, hereafter, famish the pnblic with statistics on the subject. There 
are about fourteen hundred slaves passed through Massowah alone to Capola and 
Djeddo. 

When the writer was at Mossowah, a Greek merchant there. M. Aiistide, entcr- 
tiuned the plan of purchasing up a number of these, and accompanying them to their 
respective homes. His object was not philanthropical, but had in view the con- 
ciliation of the distant Galla tribes, to the end of establishing trading stations among 
riwag- A practical nation, like England, might lively take the same view on a large 
scale, being assured that the suppression of ihe slave trade would necessarily lead to 
the development of legitimate commerce. At present, a hatred of the white Christian 
is sedolouriy ihitilled into the minds of the Gollas, by the slave merchant, who repre- 
sents ns as cannibals, for his own purposes. 

When the writer was in the Soudan, he stopped, by authority, a whole caravan 
of slaves. They all, the girls espedally, bnrst into tears, imagining that they were to 
be roosted end eaten forthwitii. 

The slave trade is torttiddea in Abyssinia, though the law is sometimes evaded, 
doves being often passed through to be sold at the coast But there is no open traffic 
in human beings in Abysrinia itself^ — rotten as the Christianity of Abysrink is, it 
hUf at least, pioduced this good eff^ But, as among the Jews, prisoners of war 
are ratsaned as servants, and after baptism, for they geBerally adopt the luligion of 
their mosteiB, treated on the some foot^ os menlala of the oountiy. 

There are nunj hundred Cfariatma slaves, Abysstaiaas hj birth, seotteied 
^meaghout the Soudan. They ore kidnapped by the holder tril^ 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

Onqar Pare. 

r will be remembered that Harry 
Clavering) o& returorng one even- 
ing to bis lodgings in Blooms- 
bury Square, had been much 
astonished at finding there the 
card of Count Pateroff, a man 
of whom he had only heard, up 
to that moment, as the friend of 
the late Lord Ongar. At first 
he had been very angry with 
Lady Ongar, thinking that she 
oQid this count were in some 
league together, Some league of 
which he would greatly disap- 
« prove ; but his anger had given 
plao6 to a new interest when he 
learned direct from herself that 
she had ^t seen the count, and 
that she was simply anxious that 
he, as her fHend, should have an 
interview with the man. He 
had then become vc^ eager in 
the matter, offering to suljeet 
himself to aHy amdwt of inconvenience so that he might effect thattrhu^ 
Lady Ongar oiked of him. He was noti howevtlri called upoi^ to 
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any special trouble or expense, as he heard nothing more from Count 
Pateroff till he had been back in London for two or three weeks. 

Lady Ongar’s statement to him had been quite true. It had been even 
more than true ; for when she had written she had not even heard directly 
from the count. She had learned by letter from another person that 
Count Pateroff was in London, and had then communicated the fact to her 
friend. This nther person was a sister of the count’s, who was now living 
in London, one Madame Gordeloup, — Sophie Gordeloup, — a lady whom 
Harry had found sitting in Lady Ongar’s room when last he had seen hcv 
in Bolton Street. He had not then heard her name ; nor was he aware 
then, or for some time subsequently, that Count Pateroff had any relative 
in London. 

Lady Ongar had been a fortnight in the country^ before she received 
Madame Gordeloup’s letter. In that letter the sister had declared herself to 
be most anxious that her brother should see Lady Ongar. The letter had 
been in French, and had been very eloquent, — more eloquent in its cause 
than any letter with the same object could have been if written by an 
Englishwoman in English ; and the eloquence was less offensive than it 
might, under all concurrent circumstances, have been had it reached 
Lady Ongar in English. The reader must not, however, suppose that 
the letter contained a word that was intended to support a lover’s suit. 
It was very far indeed from that, and spoke of the count simply as a 
friend; but its eloquence went to show that nothing that had passed 
should be construed by Lady Ongar as offering any bar to a fair friendship. 
What the world said I — Bah ! Did not she know, — she, Sophie, — and did 
not her friend know, — her friend Julie, — that the world was a great liar ? 
Was it not even now telling wicked venomous lies about her friend Julie ? 
Why mind what the world said, seeing that the world could not be brought 
to speak one word of truth ? The world indeed I Bah ! 

But Lady Ongar, though she was not as yet more than half as old as 
Madame Gordeloup, knew what she was about almost as well as that lady 
knew what Sophie Gordeloup was doing. Lady Ongar had known the 
count’s sister ,in France and 'Italy, having seen much of her in one of 
those sudden intimacies to which English people are subject when 
abroad ; and she had been glad to«aee Madame Gordeloup in London, — 
much more glad than she would have braliad she been received there 
on her return by a crowd of loving "ktative fri^ds. But not on that 
account was she prepared to shape h^ conduct in accordance with her 
friend Sophie’s advice, and especially not io when thi^t advice had reference 
to Sophie’s brother. She had, ther^^ey aaid very little in TOtnm to the 
lady’s eloquence, answering the letter ou that mMter very ; but, 

having a purpose of her own, had bagged that Goi|nit‘ PatCOC^ might be 
asked to call upon Harry Clavering. Count PateroiT did not &el himself 
to care very much about Horry Claveting, but wishing to do as he was 
bidden, did leave his card in Bloomsbury Square. X 

And why was Lady Ongar an^ous that the youn^ man who was her 
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friend should see the man who had been her husband’s friend, and whose 
name hud been mixed with her own in so grievous a manner ? She had 
called Harry her friend, and it might be that she desired to give this 
friend every possible means of testing the truth of that story which she 
herself had told. The reader, perhaps, will hardly have believed in Lady 
Ongar’a fnendshij) ; — will, perhaps, have believed neither the friendship 
nor the story. If so, the reader will* have done her wrong, and will not 
have read her character aright. The woman was not heartless because 
she lud once, in one great epoch of her life, betiayed her own heart; nor 
WMa she altogether false because she had once lied ; nor altogether vile, 
because she had once taught herself that, for such an one as her, riches 
were a necessity. It might be that the punishment of her sin could meet 
with no remission in this world, l^ut not on that account should it be 
presumed that there was no place for repentance left to her. 

As she walked alone through the shrubberies at Ongar Park she 
ihought much of those other paths at Clavering, and of the walks in 
which she had not been alone; and she tliought of that interview in the 
garden 'W'hcn she had explained to Harry, — as she had then thought so 
Bucccsafully, — that they two, each being poor, were not fit to love and 
marry each other. She had brooded over all that, too, during the long 
hours of her sad journey home to England. She was thinking of it still 
when she had met him, and had been so cold to him on the platform 
of the railway station, when she had sent him away angry because she 
had seemed to slight him. She had thought of it as she had sat in her 
London room, tellirrg him the terrible tale of her married life, while her 
eyes were fixed on his and her head was resting on her hands. Even 
then, at that moment, she was asking herself whether he believed her 
story, or whether, within his breast, he was saying that she was vile and 
false. She knew that she had been false to him, and that he must have 
despised her when, with her easy philosophy, she had made the best of 
her own mercenary perfidy. He had called her a jilt to her face, and she 
had been able to receive the accusation with a smile. Would he now rtnll 
her something worse, and with a louder voice, within his own bosom ? 
And if she could convince him that to that accusation she was not fairly 
subject, might t±ie old thing come back again ? Would he walk with her 
again, and look into her eyes as though he only wanted her commands to 
show himself ready to be her slave ? She was a widow, and had seen many 
things, but even now she had not reached her six-and-twentieth year. 

The apples at her rich country-seat had quickly become ashes between 
her teeth, but something of the juice of the fruit might yet reach her 
palate if he would come and sit with her at the table. As she complained 
to herself of the coldness of the world, she thought that she would not care 
how cold might be all the world if there might be but one whom she 
could love, and who would love her. And him die had loved. To him, 
in old days,— in days which now seemed to her to be very old,-Hdie had 
made confession of her love. Old as were those days, it could not be but 

81—2 
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he should still remember them. She had loved him, and him only. To 
none other had she ever pretended love. From none other had love been 
offered to her. 4Jetween her and that wretched being to whom she had 
sold herself, who had been half dead before she had seen him, there had 
been no pretence of love. But Harry Clavering she had loved. Harry 
CJavering was a man, with all those qualities which she valued, and also 
with those foibles which saved him from being too perfect for so slight a 
creature as herself. Harry had been offended to the quick, and had 
called her a jilt ; but yet it might be possible that he would return to her. 

It should not bo supposed that since her return to England she had 
had one settled, definite object before her eyes ‘with regard to this renewal 
of her love. There had been times in which she had thought that she 
would go on with the life which she had prepared foivOierself, and that she 
would make herself contented, if not happy, with the price which had 
been paid to her. And there were other times, in which her spirits sank 
low within her, and she told herself that no contentment was any longer 
possible to her. She looked at herself in the glass, and found herself to 
be old and liaggard. Harry, she said, was the hist man in the woi’ld to 
sell himself for wealth, when there was no love remaining. Harry would 
never do as she had done with herself I Not for all the wealth that 
woman ever inherited, — so she told herself, — would he link himself to one 
who had made herself vile and tuinfcd among women I In this, I think, 
she did him no more than justice, though it may be that in some other 
matters she rated his character too highly. Of Florence Burton she had 
as yet heard nothing, though had she heard of her, it may well be that 
she would not on that account have desisted. Such being her thoughts 
and her hopes, she had written to Harry, begging him to see this man who 
had followed her, — she knew not why, — from Italy ; and had told the 
sister sitoply that she could not do as she was asked, because she was 
away from London, alone in a country house. 

And quite alone she Was sitting one morning, counting up her misery, 
feeling that the apples were, in truth, ashes, when a servant came to her, 
telling her that there was a gentleman in the hall desirous of seeing her. The 
man had the visitor's card in his hand, but before she could read the name, 
the blood had mounted into her fac^ as she told herself that it was Harry 
Clavering. There was joy for a moment at her heart; but she must not 
show it, — not as yet. She had been but four months a widow, and he should 
not have come to her in the country. She must see him and in some way 
make him understand this, — but she would be very gentle witji him. Then 
her eye fell upon the card, and she saw, with grievous disappointment, that 
it bore the name of Count Pateroff. No ; — she was not going to be caught 
in that way. Let the result be what it might, she would not let Sophie 
Gordeloup, or Sophie’s brother, get the better of her by suck a ruse as that 1 
Tell the gentleman, with my compliments," she said, as she handed back 
the card, that I regret it greatly, but I can see no one now." Then the 
servant went away, and she sat wondering whether the count would be able 
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to make his way into her presence. She felt rather than knew that she had 
some reason to fear him. All that had been told of him and of her had been 
false. No accusation brought against her had contained ^ne spark of truth. 
But there had been things between Lord Ongar and ^is man which she 
would not care to have told openly in England. And though, in his conduct 
to her, he had been customarily courteous, and on one occasion hud been 
generous, still she feared him. She would much rather that he should 
have remained in Italy. And though, when all alone in Bolton Street, she 
had ill her desolation welcomed his sister Sophie, she would have preferred 
that Sophie bhould not have come to her, claiming to renew their friend- 
shij). But with the count she would hold no communion now, even 
though he should find his way into the room. 

A few minutes passed before the servant retumed, and then he 
brought a note with him. As the door opened Lady Ongar rose, ready 
to leave the room by another passage ; but she took the note and read it. 
It was as follows : — “ I cannot understand why you should refuse to see 
me, and 1 feel aggrieved. My present purpose is to say a few words to 
you on private matters connected with papers that belonged to Lord 
Ongar. 1 still hope that you will admit me. — P.” llaving read these 
words while standing, she made an effort to think what might be the best 
course for her to follow. As for Lord Ongar’s papers, she did not believe 
in the jilca. Lord Ongar could haje had no papers interesting to her in 
such a manner as to make her desirous of seeing this man or of hearing 
of them in private. Lord Ongar, though she had nursed him to the hour 
of h.^ death, earning her price, had been her bitterest enemy; and thougli 
there had been something about this count that she had respected, she had 
known him to be a man of intrigue and afraid of no falsehoods in his 
intrigues, — a dangerous man, who might perhaps now and again do a 
generous thing, but one who would expect payment for his generosity. 
Besides, had he not been named openly as her lover ? She wrote to him, 
therefore, as follows : — “ Lady Ongar presents her compliments to Count 
Pateroff, and finds it to be out of her power to see him at present.” This 
answer the visitor took and walked away from the front door without 
showing any disgust to the servant, either by liis demeanour or in his 
countenance. On that evening^ she received from him a long letter, 
written at the neighbouring inn, expostulating with her as to her conduct 
towards him, and saying in the last line, that it was *4mp6s8lble now 
that they should be strangers to each other.” “ Impossible, that we 
should be strangers," she said almost out loud. “ Why impossible ? I 
know no such impossibility.” After that she carefully burned both the 
letter and the note. 

She remained at Ongar Park something over six weeks, and then, 
about the beginning of May, she went back to London. No one had 
been to see her, except Mr. Sturm, the clergyman of the parish ; and he, 
though something almost approaching to an intimacy had sprung up 
between them, had never yet spoken to her of his wife. She was not 
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quite sure wbetlier her rank might not deter him, — whether under such 
circumabinces as those now in question, the ordinary social rules were not 
ordinarily broken, — whether a countess should not call on a clergyman’s 
wife first, although the countess might be the stranger ; but she did not 
dare to do as she would have, done, had no blight attached itself to her 
name. She gave, therefore, no hint ; she said no word of Mrs. Sturm, 
though her heart was longing for a kind word from some woman’s mouth. 
But she allowed herself to feel no anger against the husband, and went 
through her parish work, thanking him for his assistance. 

Of Mr. Giles she had seen very little, and since her misfortune with 
Enoch Gubby, she had made no further attempt to interfere with the wages 
of the persons employed. Into the houses of some of the poor she had 
made her way, but she fancied that they were not glad fp see her. They 
might, perhaps, have all heard of her reputation, and Gubby’s daughter 
may have congratulated herself that there w-as another in the parish as 
bad as herself, or perhaps, happily, worse. The owner of aU the wealth 
around strove to make Mrs. Button become a messenger of charity 
between herself and some of the poor ; but Mrs. Button altogether 
declined the employment, although, as her mistress had ascertained, she 
herself performed her own little missions of charity with zeal. Before 
the fortnight was over. Lady Ongar was sick of her house and her park, 
utterly disregardful of her horses oxen, and unmindful even of the 
pleasant stream which in these spring days rippled softly at the bottom of 
her gardens. 

She had undertaken to be back in London early in May, by appoint- 
ment with her lawyer, and had unfortunately communicated the- fact to 
Madame Gordeloup. Four or five days before she was due in Bolton 
Street, her mindful Sophie, with unerring memory, wrote to her, declaring 
her readiness to do all and anything that the most diligent friendship 
could prompt. Should she meet her dear Julie at the station in London ? 
Should she bring any special carriage? Should she order any special 
dinner in Bolton Street? ’She herself would of courae come to Bolton 
Street, if not allowed to be present at the station. It was still chilly in 
the evenings, and she would ha^ fires lit. Might ahe suggest a roast 
fowl and some bread sauce, and perhaps a sweetbread, — and just one glass 
of champagne 7 And might she sh^e the banquet 7 There was not a 
word in the note about the too obtfMve brother, either as to the ofience 
committed by him, or the offence felt by him. 

The little Franco-Polish woman Was there in Bolton Street^ of course) 
— ^for Lady Ongar bad not dared to refuse hei. A little, dry, bright .woman 
she was, with quick eyes, and thin lips, and Tsmall nose, and mean fore- 
head, and scanty hair drawn back qtiite tightly from her &oe and head ; 
very dry, but still almost pretty with her quickness and her brightness. 
She was fifty, was Sophie Gordeloup, but ^ had so managed her years 
that die was as active on her limbs as most women are at twenty-^ve. 
And the chicken and the bread-sauoe, and the sweetbread, and the chain* 
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pogne were there, all very good of their kind; for Sophie Gordcloup 
liked such things to be good, and knew how to indulge her own appetite, 
and to coax that of another person. 

Some little satisfaction Lady Ongar received from the fact tliat she 
was not alone ; but the satisfaction was not satisfactory. When Sophie 
liad left her at ten o’clock, running off by herself to her lodgings in Mount 
Street, Lady Ongar, after but one moment’s thought, sat down and wrote 
a note to Harry Clavering. 

“ Llak Harry, — I am back in town. Pray come and see me to- 
morrow evening. Yours ever, 

‘‘J. O.” 


CHAPTER XIV. 

Count Pateuoff and his Sister. 

After an interval of some weeks, during w'hich Harry had been down 
at Clavering and had returned again to his work at the Adelphi, Count 
Pateroff called again in Bloomsbury Square ; — but Harry was at Mr. 
Beilby’s office. Harry at once returned tho count’s visit at the address given 
in Mount Street. Madame was at home, said the servant-girl, from which 
Harry was led to suppose that the cq^nt was a married man ; but IJany 
felt that he had no right to intrude upon madame, so ho simply left his card. 
Wishing, however, really to have this interview, and having been lately 
elected at a club of which he was lather proud, he wrote to the count 
asking him to dine with him at tho Beaufort, lie explained that there 
was a strangers’ room, — which Pateroff knew very well, having often dined 
at the Beaufort, — and said something as to a private little dinner for two, 
thereby apologizing for pjoposing to the count to dine without other 
guests. Pateroff accepted the invitation, and Harry, never having done 
such a thing before, ordered his dinner with much nervousness. 

The count was punctual, and the two men introduced themselves. 
Harry had expected to see a handsome foreigner, with black hair, polished 
whiskers, and probably a hook nose, — forty years of age or thereabouts, but 
so got up as to look not much more than thirty. But his guest was by 
no means a man of that stamp. Excepting that the count’s age was alto- 
gether uncertain, no correctness of gtless on that matter being possible by 
means of his appearance, Hany’f preconceived notion was wrong in every 
point. He was e fair man, with a \)road fair face, and very light blue 
eyes ; his forehsad was low, but broad ; he wore no whiskers, but- bore on 
his lip a heavy moustache whi^ was not grey, but perfectly white— white 
it was with years of course, but yet it gave no sign of age to his face. 
He was well made, active, and somewhat broad in the shoulders, th(nigh 
rather below the middle height. But for a certain ease of manner whidi 
he possessed, accompanied by something of restlessness in his- eye, any 
one would have taken him for an Englishman. And his speech hardly 
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betrayed that he was not English- Harry, knowing that he was a 
foreigner, noticed now and again some little acquired distinctness of 
speech which is hardly natural to a native ; but otherwise there was 
nothing in his tongue to betray him. 

“ I am sorry that you should have had so much ti’ouhlc,” he said, 
shaking hands with Harry. Clavering declared that he had incurred no 
troubj^, and declared also that he would be only too happy to have taken 
any trouble in obeying a behest from his friend Lady Ongar. Had he been 
a Pole as was the count, he would not have forgotten to add that he would 
have been equally willing to exert himself with the view of making the 
count’s acquaintance ; but being simply a young Englishman, he Avas 
much too awkward for any suoh courtesy as tlrat. Tho count observed 
the omission, smiled, and Vjowed. Then he spoke of tir. weather, and said 
that London was a magnificent city. Oh, yes, he knew London well, — 
had known it these twenty years ; — had been for fifteen years a member 
of the Travellers’ he liked everything English, except hunting. English 
hunting he had found to be dull work. But he liked shooting for an hour 
or two. He could not rival, he said, the intense energy of an Englishman, 
who would work all day with his guns harder than ploughmen with their 
ploughs. Englishmen sported, he said, as though more than their bread, 
— as though their honour, their wives, their souls, depended on it. It 
was very fine ! He ^Dften wished that he was an Englishman. Then 
he shrugged his shoulders. 

Harry was very anxious to commence a conversation about Lady 
Ongar, but he did not knoAv how at first to introduce her name. Count 
Pateroff had come to him at Lady Ongar’s request, and therefore, as he 
thought, the count should have been the first to mention her. But the 
count seemed to be enjoying his dinner without any thought either of 
Lady Ongar or of her late husband. At this time he had been doAvn to 
Ongar Park, cn that mission which had been, 'as we know, futile ; but he 
said no word of that to Harry. He seemed to enjoy his dinner thoroughly, 
and made himself very agreeable, Wlien the wine was discussed he 
told Harry that a certain vintage of Moselle was very famous at the 
Beaufort. Harry ordered the wine of course,' and was delighted to give 
his guest the best of everything ; but he was a little annoyed at finding 
that the stranger knew his club better than he knew it himself. Slowly 
the count ate his dinner,- enjoying every morsel that he took with that 
thoughtful, conscious pleasure which y^ng men never attain in eating 
and drinking, and which men os they grow older so often foi^et to 
acquire. But the count never forgot any of Lis own capacities for 
pleasure, and in all things made the most'of his own resources. To be 
rich is not to have one or fen thousand a year, but to be able to get out 
of that one or ten thousand all that every pound, and every shilling, and 
every penny will give you. After tliis fashion the count was a rich man. 

You don’t sit after dinner here, 1 suppose,” said the count, when he 
Lad completed an elaborate wosLing of Lis moutL and moustache. 1 
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like this club because we who are strangers have so charming a room for our 
smoking. It is the best club in London for men who do not belong to it.*’ 

It occurred to Hmry that in the smoking-room thero could bo no 
privacy. 'J'hrce or four men had already spoken to the count, showing 
that he was well known, giving notice, as it were, that Piiteroff would 
become a public man when once he was placed in a public circle. To* 
have given a dinner to the count, and to have spoken no word to him 
al)out Lady Ongar, would be by no means satisfactory to Harry’s 
fi ('lings, though, aa it appeared, it might be sufficiently satisfactory to 
the gueat. Harry therefore suggested one bottle of claret. The count 
aereed, expressing an opinion that the ol Lufitto was unexceptional. The 
51 Lafitte was ordered, and ilarry, as he filled his glass, considered the 
way in which his subject ahduld be introduced. 

“ You knew Lord Ongar, I think, abroad ? ” 

“Lord Ongar, — abroad! Oh, yes, very well ; and for, many years 
here in London ; and at Vienna; and very early in life at St. Petersburg. 
1 knew Lord Ongar first in Russia when he was attached to the embassy 
as Frederic Courton. His father, Lord Courton, was then alive, as was 
also his grandfather. He was a nice, good-looking lad then.” 

“ As regards hia being nice, he seems to have changed a good deal 
before he died.” This the count noticed by simply shrugging his 
shoulders and smiling as he sipped his wine. “By all that I can hear 
he became a horrid brute when he married,” said Harry, energetically. 

“ He was not pleasant when he was ill at Florence,” said the count. 

“ She must have had a terrible time with him,” said Harry. 

The count put up his hands, again shrugged his shoulders, and then shook 
liis head. “ She knew he was no longer an Adonis when he married hfer.” 

“ An Adbnis I No ; she did not expect an Adonis ; but sheHhought 
he would have something of the honour and feelings of a man.” 

“ She found it uncomfc^rtable, no doubt. Ho did too irtuch of this, 
you know,” said the count, raising his glass to his lips ; “ and he didn’t 
do it with 51 Lafitte. That was Ongar’s fault. All the world knew it 
for the last ten years. No one knew it better than Hugh Clavering.” 

“ But — ” said Harry, and, thgn he stopped. He hardly knew what it 
was that he wished to learn from the man, though he certainly did wish to 
Icam something. He had thought that the count would himself have talked 
about Lady Ongar and those Florentine days, hut this he did not seem 
disposed to do. “ Shall we have eva jsigars now ? ” said Count Pateroflf. 

“ One moment, if you don’t mind.” 

“ Certainly, certainly.,. There is no hurry.” 

“ You will t^ke no more wine 7 ” 

“ No more wine. 1 take my wine at dinnei^ os you saw.’* 

“ I want to ask you one special question, — about Lady Ongar.” 

“ I will say anything in her favour that you please. I am always 
ready to say anything in the favour of any lady, and, if needs be, to swear 
it. But anything against any lady nobody ever hea^ me say." 
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Harry was sharp engugh to perceive that any assertion made imder 
such a stipulation was worse than nothing. It was as when a man, in 
denying the truth of a statement, does so with an assurance that on that 
subject he should consider himself justified in telling any number of lies. 
“ I did not write the book, — but you have no right to ask the question ; 
and I should say that I had not, even if 1 had.” Pateroff was speaking of 
Lady Ongar in this way, and Harry hated him for doing so. 

“ I don’t want you to say any good of her,” said he, “ or any evil.” 

I certainly shall say no evil of her.” 

“ But I think you know that she has been most cruelly treated.” 

“Well, there is about seven — thousand — pounds a year, I think ! 
Seven — thousand — a year 1 Not francs, but pounds I We poor foreigners 
lose ourselves in amazement when we‘ hear about yodr English fortunes. 
Seven thousand pounds a year for a lady all alone, and a beau-tiful house I 
A house so beautiful, they tell me !” 

“ What has that to do with it ? ” said Harry ; whereupon the count 
again shrugged his shoulders. “ What has that to do with it ? Because 
the man was rich he was not justified in ill-treating his wife. Did he not 
bring false ^accusations against her, in order that he might rob her after 
his death of all that of which you think so much ? Did he not bear false 
witness against her, to his own dishonour ? ” 

“ She has got the money, I think, — and the beautiful house.” 

“ But her name has been covered with lies.” 

“ What can I do ? Why do you ask me ? I know nothing. Look 
here, Mr. Clavering, if you want to make any inquiry you had better go 
to my sister. I don’t see what good it Avill do, but she will talk to you 
by the hour together, if you wish it. Let us smoke.”’ 

“ Your sister ? ” 

“Yes, my sister. Madame Gordcloup is her ndhie. Has not Lady 
Ongat mentioned my sister ? They are inseparables. My sister lives in 
Mount Street.” 

“With you 7” ‘ 

“ No, not with me ; I do not live in Mount Street. I have my address 
sometimes at her house.” 

“ Madame Gordeloup ? ” 

“Yes, Madame Gordeloup. She is Lady Ongar’s friend. She will 
talk to you.” 

“ Will you introduce me, Count Pateroff?” 

“ Oh, no ; it is not necessary. ^ You can go to .Mount Street, and she 
will be delighted. There is the card. And now we will smoke.” Harry 
felt tjiat he could not, with good-breeding, detain the count any longer, 
and, therefore, risiijg from his chair, led the way into the amoking-rooni. 
When there, the man of the world separated himself from liia young 
friend, of whose enthusiasm he had perhaps had enough, and was sooji 
engaged in oonveraation with sundry other men of his own standing. 
Harry soon perceived that his guest had no iiirtker need of his ooun- 
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tcnanoe, and went home to Bloomsbury Square by no means satisfied with 
his new acquaintance. 

On the next day he dined in Onslow Crescent with the Burtons, and 
when there he said nothing about Lady Ongar or Count Pateroff. lie 
was not aware that he had any special reason for being silent on the 
subject, but he made up his mind that the Burtons were people so far 
renuivcd in their sphere of life from Lady Ongar, that the subject would 
net be suitable in Onslow Crescent. It was his lot in life to be concerned 
with people of the two classes. He did not at all mean to say, — even to 
himself, — that he liked the Ongar class the better ; but still, as such was 
ilia lot, he must take it as it came, and entertain both subjects of interest, 
witlioiit any commingling of them with another. Of Lady Ongar and 
his eaily love he had spoken to Florence at some length, but he did not 
find It necessary in his letters to tell her anything of Count Pateroff and 
his dinner at the Beaufort. Nor did he mention the dinner to his dear 
fiiend Cecilia. On this occasion he made himself very happy in Onslow 
Ci'uHcunt, playing with the children, chatting with his friend, and endur- 
ing, with a good grace, Theodore Burton’s sarcasm, when that ever- 
fctudioiis gentleman told him that he was only fit to go aboiA tied to a 
woman’s apron-string. 

On the following day, about five o’clock, he called in Mount Street. 
IT(' had doubted much as to this, thinking that at any rate he ought, in the 
fiist place, to write and ask permission. But at last 'he resolved that he 
would take the count at his word, and presenting himself at the door, he 
sent up his name. Madame Gordeloup was at home, and in a few moments 
he found himself in the room in which the lady was sitting, and recognized 
her w'hom he had sewi with Lady Ongar in Bolton Street. She got up at 
once, having glanced at the name upon the card, and seemed, to know all 
about him. She shcK^k hands with him cordially, almost squeezing liis 
hand, and bade him sit down near her on the sofa. She was so glad to 
see him, for her dear Julie’s Sake. Julie, -as of course he knew, was. at 
‘ Ongere ’ Park. Oh ! so happy,” — which, by the by, he did not know, — 
“ and would be up in the course of next week. So many things to do, of 
course, Mr. CJavering. The house, and the servants, and the park, and 
the beautiful things of a large country establishment 1 But it was delight- 
ful, and Julie was quite happy 1.” 

No people could be more unlike to each other than this brother and 
his sister. No human being could have taken Madame Gordeloup for an 
Englishwoman, though it might be diflicult to judge, either from her 
language or her appearance, of the nationality to which she belonged. 
She spoke English with, gjreat fluency, but every word uttered decided 
her not to be English. And when she was most fluent she was most 
incorrect in her language. She was small, eager, and qmck, and appeared 
quite as anxious to talk as her brother had been to hold his tongue, 
lived in a small room pn the first floor of a small house ; and it seemed to 
Harry that she lived alone. But he had not been long there before she 
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had told him all her history, and explained to him most of her circum- 
stances. That she kept back something is probable ; but how many are 
there who can afford to tell everything ? 

Her husband was still living, but he was at St. Petersburg. He was 
a Frenchman by family, but had been born in Russia. He had been 
attached to the Russian embassy in London, but was now attached to 
diplomacy in general in Russia. She did not join him because she loved 
England, — oh, so much I And, perhaps, her husband might come back 
again some day. She did not say that she had not seen him for ten years, 
and was not quite sure whether he was dead or alive ; but had she made 
a clean breast in all things, she might have done so. She said that she 
was a good deal still at the Russian embassy; but she did not say that she 
herself was a paid spy. Nor do I say so now, positivuy ; but that was 
the character given to her by many who knew her. She called her 
brother Edouard, as though Harry had known the count all his life ; and 
always spoke of Lady Ongar as Julie. She uttered one or two little hints 
which seemed to imply that she knew everything tlint had passed between 
Julie” and Harry Clavering in early days; and never mentioned Lord 
Ongar wifliout some term of violent abuse. 

“Horrid wretch !” she said, pausing over all the 7'’s in the name she 
had called him. “ It began, you know, from the very first. Of course he 
had been a fool. An old rou4 is always a fool to marry. What does he 
get, you know, for his money ? A pretty face. He’s tired of that as 
soon as it’s his own. Is it not so, Mr. Clavering ? But other people ain’t 
tired of it, and then he becomes jealous. But Lord Ongar was not 
jealous. He was not man enough to be jealous. Hor-r-rid wr-retch ! 
She then went on telling many things which, as he listened, almost made 
Harry Clavering’s hair stand on end, and which must not be repeated here. 
She herself had met her brother in Paris, and had been with him when 
they encountered the Ongars in that capital. According to her showing, 
they had, all of them, been together nearly from that time to the day of 
Lord Ongar’s death. But Harry soon learned to feel that he could not 
believe all that the little lady told him. 

“ Edouard was always with him. Poor Edouard I ” she said. “ There 
was some money matter between them about ^cart<i. When that wr-retch 
got to be so bad, he did not like parting with his money, — not even when 
he had lost it 1 And Jnlie had been so good always 1 Julie and Edou- 
ard had done everything for the nasty wr-retch.” Harry did not at all 
like this mingling of the name of Julie and 'Edouard, though it did not for 
a moment fill his mind with any suspicion as to Lady Ongar. It made 
him feel, however, that this woman was danger6us, and that her tongue 
might be very mischievous if she talked to others is she did to him. As 
he looked at her, — and being now in her own room she was not dressed 
with scrupulous carei — and as he listened to her, he ceuld not conceive 
what Lady Ongar had seen in her that she should* have made a fHend of 
her. Her brother, the count, was undoubtedljT a gentleman in his. 
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manners and way of life, but he did not know by what name to eall this 
woman, who called Lady Ongar JuUe. She was altogether unlike any 
ladies whom he had known. 

“ You know that Julie will be in town next week? 

“ No ; 1 did not know when she was to return.” 

Oh, yes ; she has business with those people in South Audley Street 
on Tlmrsday. Poor dear ! Those lawyers are so harassing I But when 
people have seven — thousand — pounds a year, they must put up with 
lawyers.” As she pronounced those talismanic words, which to her were 
almost celestial, Harry perceived for the first time that there was some 
sort of resemblance between her and the count. He could see that they 
V ore brother and sister. I shall go to her directly she comes, and of 
course I will tell her how good you have been to come to me. And 
Edouard has been dining with you ? How good of you. He told me how 
charming you are,” — Harry was quite sure then that slie was fibbing,— 
“and that it was so pleasant ! Edouard is very much attached to Julie; 
very much. Though, of course, all that was mere nonsense ; just lies 
told by that wicked lord. Bah I what did he know ? ” Harry by this 
time was beginning to wish that he had never found his way* to Mount 
Street. 

“ Of course they were lies,” he said roughly. 

“ Of course, inon cher. Those things always are lies, and bo wicked ! 
What good do they do ? ” 

“ Lies never do any good,” said Harry. 

'lo so wide a proposition as this madame was not prepared to give an 
unconditional assent ; she therefore shrugged her shoulders and once again 
looked like her brother. 

Ah I ” she said. “Julie is a happy woman now. Seven — thousand 
—pounds a year 1 One does not know how to believe it ; does one ? " 

“ I never heard the amount of her income,” said Harry. 

“ It is all that,” said the Franco-Pole, energetically, “ every franc of 
it, besides the house I I know it. She told me herself. Yes. What 
woman would risk that, you know ; and his life, you may say, as good 
as gone ? Of course they were lieA” 

“ I don’t think you understand her, Madame Gordeloup.” 

*' Oh, yes ; I know her, so well. And love her— oh, Mr, Clavering, 
I love her so dearly 1 Is she not charming ? So beautiful you know, 
and grand. Such a will, too 1 'That is what I like in a woman. Such 
a courage I She never flinched in those horrid days, never. And when 
he called her, — you know what, — she only looked at him, just looked at 
him, miserable object. Oh, it was beautiful I ” And Madame Gordeloup, 
rising in her energy flbm^her seat for the purpose, strove to throw upon 
Harry such another j^nce as the injured, insulted wife had thrown upon 
her foul-tonguedyi^ying loYd. 

“ She will .marry,” said Madame Gordeloup, chanpng her tone ^eith 
a suddenness that made Harry start ; “ yes, she will marry ot courts 
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Your English 'widows always marry if they have money. They are wrong, 
and she "will be wrong; but she will -marry. ” 

“ I do not know how that may be,” said Harry, looking foolish. 

“ I tell you I know she will marry, Mr. Clavering ; I told Edouard so 
yesterday. He merely smiled. It would hardly do for him, she has 
so much will. Edouard has a will also.” 

“ All men have, I suppose.” 

** Ah, yes ; but there is a difference. A sum of money down, if a 
man is to marry, is better than a widow’s dower. If she dies, you know, 
he looks so foolish. And she is grand and will want to spend everything. 
Is fifhe much older than you, Mr. Clavering? Of course I know Julie’s 
age, though perhaps you do not. What will you give me to tell ? ” And 
the woman leered at him with a smile which made Harry think that she 
was almost more than mortal. He found himself quite unable to cope with 
her in conversation, and soon after this got up to take his leave. “ You 
will come again,” she said. “Do. I like you so much. And when Julie 
is in town, we shall be able to see-hcr together, and I will be your friend. 
Believe me.” * 

Harry 'was very far from believing her, and did not in the least 
require her friendship. Her friendship indeed ! How could any decent 
English man or woman wish for the friendship of such a creature as that ? 
It was thus that he thought of her as he walked away from Mount Street, 
making heavy accusations, within his own breast, against Lady Ongar as 
he did so. Julia ! He repeated the name over to himself a dozen times, 
thinking that the flavour of it was lost since it had been contaminated so 
often by that vile tongue. But what concern was it of his ? Let her be 
Julia to whom she would, she could never be Julia again to him. But 
she was his friend — Lady Ongar, and he told himself plainly that his 
friend had been wrong in having permitted herself to hold any inti- 
macy with such a woman as that. No doubt Lady Ongar had been 
subjected to very trying troubles in the last months of her husband’s 
life, but no circumstances could justify her, if she continued to endorse 
the false cordiality of that horribly vulgar and evil-minded little woman. 
As regarded the grave charges brought against Lady Ongar, Harry still 
gave no credit to them, still looked upon them as calumnies, in spite of 
the damning advocacy of Sophie and her brother ; but he felt that she 
must have dabbled in very dirty water to have returned to England with 
such claimants on her inexidsbip as these. He had not much admired the 
count, but the counts sister had been odious to him. “ I will be your 
friend. Believe me.^ Harry Olaveriifg stamped upon the pavement • as 
he thought of the little Pole’s offer to him. She be his friend! No, 
indeed ; — not if there were no other frriend for l^im in all London. 

Sophie, too, had her thonghts about him. Sophie was very anxious in 
this matter, and was resolved to stick as cloie^ to her Julie as possible. 
“ I will be his friend or bis enemy ;»let him ohooee.” That had been 
Sophie’s reflection on the matter when she was left alone* 
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CHAPTER XV. 

An Evening in Bolton Street. 

Ten days after his visit in Mount Street, Harry received the note which 
Lady Ongar had written to him on the night of her arrival in London. It 
was brought to Mr. Beilby’s office by her own footman early in the 
morning 5 but Harry was there at the time, and was thus able to answer 
it, telling Lady Ongar that he would come as she had desired. She had 
commenced her letter “ Dear Harry^” and he well remembered that when 
she had before written H^e had called him “ Dear Mr. Clavering.” And 
tliough the note contained only half-a-dozen ordinary words, it seemed to 
him to be affectionate, and almost loving. Had she not been eager to see 
him, she would hardly thus have written to him on the very instant of 
her return. “ Dear Lady Ongar,” ho wrote, “ I shall dine at my club, 
and be with you about eight. Yours always, H. C.” ' After that ffie 
could hardly bring himself to work satisfactorily during the whole day. 
Since his interview with the Franco- Polish lady he had thought a good 
deal about himself, and had resolved to work harder and to love Florence 
Burton more devotedly than ever. The nasty little woman had said certain 
words to him w'hich had caused him to look into his own breast and to tell 
himself that this was necessary. A& the love was easier than the work, he 
began his new tasks on the following morning by writing a long and very 
affectionate letter to his own Flo, who was still staying at Clavering 
rcctoiy ; — a letter so long and so affectionate that Florence, in her ecstasy 
of delight, made Fanny read it, and confess that, as a love-letter, it was 
perfect. 

“ It’s great nonsense, all the same,” said Fanny. 

“ It isn’t nonsense at all,” said Florence ; “ and if it were, it would 
not signify. Is it true ? That’s the question.” 

“ I'm sure it’s true,” said Fanny. 

And so am I,” said Florence. “I don’t want any one to tell me that.” 

“ Then why did you ask, you simpleton ? ” Florence indeed was 
having a happy time of it at Clavering rectory- When Fanny called her 
a simpleton, she threw her arms round Fanny’s neck and kissed her. 

And Horry kept his resolve about the work too, investigating plans 
with a resolution to understand them which was almost successful. During 
those days he would remain' at his o£^ce till pkst four o’clock, and would 
then walk away with , Theodore Burton, dining sometimes in Onslow 
Crescent, and going there sometimes in the evening after dinner. And 
when there he would sit and read ; and once when Cecilia essayed to 
to him, he told her to keep her apron^trings to herself. Then Theodore 
laughed and apologized, and Cecilia said that too much work made Jack a 
dull boy ; and then Theodore laughed again, stretohing out his legs and 
fums as he rested a moment from his own study, and declared that, under 
those circumstances^ Harry never would be di^. And Harry, on those 
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eveniDgB, would be taken upstairs to see the bairns in their cots ; and ns 
he stood with their mother looking down upon the children, pretty words 
would be said about Florence and his futiu’e life ; and all was going merry 
as a marriage bell. But on that morning, when the note had come from 
Lady Ongar, Harry could work no more to his satisfaction. He scrawled 
upon his blotting-paper, and made no progress whatsoever towards the 
understanding of anything. It was the day on which, in due course, he 
would write to Florence ; and he did write to her. But Florrence did not 
show this letter to Fanny, claiming for it any meed of godlike perfection. 
It was a stupid, short letter, in which he declared that he was very busy, 
and that his head ached. In a postscript he told her that he was going to 
see Lady Ongar that evening. This he communicated to her under an 
idea that by doing so he made everything right. An^ I think that the 
telling of it did relieve his conscience. 

He left the office soon after three, having brought himself to believe 
in the headache, and sauntered down to his club. He found men playing 
whist there, and, as whist might be good for his head, he joined them. 
They won his money, and scolded liini for playing badly till he was 
angry, and then he went out for a walk by himself. As he went along 
Piccadilly, he saw Sophie Goi'deloup coming towards him, trotting along, 
with her dress held well up over her ankles, eager, quick, and, as he said 
to himself, clearly intent upon some mischief. He endeavoured to avoid 
her b^ turning up the Burlington Arcade, but she was too quick for him, 
an'd was walking up the arcade by bis side before he had been able to 
make up bis mind as to the best mode of ridding himself of such a 
companion. 

Ah, Mr. Clavering, I am so glad to see you. I was with Julie last 
night. She Vas fagged, very much fagged ; the journey, you know, and 
the business. But yet so handsome 1 And' we talked of you. Yes, 
Mr. Clavering; and I told her how good you had been in coming to 
me. She said you were always good ; yes, she did. When shall you 
see her ? ” 

Harry Clavering was a bad hand at fibbing, and a bad band also at 
leaving a question unanswered. When questioned in this way ‘he did 
not know what to do but to answer the truth. He would much rather 
not have said that he was goifig to Bolton Street that evening, but he 
could find no alternative. ** I believe 1 shall see her this evening,’* he 
said, simply venturing to mitigate the evil of' making the communication 
by rendering it falsely doubtful. Therr arc men who fib with so bad a 
grace and with so little tact that they might' as well not fib at all. They 
not only never arrive at success, but never even venture to expect it. 

Ah, this evening. Let me see. I don’t think I can be there to- 
night ; Madame Berenstoff receives at the embaasy.” 

Good afternoon,” said Harry, turning into Truefit’s, the hair- 
dresser's, shop. 

“ Ah, very well,’* Sophie to herself ; " juifrao. It urill be better, 
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much betfer. He is simply one lout, and why should he have it all 7 My 
God, what fools, what louts, are these Englishmen I ” Now having read 
Sophie’s thoughts so far, we will leave her to walk up the remainder of 
the arcade by herself. 

I do not know that Harry’s visit to Trucfit’s establishment had been in 
any degree caused by his engagement for the evening. I fancy that he 
had simply taken to ground at the first hole, as docs a hunted fox. But 
now that he was there he had his head piit in order, and thought that ho 
looked the better for the operation. He then went back to his club, and 
when he sauntered into the card-room one old gentleman looked askance 
at him, as though inquiring angrily whether he had come there to make 
fresh misery. “Thank you; no, — I Avon’t play again,” said Harry. Then 
tlie old gentleman was appeased, and offered him a pinch of snuff. “ Have 
you seen the new book about whist ? ” said the old gentleman. “ It is 
very useful, — very useful. I’ll send you a copy if you will allow me.” 
Then Harry left the room, and went down to dinner. 

It was a little past eight when he knocked at Lady Ongar’s door. 
I fear he had calculated that if he were punctual to the moment, she would 
think that he thought the matter to be important. It was important to 
him, and he was willing that she should know that it was so. But there 
are degrees in everything, and therefore he was twenty minutes late. Ho 
Avas not the first man who has Aveighed the diplomatic advantage of being 
after his time. But all those ideas went from him at once when she met 
him almost at the door of the room, and, taking him by the hand, said 
that she was “ so glad to see him, — so very glad. Fancy, Harry, I 
haven’t seen an old friend since I saw you last. You don’t know how 
hard all that seems.” 

“ It is hard,” said he ; and when he felt the pressure of her hand, and 
saw the brightness of her eye, and when her dress rustled against him 
as he followed her to her seat, and he became sensible of the influence of 
her presence, all his diplomacy vanished, and he was simply desirous of 
devoting himself to her service. Of course, any such devotion was to be 
given without detriment to that other devotion which he owed to Florence 
Burton. But this stipulation, though it was made, was made quickly, 
and with a confused brain. 

‘ Yes, — it is hard,” she said. “ Harry, sometimes I think I shall go 
mad. It is more than I can bear. I could bear it if it hadn’t been my 
own fault, — all my own fault.” 

There was a suddenness about this which took him quite by surprise. 
No doubt it had been her own fault. He also had told himself that ; 
though, of course, he would make no such charge to her. You have not 
recovered yet,” he said, “ from what you have suffered lately. Things 
will look brighter to you after a while.” 

“Will they? Ah, — I do not know. But come, Hany; come and 
sit down, and let me get you some tea. There is no harm, I suppose, in 
having you here, — is there ? " 
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Harm, Lady Ongar ? ’’ 

Yes, — harm, Lady Ongar.” As she repeated her own name after 
him, nearly in his tone, she smiled once again; and then she looked 
as she used to look in the old days, when she would be merry with him. 
“ It is hard to know what a woman may do, and what she may not. Wlien 
my husband was ill and dying, I never left his bedside. From the 
moment of my marrying him till his death, I hardly spoke to a man but 
in his presence ; and when once I did, it was he that had sent him. And 
for all that people have turned their backs upon me. You and I were 
old friends, Harry, and something more once,-^were we not ? But I 
jilted you, as you were man enough to tell me. How I did respect you 
when you dared to sj^k the truth to me. Men don’t know women, or 
they would be harder to them.” ^ 

“ I did not mean to be hard to you.” 

“ If you had taken me by the shoulders and shaken me, and have 
declared that before God you would not allow such wickedness, I should 
have obeyed you. 1 know I should.” Harry thought of Florence, and could 
not bring himself to say that he wished it had been so. But where 
would you liave been then, Harry ? I was wrong and false and a beast 
to marry that man ; but I should not, therefore, have been right to marry 
you and ruin you. It would have been ruin, you know, and wc should 
simply have been fools.” 

The folly was very pleasant,*’ said he. 

“ Yes, yes ; I will not deny that. But then the wisdom and the 
prudence afterwards I Oh, Harry, that was not pleasant. That was not 
pleasant 1 But what was I saying ? Oh ! about the propriety of your 
being here. It is so hard to know what is proper. As I have been 
married, I suppose I may receive whom I please. Is not that the law 7 ” 

You may receive me, I should think. Your sister is my cousin’s 
wife.” Hariy’s matter-of-fact argument did as well as anything else, for 
it turned her thought at the moment. 

** My sister, Harry ! If there was nothing to make us friends but our 
oonaeotion through Sir Hugh Claveriog, I do not know that 1 should be 
particularly amdous to see you. How unmanly he has been, and how 
crutd.” 

“Very cruel,” said Harry. Theti he thought of Archie and Archie’s 
suit. But he is willing to change all that now. Hermione asked me 
the other day to persuade you to go to Clavering.” 

“ And have you come here to use your eloquence for that purpose 7 
I will never go to Claveriog again, Harry, unless it should be yours and 
your wife should ofter to receive me. Then I’d pack up fur the dear, 
dull, solemn old place though I was on the other side of Europe.” 

“ It will never be mine.” 

** Probably not, and probably^ therefore, 1 shall never be there again. 
No ; 1 can forgive an injury, but sot an inault^not an insult such os 
that. I will not go to Clavering; so, Harry, you jowy save ypur eloquence. 
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Ilermione I shall be glad to see whenever ahe will come to me. If you 
can persuade hei* to that, you will persuade her to a charity.” 

She goes nowhere, I think, without his — his ’’ 

“ Without hia permission. Of course she does not. That, I suppose, 
is all as it should be. And he is such a tyrant that he will give no such 
permission. He would tell hei', I suppose, that her sister was no fit com- 
panion for her.” 

“ He could not say that now, as he has asked you there.” 

“ Ah, I don’t know that, lie would say one thing first and another 
after, just as it would suit him. He has some object in wishing that I 
should go there, 1 suppose.” Harry, who knew the object, and who was too 
faithful to betray Lady Clavering, even though he was altogether hostile to 
liiH cousin Archie’s suit, felt a little proud of his position, but said nothing 
in answer to this. “ But 1 shall not go ; nor will I see him, or go to his 
house when he comes up to London. When do they come, Harry ? ” 

“ He is in town now.” 

‘‘ What a nice husband, is he nut? And when does Hermione come ?” 

“ I do not know ; she did not say. Little Uughy is ill, and that may 
keep her.” 

“ After all, Harry, I may have to pack up and go to Clavering even 
yet, — that is, if the mistress of the liouse will have me.” 

‘‘ Never in the way you mean, Lady Ongar. Do not propose to kill 
all my relations in order that 1 might have their property. Archie intends 
to marry, and have a dozen children.” 

‘ Archie marry I Who will have him ? But such men as he are 
often in the way by marrying some cookmaid at last. Archie is Hugh’s 
body-slave. Fancy being body-slave lo Hugh Clavering I He has two, 
and poor Hermy is the other ; only he prefers not to have Hermy near 
him, which is lucky for her. Here is some tea. us sit down and be 
comfortable, and talk no more about our horrid relations. I don’t know 
what made me speak of them. I did not mean it.” 

Harry sat down and took the cup from her hand, as she had bidden 
the servant to leave the tray upon the table. 

“ So you saw Count Pateroff,” she said. 

“ Yes, and his sister,” 

‘‘So she told me. What do you think of them ? ” To this question 
Harry made no immediate answer. “ You may speak out. Though I 
lived abroad with such as them for twelve months, I have not forgotten 
the sweet scent of our English hedgerows, nor the wholesomeneas of 
English liousehold manners. What do you thiii of them ? ” 

“ They are not sweet or wholesome,” said he. 

“ Oh, Harry, you are so honest ! Y'our honesty is beautiful. A spade 
will ever be a spade with jou.” 

He thought that she was laughing at him, and coloured. 

“ You pressed me to speak,” he said, “ and 1 did but use your own 
words.” • 
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“ Yes, but you used them with such straightforward violence 1 Well, 
you shall use what words you please, and how you please, because a word 
of truth is so pleasant after living in a world of lies. I know you will not 
lie to me, Harry. You never did.” 

lie felt that now was the moment in which he should tell her of his 
engagement, but he let the moment pass without using it. And, indeed, 
it would have been hard for him to tell. In telling such a story he would 
have been cautioning her that itw’as useless for her to love him, — and this 
he could not bring himself to do. And he w’as not sure even now that 
she had not learned the fact from her sister. “ I hope not,” he said. In 
all that he was saving he knew that his words were tame and impotent in 
comparison with hors, which seemed to him to mean so much. But then 
his position was so unfortunate ! Had it not been Florence Burton he 
would have been long since at her feet ; for, to give Harry Clavoring his 
due, he could be quick enough at swearing to a passion. He was one of 
those men to "whom love-making comes so readily that it is a pity that 
they should ever marry. He w'as ever making love to women, usually 
meaning no harm. He made love to Cecilia Burton over her children’s 
beds, and that discreet matron liked it. But it was a love-making without 
danger. It simply signified on his part the pleasure he had in being on 
good terms with a pretty woman. He would have liked to have made 
Jove in the same w'ay to Lady Ongar ; but that was impossible, and in all 
love-making with Lady Ongar there must be danger. There w'as a pause 
after the expression of bis last hopes, during W'hich he finished his tea, 
and then looked at his boots. 

“ You do not ask me what I have been doing at my country-house.” 

“ And what have you been doing there ? ” 

“ Hating it.” 

“ That is WTong.” 

Everything is wrong that I do ; everything must be "wrong. That 
is the nature of the curse upon me.” 

“ You think too much of all that now.” 

“ Ah, Harry, that is so easily said. People do not think of such 
things if they can help themselves. The place is full of him and his 
memories ; full of him, though I do not as yet know whether he ever put 
liis foot in it. Do you know, I have a plan, a scheme, which would, I 
think, niake me happy for one half-hour. It is to give everj'thing back 
to the family. Everything I money, house, and name ; to call myself 
Julia Brabazon, and Jet the world call me what it pleases. Then I would 
walk out into the streets, and beg some one to give me my bread. Is 
there one in all the wide world that would give me a crust 7 Is there one, 
except yourself, Harry — one, except yourself?” 

Poor Florence I I fear it fared badly with her cause at this moment. 
How was it possible that he should not regret, that he should not look 
back upon Stratton with Bomethin|| akin to sorrow ? Julia had been bis 
first love, and to her he could have been always true. 1 fear he thought 
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of this now. I fear that it was a grief to him that he could not place him- 
self close at her side, bid her do as she had planned, and then come to him, 
and share nil his crusts. Had it been open to him to play that part, he 
would have played it well, and would have gloried in the thoughts of her 
poverty. The position would have suited him exactly. But Florence was 
in the way, and he could not do it. How was he to answer Lady Ongar ? 
It was more difficult now than ever to tell her of Florence Burton. 

Ills eyes were full of tears, and she accepted that as his excuse for not 
answering her. “ I suppose they would say that 1 was a romantic fool. 
When the price has been taken one cannot cleanse oneself of the stain. 
With Judas, you know, it was not sufficient that he gave baok the money. 
Life was too heavy for him, and so he went out and hanged himself.” 

“ Julia,” he said, getting up from las chair, and going over to where 
she sat on a sofa, “Julia, it is horrid to hear you speak of yourself in 
that way. I will not have it. You are not such a one as the Iscariot.” 
And as he spoke to her, he found her hand in his. 

I wish you had my burden, Harry, for one half day, so that you 
might know its weight.” 

“ I wish I could bear it for you — for life.” 

“ To be always alone, Harry ; to have none that come to me and 
scold me, and love me, and sometimes make me smile I You will scold me 
at any rate ; will you not ? It is terrible to have no one near one that 
will speak to one with the old easiness of fiimiliar affection. And then the 
pretence of it where it does not, cannot, could not, exist I Oh, that 
woman, Harry ; — that woman who comes here and calls me Julie I 
And she Ims got me to promise too that I would call her Sophie I I know 
that you despise me because she comes here. Yes; I can see it. You said 
at once that she was not wholesome, with your dear outspoken honesty.” 

“ It was your word.” 

“ And she is not wholesome, whosever word it was. She was there, 
hanging about him when he was so bad, before the worst came. She read 
novels to him, — books that I never saw, and played ecart6 with him for 
what she called gloves. I believe in my heart she was spying me, and 1 
let her come and go as she would, because I would not seem to be afraid 
of her. So it grew. And once or twice she was useful to me. A 
woman, Hany’, wants to have a woman near her sometimes, — even 
though it be such an unwholesome creature as Sophie Gordeloup. You 
must not think too badly of me on her account." 

“ I will not ; — I will not think badly of you at all.” 

“ He is better, is he not? I know little of him or nothing, but he has 
a more reputable outside than she has. Indeed I liked him. He had 
known Lord Ongar well ; and though he did not toady him nor was afraid 
of him, yet he was gentle and considerate. Once to me he said words 
that I was called on to resent ; — but he never repeated them, and I know 
that he was prompted by him who should have protected me. It is too 
Lad, Harry, is it not ? Too bad almost to be believed by such aa you.” 
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“ It is very bad,” said Harry. 

“After that he was always courteous ; and ^\hen the end came and 
things were very terrible, he behaved well and kindly. lie went in and 
out quietly, and like an old friend. He paid for everything, and W'as 
useful. I know that even this made people talk ; — yes, Harry, even at 
Mich a moment as that ! But in spite of the talking I did better with 
him then than I could have done without him.” 

“ He looks like a man who could be kind if he chooses.” » 

“ He is one of those, Harry, who find it easy to be good-natured, and 
■who are soft by nature, as cats are, — not from their heart, but through 
instinctive propensity to softness. When it suits them, they scratch, even 
though they have been ever so soft before. Count PaJ^roff is a cat. You, 
Harry, I think are a dog.” She perhaps expected that he would promise 
to her that he would be her dog, — a dog in constancy and affection ; but 
he was still mindful in part of Florence, and restrained himself. 

“ I must tell you something further,” she said. “ And indeed it is 
this that I particularly want to tell you. I have not seen him, you know, 
since I paited with him at Florence.” 

“ I did not know,” said Harry. 

“ I thought I had told you. IIowTver, so it is. And now, listen : — 
He came down to Ongnr Park the other day while I w’as there, and sent 
in his card. When I refused to receive him, he wrote to me pressing his 
visit. I still declined, and he wrote again. I burned his note, because 
I did not choose that anything from him should be in my possession. 
He told some story about papers of Lord Ongar. I have nothing to do 
with Lord Ongar’s papers. Everything of which I knew was sealed up 
in the count’s presence and in mine, and was sent to the lawyers for the 
executors. I looked at nothing ; not at one word in a single letter. What 
could he have to say to me of Lord Ongar’s papers ? ” 

“ Or he might have written ? ” 

“ At any rate he should not have come there, Harry. I would not 
see him, nor, if I can help it, will I see him here. I will be open with 
you, Harry. I think that perhaps it might suit him to make me his 
wife. Such an arrangement, however, would not suit me. I am not 
going to be frightened into marrying a man, because he has been falsely 
called my lover. If I cannot escape the calumny in any other way, I will 
not escape it in that way.” 

“ Has he said anything? ” 

“ No ; not a word. I have not seen him since the day after Lord 
Ongar’s funeral. But I have seen his sister.” 

“ And has she proposed such a thing ? ” 

“ No, she Ims not proposed it. But she talks of it, saying that it 
would not do. Then, when I tell her that of course it would not do, she 
shows me all that would make it expedient. She is so sly and so false, 
that with all my eyes open I cannot quite understand her, or quite know 
what she is doing. I do not feel sure that she wishes it herself.” 
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She told me that it would not do,” 

“ She did, did she ? If she speaks of it again, tell her that sh^ is 
right, that it will never do. Had he not come down- to Ongar Park, I 
should not have mentioned this to yon. I should not have thought that 
he had in truth any such scheme in his herid. He did not tell you that 
he had been there ? ” 

“ He did not mention it. Indeed, he said very little about you 
at all.” 

“No, he would not. He-ia cautious. He never talks of anybody to 
anybody. He speaks only of the outward things of the world. Now, 
Harry, what you must do for me is this.” As she was speaking to him 
she was leaning again upon th(‘ table, with her forehead resting iij>on her 
hands. Her small widow’s cap had become thus thrust back, and was 
now nearly off her head, so that her rich brown hair was to be seen in 
its full luxuriance, rich and lovely as it had ever been. Could it be that 
bhc felt, — half thought, half felt, without knowing that she thought it, — 
that while the signs of her widowhood were about her, telling in their too 
plain language the tale of what she had been, he could not dare to sjieak 
to her of his love ? She was indeed a widow, but not as are other widows. 
She had confessed, did hourly confess to herself, the guilt which she had 
committed in marrying that man ; but the very fact of such confessions, 
of such acknowledgment, absolved her from the necessity of any show of 
sorrow. When she declared how she had despised and hated her late 
loid, she threw off mentally all her weeds. Mourning, the appearance 
even of mourning, became impossible to her, and the cap upon her head 
was declared openly to be a sacrifice to the world’s requirements. It Avas 
noAv pushed back, but I fancy that nothing like a thought on the matter 
had made itself plain to her mind. “ What you must do for me is this,” 
she continued. “ You must see Count Pateroff again, and tell him from 
me, — as my friend, — that I cannot consent to see him. Tell him that if he 
will think of it, he must know the reason why.” 

“ Of course he will know.” 

“ Tell him what I say, all the same ; and tell him that as I have 
hitherto had cause to^be grateful to him for his kindness, so also I hope 
he will not put an end to that feeling by anything now, that would not be 
kind. If there be papers of Lord Ongar’s, he can take them either to my 
lawyers, if that be fit, or to those of the family. You can tell him that, 
can you not ? ” 

“ Oh, yes ; I can tell him.” 

“ And have you any objection ? ” 

“ None for myself. The question is, — Would it not come better from 
some one else ? ” 

“ Because you are a young man, you mema ? Whom else can I trust, 
Harry ? To whom can I go ? Would you have me aek HUgh to do 
this? Or, perhaps you think Archie Clavering would be a proper mes- 
senger. Who else liave I got ? ” 
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“ Would not his sister be better? ” 

“ How should I know that she had told him ? She would tell him 
her own story, — what she herself wished. And whatever story she told, 
he would not believe it. They know each other better than you and I 
know them. It must be you, Harry, if you will do it.” 

“ Of course I will do it. I will try and see him to-morrow. Where 
does he live ? ” 

“ How should I know ? Perhaps nobody knows ; no one, perhaps, of 
all those with whom he associates constantly. They do not live after our 
hishion, do they, these foreigners ? But you will find him at his club, 
or hear of him at the house in Mount Street. You will do it ; eh, 
Ilany ? ” 

“ I will.” 

“ That is my good Harry. But I suppose you would do anything I 
asked you. Ah, well ; it is good to have one friend, if one has no more. 
Look, Harry ! ii’ it is not near eleven o’clock I Did you know that you 
had been here nearly three hours ? And I have given you nothing but a 
cup of tea 1 ” 

“ What else do you think I have wanted ? ” 

“ At your club you would have had cigars and brandy-and- water, and 
billiards, and broiled bones, and oysters, and tankards of beer. I know 
all about it. You have been very patient with me. If you go quick 
jxjrhaps you will not be too late for the tankards and the oysters.” 

“ I never have any tankards or any oysters.” 

‘‘ Then it is cigars and brandy-and-water. Go quick, and perhaps 
you may not be too late.” 

“ I will go, but not there. One cannot change one’s thoughts so 
suddenly.” 

Go, then ; and do not change your thoughts. Go and think of me, 
and pity me. Pity me for what I have got, but pity me most for what 
I have lost.” Harry did not say another word, but took her hand, and 
kissed it, and then left her. 

Pity her for what she had lost ! What had she lost ? What did she 
mean by that ? He knew well what she meant by pitying her for what 
she had got. What had she lost 7 She Had lost him. Did she intend 
to evoke his pity for that loss? She had lost him. Yes, indeed. 
Whether or no the loss was one to regret, he would not say to himself; 
or rather, he, of course, declared that it was not ; but such as it was, it 
had been incurred. He was now the property of Florence Burton, and, 
whatever happened, he would be true to her. 

Perhaps he pitied himself also. If so, it is to be hoped that Florence 
may never know of such pity. Before he went to bed, when he was 
praying on his knees, he inserted it in his prayers that the God in whom 
he believed might make him true in his faith to Florence Barton. 
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Before entering on the more immediate subject of this paper, it may not 
be uninteresting to relate a few of the circumstances connected with my 
starch for the document that has furnished materials for this article. 
They illustrate in a very remarkable manner the interest taken in literary 
and archajological matters in the new capital of Italy. 

Having heard in England that a Commission had been appointed by 
the Italian Government last year to inquire and report upon Dante's tomb 
at Ravenna, the extraordinary re-discovery of the poet’s > remains, and 
their condition ; shortly after my arrival in Florence at the beginning of 
last winter, I made inquiries respecting the labours of the Commissioners, 
and especially for their Report, which I incidentally heard had been pre- 
sented to the Italian Government and ordered to be printed. 

Although my inquiries did not at first lead to any information what- 
ever on the subject, I naturally supposed that I had not gone to the proper 
quarters, though it might be reasonably apprehended that every person in 
Florence, of even moderate education, would be more or less acquainted 
with the labours and results of such a commission as this. But when 
applications to gentlemen holding high official appointments, including the 
secretary of the municipality of Florence, were equally fruitless, I confess 
that my astonishment became as great as my disappointment, for not only 
did I fail in seeing a copy of the Report, but I could gain no intelligence 
whatever respecting its existence. 

As a matter of course, I expected to find the document in Vieussieux’s 
extensive and excellent library ; but it was not there, nor did a copy 
exist in the vast Magliabecchian, or, as it is now more generally called, 
National Library. 

It would probably weary the reader were I to relate all the incidents 
connected with my search for this Report. Enough, however, has been 
said to show that intellectual activity among the Florentines is still at a 
low ebb, and that though the printing-presses in their city have greatly 
increased in number, and tliere doubtless are many signs that life’s pulsea 
aie beating quickly at this centre of the peninsula, the causes are more 
allied to politics than to art or literature.* 

At length I received apparently authentic information that the object 
of my search existed in the Department of the Minister of Public 
Instruction. Acting on this, I procured a letter to the secretary, but this 
gentleman was at Turin with his chief (a not uncommon answer, by the 

* Official statistics State that there are now (1866) 112 printiog-preaiea in Firrtmcti, 
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way, given you at present in Florence, the official links between that city 
and Turin not being yet wholly severed), and Lis deputy had gone to 
breakfast — it was twelve o’clock. A second and third visit were equally 
unsuccessful : the secretary was still absent, and tlu're vas no person 
attached to his department who could give me any information. 

Such was the condition of affairs, Avhcii, on the occasion of niy fourth 
visit, the secretary and chief being still at Turin, T made my wants known 
to the porter who had answered my inquiries, and whose intelligence was 
evidently of no common order. Apprised of these he proceeded to inform 
me that he thought there was a gentleman in an office on the upper floor 
of the ci-devant convent,* who might be able to give me precise informa- 
tion. Accordingly, furnished with his name, after having threaded several 
labyrinthine passages, I discovered his office. He was St his post — received 
me very courteously, and after some delay — for he was not quite sure where 
copies of the Reports were to be found — kindly placed one in my hands. 

Those who have been engaged in a long luint for a rare book which 
has resulted in finding it on perhaps a small book-stall in an obscure 
alley, will best appreciate the delight that I felt when I became posshssed 
of the document, a translation of the principal portion of which is sub- 
joined. And, if my readers share my opinion respecting its great interest, 
they will agree with me that it is most extraordinary that its existence 
should not have been well known in Florence, at least by the educated 
class among whom my inquiries were made. .We might almost be disposed 
to believe that Byron’s lines — 

Unf^rateful Florence 1 Dante sleeps afar, 
like Seipio, buried by the upbraiding shore, 

are still applicable to the citizens of this poet’s native town. For what 
boots it erecting a colossal monumental statue I of the immortal author of 
the Divina Commediaj if they are entirely ignorant of facts which should 
stir them deeply. 

As my little history may entail ciiticism, it is right to add, that 
although the Report be.ars the date of the 12th June, 1865, it was not 
printed until the autumn of last year, and, moreover, that it has not 
passed through a publisher’s hands. 

Let us now turn t6 the Report itself. It is preceded by the following 
preface : — “ Referring to the solemn and almost miraculous re-discovery 
of the remains of Dante on the 27th May, 1865, the Minister of Public 
Instruction, by command of his Majesty the King of Italy, declares and 
appoints Commendatore Conte Giovanni Gozzadini, Conte Raspooi, Syndic 

• The building now occupied by the Minister of Public Instruction in Florence 
was formerly one of the laigest convents in that city. 

t A propoa of this statue^one of FasxPs most snocesafnl works — I may remark 
that all through this winter it was •nrroundad, and almost entirely hidden, by scaffold- 
ing, nor did I over perceive any signs of labour within the hoarding ; but we should 
be slow to criticize onr neighbours hi their art-matters, seeing that pur great medro- 
politaa Kelson mo n nma u t remains undniahed. 
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of Ravenna, Cftmmendatore Vanucci, Commendatore Professore Giuliani, 
Cavaliere Professore Paganucci, Conte Cappi, Librarian of the Public 
Library of Ravenna, to be his Majesty’s ComniiBsionerB, and further 
appoints Conte Gozz.ulini president. These are to act in concert with 
the municipality of the city of Ravenna, which was a loving mother to the 
Alighieri family in time of trouble. And they are, moreover, hereby 
desired to draw up a Report of their labours, preceded by a copy of their 
official instructions.” 

“ Instructions to the Commissioners appointed to inquire into, and verify 
the facts relating to the re-discovery of the hones of Dante. 

“ To collect, as far as possible, all information, whether written or tra- 
ditional, relating to the sepulchre of Dante, and to the incidents connected 
with the burial or removal of his remains, between the years 1321 and 
1677, inclusive. 

“ To ascertain whether the bones of Dante were removed in 1677 
from the sepulchre in which they were placed by the Frati Minori, and if 
so, to discover the locality to which they were conveyed. 

“ To e.vamine the wooden chest in the Braccioforte sepulchral chapel, 
said to contain the bones of Dante, particularly for the purpose of ascer- 
taining whether the chest bears any marks by which it may be referred 
to the year 1677, or to any other year. 

“ To ascertain, as far as possible, whether the human bones in the 
abov'c chest are such as might have belonged to a man who ceased to live 
at the age when Dante died, and to examine with great minuteness the 
cranium, and compare it with the cast taken from the mask of Dante 
bequeathed by the Marquis Torrigiani to Florence, and preserved in the 
Royal Uffizi Gallery. 

“ The Commissioners are, moreover, invited and authorized to make 
any further investigations within or without the above sepulchral chapel, 
which may be at all likely to throw further light on the particular sub- 
ject of this inquiry, due care being at the same time taken that no 
investigations be made without the full concurrence of the municipality 
of Ravenna.” 

Report of the Commission appointed to verify the facte connected wUh the 
re-discovery of the hones of Dante. 

The Commissioners appointed to examine and verify the facts connected 
with the re-discovery of the bones of Dante assembled on the moming of 
the 6th June, 18^5, in Ravenna, when they were most courteously 
received by the honourable municipality of that town, all the members of 
which testified the most ardent desire to assist their" inqtiiries by every 
means in their power. 

All historians, biographers, commentators, and writers of epitaplis 
agree in stating that Dante Alighieri died in Ravenca, on tile lidi Septm. 
ber, 1321, end 'vras hoDourabl, intemd is area lapkha, ne«r die dboreb 
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of the Frati Minori ; the epitaph attributed to Giovanni del Virgilio, 
which has been reproduced with others of a later date, having been 
placed over his tomb. This sepulchre, erected by Guido Novello da 
Polenta, appears to have been only provisional, as it was intended to 
re])lace it by another in all respects more worthy to contain the remains of 
the divine poet ; but Guido, having been expelled from Ravenna, and dying 
young, was unable to carry out his noble intentions.* Under these circum- 
stances, in 1483, Bernardo Bembo, at that period praetor in Ravenna for 
the republic of Venice, ordered Pietro Lombardi to make a marble 
monument in honour of the poet, the front of which bore a basso-relievo 
of Dante, with a new epitaph. The ravages of time having greatly injured 
this monument, it was restored and redecorated in 169^ at the expense of 
the city of Ravenna, by th*e instigation of the Florentines Domenico Maria 
Corsi, cardinal legate of Emilia, and Giovanni Salviati, pro-legate. Lastly, 
in 1780, the cardinal legate, Luigi Valenti Gonzaga, ordered the small 
temple which still stands to be erected, in which the sculpture by Pietro 
Lombardi is preserved. 

Tliis simple history of the first tomb of Dante gave rise to a long 
discussion, with the view of testing its accuracy, and eliciting, if possible, 
further details. None, however, of any great moment, were brought to 
light. 

How long the poet’s remains, which were assuredly deposited with great 
care in the first tomb prepared for them by Guido Novello, remained in 
their resting-place, is uncertain. It is probable, liowever, that a few years 
f>ub.se(]uent to 1321 they were privately removed, prior to the arrival in 
Ravenna of Cardinal Bertrando del Poggetto, legate of Pope John XXII., 
at Bologna, who had come for the avowed purpose of barbarously disin- 
terring, excommunicating, and burning the remains of Dante. These 
projects were, however, happily frustrated by the Florentines Pino della 
Tosa and Ostagio da Polenta, who boldly came forward as champions of 
Dante’s fame. When the apprehensions arising from Pope John’s designs 
had subsided, the remains of Dante were probably replaced in the monu- 


* This Guido Novello wa» a person of great consequence in Ravenna, and occn- 
pied one of the largest palaces in that city. When Dante was expelled from Florence, 
lie offered the poet an asylnm in Ravenna, and became his firm friend, though, unfor- 
tunately, this friendship was indirectly the cause of the poet’s death ; for, having 
great confidence in Dante’s diplomatic abilities, he sent him to negotiate a peace with 
the Venetians, who were preparing for hostilities against Ravenna. Bat as Dante 
was unable to procure an andienco at Venice, he returned to Ravenna by land, appre- 
hending that be might be intercepted by the Venetian fleet hod he attempted to go 
bock by sea. The mortification of having failed in his attempt to preserve his generous 
IiatroD from impending danger, and the fatigue of the journey, threw Dante into a 
fever, which terminated his existence. He died in the palace of his friend, who bitterly 
mourned his death, and evinced the most tender regard for bis memory. He bad a 
cast taken of his face, and caused the body of the poet, inrronnded by vi^oas poetical 
designs, to be carried in state, oo a bier, through the principal streets Of Ravenna, 
after which it was deposited in a marble Mroophagof pitpaied by IjiinseH 
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ment erected for them by Bembo, in 'which they remained until new 
apprehensions induced the friars of San Francisco to remove the precious 
treasures again, -which shed lustre on their convent. This removal took 
place in 1519, at which period the Florentines petitioned Pope Leo X. to 
exercise his papal authority to cause Dante’s remains to be transferred to 
their city ; and as this pope was a Florentine, and a member of the 
powerful house of the Medici, and Michael -\ngelo had, moreover, offered 
to erect a suitable monument, in an honourable locality, to the poet, in 
Florence, the fiiars of San Francisco had the more reason to apprehend 
that the remains of Dante would be abstracted. 

Whether the latter were replaced in the sepulchre restored by Car- 
dinal Corsi seems to be questionable, for it appears that fierce quarrels 
prevailed betw’een the Frati Minori and the Commune of Ravenna respect- 
ing juiisdiction over the tomb. The enmity between these bodies was 
so great, that when the commune Avished to restore the sepulchre, they 
were under the necessity of sending thirty-two policemen to protect the 
workmen engaged m the task. Thus protected, the sepulchre was finally 
completed in 1092. It then appears to have been securely closed, encircled 
by an iron railing, and the key of the door committed to the keeping of 
the heads of the commune. And in order to assert their jurisdiction over 
the chapel containing the sepulchre, they caused the following inscription 
to be placed over the door : — S. P. Q. R.jure et core suo tamquam tlieshurum 
suum mnnivit, instauravit^ ornavit. 

But, although the friars were in this instance beaten, they refused to 
acknoAvledge the supremacy of the commune of Ravenna, and stoutly 
maintained that the tomb of Dante ■VA’as their exclusive property, their 
establishment having, as they stated, been granted the ground on which it 
stood in 1261, by the Archbishop Filippo Fontana, with the adjoining 
houses and gardens. They further appealed to Rome against the com- 
mune of Ravenna, alleging that the latter, by restoring the mausoleum, 
had violated their rights and ecclesiastical privileges. The question 
became still more involved in 1692, when a prisoner with two accomplices 
having escaped from prison, fled to the mausoleum, and grasping the iron 
railing encircling it, claimed right of sanctuary. But having been seized 
by the police and recommitted to prison, a question of privilege was 
raised and referred to the Council of Ecclesiastical Immunity in Rome. 
The latter consulted Archbishop Eaimondo Ferretti, who replied on the 
9th August, 1694, that Dante having been declared a heretic after his 
death, the place of his sepulture, though originally sacred, was now un- 
doubtedly polluted, and consequently no longer possessed the privilege of 
sanctuary. The friars endeavoured to upset this decision by affirming 
that the chapel no longer contained Dante’s bones. But the archbishop 
would not allow this to be any reason why the place should be entitled 
to ecclesiastical immunity. Be this as it may, it is evident that the friars 
were greatly interested in keeping the remains of Dante rigidly concealed, 
npirehending that they might fall into unsafe and unworthy hands. It 
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also further appears that in 1780, when Cardinal Valenti Gonzaga erected 
the superstructure of the small temple of Pietro Lombardi, the tomb was 
solemnly opened, in order to re-establish the fact whether it contained 
Dante’s remains. The result of the examination is not clear, for, accord- 
ing to the obscure language of a contemporary historian, there was found 
that which made doubt no longer necessary {vi si rmvenne cw cJie era 
necessario per non duhitarne )^ — words which admit of two interpreta- 
tions. However, it is to be observed that constant traditions maintained 
that Dante’s bones were no longer in his sepulchre ; and this is confirmed 
by a manuscript note lately found in a book, which tliere is evidence to 
prove was written at the close of the last century. This note states that 
at that period the tomb of Dante w'as opened, and nothing found within. 
This, observe the Commissioners, is unwelcome iriforD«a.tion, and if no steps 
have since been taken to verify the statement, it w^as probably because 
there was an unwillingness to accept as certain so painful a truth.* ** 

Happily, however, we now pass from this region of doubts, and are 
able to cast clear light on the remainder of our interesting history. 

The city of Ravenna, having resolved on celebrating the sixth cente- 
nary of Dante’s birth, good fortune brought a circumstance to light which 
created a great sensation, and the more §o, as it occurred only a few days 
before the inauguration of the monument erected to the poet’s honour in 
Floience. With the view of increasing the interest in Dante’s tomb, the 
municipality of Ravenna determined on removing the wall adjoining the 
chapel of Braccioforte. By its removal the tomb w^ould become isolated, 
and thus better seen. Accordingly the work of demolition was commenced 
on the 27th of May last year, and had not proceeded long, when from a 
recess within a closed door in the wall tumbled a rude wooden chest, 
which flying open as it came to the ground, disclosed human bones and 
inscriptions on the inner as well as outer sides of the chest, to the effect 
tliat the remains were those of Dante. 

The discovery having been communicated to the authorities of 
Ravenna, a searching examination was made of the chest and its contents, 
and these having been carefully noted, the chest was confided to the 
charge of a detachment of the National Guard, with whom it remained 
until the Royal Commissioners went to Ravenna. Before, however, pro- 

* Although the authorities of Rayeuua, civil as well as ccclesiastica], had doubt- 
less been long aware that Dante’s bones were not in their original resting-place, it is 
certain that sneh has not been the opinion of the public generally. Histories and all 
descriptions of Guides ” make mention of Dante’s remains in ooanec^on with the 
poet’s original sepnlchre ; and even Byron, who was a devoted worshipper of Dante, 
believed that they lay here undisturbed. Dante,*’ says the author of Childe Harold y 

** was buried (in sacra Minorum ade) at Ravenna, in a handsome tomb, where his 
bones remain.” And in Don Juan ho writes, — 

"I pass each day where Dante’s bones arc laid : 

A little copola, more neat than solemn, 

Protects his dust, bat rereronce here is paid 
To the bardft tomb, and not the wauipr^s column.” 0 
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ceediiig to ezamiae the chest and its contents, the Commissioners resolved 
oh having the ancient sepulchre of Dante opened. This was effected on 
the morning of the 7th June, in the presence of the Syndic of Ravenna, 
and all tlie municipal authorities of that town, and a deputation of those 
of Florence. The result was that the tomb was only found to contain 
according to the evidence of the chief surgeon, Cavaliere Giovanni Pug- 
lioli, and Doctor Claudio Bertozzi, two phalanges of a hand, and one of a 
foot, with some fragments of laurel-leaves mingled with organic remains 
in a state of powder. The bones and tlie latter substances were carefully 
collected, and placed by the Syndic of Ravenna in the hands of the presi- 
dent of the Commisflion, in order that they might be submitted to more 
detailed examination and chemical analysis, and the sepulchre was then 
carefully closed. 

The very small results arising from the opening of this tomb, which, it 
is stated, occupied from eight o’clock in the ihorning until, three o’clock in 
the afternoon, rendered it the more necessary to make a careful examina- 
tion of the bones discovered on the 27th May in the chest. Accordingly, 
on the 11th June, in the presence of the same parties who had witnessed 
the opening of the sepulchre, the chest and bones were submitted to a 
most careliil examination, with ihe following results ; — The chest was of 
such rude workmanship as to render it evident that it had been made by 
a person wholly unskilled in the art of carpentry ; one of the sides mea- 
sured 77*5 centimetres, while the opposite side, which should have been 
of the same length, only measured 74 8 centimetres. The two inscriptions 
were not cut in the centre of the superficies of the sides of the chest, but 
were placed in irregular positions. That on the outside is as follows : — 

DAlfTIS 08BA 

A ME FKE. AUTOniO BANTI 
me 3P08ITA 

A^O 1677 DIE 18 OCTOBBIS. 

The other inscription within the chest runs thus : — 

DAurris OSSA 

DENUPEH (««?) BE VISA 3^ UJKXJ 

1677. 

The first inscription is in larger characters than the second, bulPthe 
letters are not so deeply cut ; both inscriptions, however, have evidently 
been graven by the same hand. The characters of the two insoriptions 
were also found to be, in almost all respects, similar to those in a book 
written by the same Fre. Antonio Santi preserved in the archives of the 
municipality. ^ The identity of the characters is very apparent in the 
small as well as large lettersf, but especially in the capital D’s, which, in 
the book as well as in the inscriptions within and without the chest, 
consist, BO to speak^ of three portions, being, according to three persons 
from Bologn^, Bergamo, and Ravenna skilled in writing, the work of the 
same hand. 

.Thus we have the stroDgeat evidence that Italy is indebted to this 
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Frate Santi for the preservation of Dante’s remains ; for he it was wno, at 
a time of impending danger, had placed the precious bones in a locality 
■where they would be safe. 

The Commissioners were, therefore, very naturally extremely desirous 
of ascertaining who this Frate Santi was. Their researches, which were 
long and laborious, showed that his parents were Leonardo and Elisabctfii 
Ingoli ; that he was bom on the 3rd August, 1G44, in Ravenna; became 
a member of the Frati Minori, and that in 1G77, when he placed the 
chest within the wall, he was Chancellor of the Convent of San Francisco. 
The archives of this establishment contain his official signature as chan- 
cellor to capitulary documents between 1672 and 1G79. Subsequently 
Frate Santi was elected guardian or head of his convent.* 

The Commissioners draw especial attention to tlfe fact, that between 
the 19th May and 20th June, 1677, and between the 3rd and 20th Octo- 
ber of the same year, there are no official records showing that the chapter 
of the convent met during those periods, and they deduce from this fact 
the inference, that thq abstraction of Dante’s remains from their original 
sepulchre and placing them in their new resting-place, was a secret known 
ionly to Santi and a few other persons ; the more likely to be kept, as no 
meetings of the chapter were held at the time when the poet’s remains 
were removed. 

We now come to one of the most interesting parts of the Report : the 
examination of the bones found in the chest. This appears to have been 
made with great care and skill, the Commissioners having had the assist- 
ance of the highest anatomical authorities. 

The bones, they stite, are those of a robust adult male, rather ad- 
vanced in manhood. Exteriorly, they are rather black, presenting the 
appearance that bones generally have when long enclosed in metallic, 
marble, or wooden receptacles. Their texture has not undergone any 
remarkable alteration, and what is even more surprising is the fact, that 
with the exception of the round-headed articulations at the extremity of 
certain long bones, and in some localities of the cranium, no important 
change from time or damp is apparent. 

^ It was found that the bones, compared with a perfect human skeleton, 
wanted precisely those portions which were found in the original sepul- 
chre ; and it was further noticed that the hue of the surface of those 
phalanges was similar to that of the bones found in Frate Santi’s wooden 
chest. The length of the skeleton was one metre and fifty-five centi- 
metres. If to this length be added that of the soft parts, such as the 
cartilages, &c, of the human subject when living, it follow^ that the bones 
were those of a man of middle stature. The weight of the bones, without 
the head, was four kilogrammes and 150 grammes ; the cranium weighed 
780 grammes. 

* Farther details of the life of Frate Santi will be fipund in a Vork entitled 
Uomini ittuHri di Ravmna antiea, B<dogna, 1708. 
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Exammation of the skeleton of the trunk and of the four extremities 
fijiowed that the clavicles were considerably curved — due to the resistance 
of the liumeri and scapulars — as were also the bones of the thigh, legs, 
and feet» The sacrum was found joined to the first portion of the coccyx. 
The femurs were forty-four centimetres and five millimetres long. 

^rAs might be expected, the portion of these osseous remains which 
engaged the greatest attention, and were subject to the most detailed 
examination, was the cranium, which in all human skeletons must be con- 
sidered the most noble portion, as being the seat of the brain, always 
regarded by anatomists as closely connected with the thinking organs of 
man. In order to ascertain the probable weight of this organ, the cavity 
which enclosed the brain was filled with grains of rice, which weighed one 
kilogramme and 420 grammes, equal to S'lSlO lbs. avoirdupois. Very 
accurate measurements were made of various parts of the cranium, the 
principal only of which arc subjoined. The diameter from the occiput 
to the frontal bone was thirty-one centimetres and seven millimetres; the 
transverse diameter, taken between the ears, thirty-one centimetres and 
eight millimetres, and the vertical diameter, fourteen centimetres. 

The periphery of the cranium, measured along two lines starting ^ 
respectively from points on each side of the most projecting part of the 
occipital protuberance, and terminating at the nasal prominence, was 
fifty- two centimetres and five millimetres. 

Particular attention is drawm in the Report to the circumstance that 
the upper jaw had been furnished with only two incisors (the central 
incisors) instead of four, and that the right last molar tooth had not been 
naturally developed. 

Various prominences were extremely conspicuous on Dante’s skull ; 
one in particular was remarkable for its great size. It w'as situated near 
the middle and upper part of the frontal bone, and was of longitudinal 
form. Though not acknowledging themselves to be disciples of Gall or 
Spurzbeim, the Commissioners draw particular attention to those promi- 
nences, and state that, according to the laws of phrenology, Dante largely 
possessed the organs of benevolence, religion, veneration, independence, 
self-esteem, pride, conscientiousness, mechanical design, sculpture, and 
architecture. * 

Finally, the Commissioners declare with justifiable pride, that Dante's 
• skull denotes the highest order of brain power, being precisely similar in 
conformation to the skulls of those individuals who have held supreme 
dominion overHbe minds of men, and have been the true masters of 
mankind. 

Id order to enable the public to see the honoured remains of Dante, 
the Commissioners and authorities, of Ravenna directed that they dioold 
lie in state, efiioiently protected by glass. 

Accordingly, on the 25th June, which was Sunday, they were exposed 
to public view in the Braccioforte Chapel, and it was the Opinion of all 
those who had the high privilege of gazing on the head of the anthor of 

VOL. xni. — Mo. 78. 88. 
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the Divina Commediaj that it possessed all the physical features of the 
highest intellectual organization. And as it cannot be our privilege to 
look on this relic of surpassing interest, it will be satisfactory to our 
readers, and especially to those who have been in Florence, or who pur- 
pose visiting that fair city, to be informed that the mask of the illustrious 
poet preserved in the Uffizi Gallery, to which allusion has been made, has 
been found on most careful comparison to be in all respects similar in con- 
figuration to the cranium discovered in the w'ooden chest at Ravenna. 
The length of the nasal bones agreed precisely, and the same remark 
applies to all other parts which admitted of measurement. 

Thus, although, as the Commissioners observe, some circumstances in 
connexion with Dante’s original sepulchre have yet to be made clear, 
especially as regards its early history, there is nef doubt whatever that 
the human remains they examined W'crc the genuine and sacred bones 
of Dante. 

I trust that the reader ere this has come to the conclubion that the 
Report from whence the foregoing paiticul.irh ha\ e been drawn, is one of 
lare and surjiassing interest. The discovery of any portion of Dante’s 
lemains at a time when Italy w’as about to lionour liis memory by com- 
memorating the sixth centenarj^ of his birth with great pomp and solem- 
nity, may be indeed regarded, in the words of the Commissioners, as 
almost miraculous ; but W’hcn wc find tliat among those remains is the 
head of Italy’s immortal poet, the discovery may well be considered as one 
of the most interesting that lias ever been made. 

For that head belonged to a m.in wdio, six centuries ago, when Italy 
was torn by political factions, each ambitious for power, and all entirely 
imscrupulous as to the means employed to obtain if, laboured with untiring 
zeal to bring about Italian unity ; yet, whose patriotism met no other 
reward tlian exile, liow bitterly felt appears from those heart-rending 
lines in the Paradiso : — 

6i come Ba di sale 
Lo pane nltrui, e com* fc duro cnlle 
Lo Bccodore e’l sallr per baltrui scale. 

But even more interesting is the knowledge that this head, so wonderfully 
preserved, was that of one of the most divinely-inspired poets that the 
world baa seen. 
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^ bcfori} Iraq of 1815. 


When v/e look iit oiir neighbours in Giriuany and see the quiet ivny in 
vliich they live, how they cling to and keep up their family ties, how 
openly they practise sill the little kindliness of life which we think proper 
to keep out of right, how they unite the demonstrative affection of Mary 
wnth the care for the household of Martha, we might almost suppose they 
have trudged on in this primitive fashion since the middle ages. And we 
might fairly think that the protracted existence of these old-world ways 
coulil only be accounted for by a long undisturbed condition Of society^ 
we might presume that people must have gone on making cakes with big 
round holes in the middle of them since gabled houses were new ; — (those 
odd-shaped cakes liave been left Avith a North German name to them even 
when the Dutch set foot in the East Indies) — that they liad drank quanti- 
ties of weak coffee at all hours of the day since first coffee found its way 
from Mocha by Trieste to Cologne ; that they had given each other birth- 
day presents all round, like only good little children do in England, since 
Protestants began to keep birthdays instead of Saints’ days ; and dressed 
Christma'3-trees once a year, since — does any one know hoAV long ? 

But if we look into any history of Europe, the driest school epitome, 
even, which only gives facts and no philosophy of history to distract one, 
W'e shall see how far from a quiet country lias been this Germany, which, 
without what arc called natural boundaries, has isolated by race and 
language the whole centre of Europe, from the North Sea at Hamburg to 
the Mediterranean at Trieste, and from Alsace to Poland. Wars and 
fightings Avere throughout the land when the Rhine castles were built : 
they fell to ruin, and corn aud the vineyards of the south spread over 
the country till armies came into it again. The first battle of Leipzig 
was in 1681,” says the lesson-book. “ The Palatinate,” the land we now 
know as the Grand Duchy of Baden, ** Avas ravaged by Tilly.” There was 
the “ Thirty Years’ “^ur,” and the “ Seven Tears’ "ViTar,” and just about a 
hundred years ago, the great Frederick, after the peace of 1768, counted up 
the towns destroyed and the men killed, and set himself as bravely to face 
and redress public and private wrongs as he had ever faced any enemy. 
We reAd of it all as history, but let us try and divest ourselves of thif 
telescopic habit of looking, and come close and see what happened in 
countries where armies, and those foreign armies, marched and counted 
marched,” or “hAlted ” awhile to rest. Soldiers do not always “mafeh” 
feven Bti regularly as V?hen now knd then see them cbming hombStima 
Review, hbt and kiekirig up ^ dust, and twitching oS* a few flowed’ heads 
ks go by a garden. Any one who has lived in a garriioii tbini ^ill 
t0eofl^ dianges of regiments as involving a few 4sys of itol: ¥erf ite^ous 
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but not very plea'^nnt disorder ; it is within our recollection thnt soldiers 
on the move in England would come into a yard and lead off a waggon 
and team for the day’s march, and it was lawful so to do ; but they were 
in iheir own country, where they spoke the language, at least, of the people 
they disturbed : if they were ever so “ jolly ” and riotous, all reasonable 
people would allow for some irregularity when men rest from a long march. 
Wc remember a testy commodore replying to a clergyman who remonstrated 
with him on the behaviour of sailors allowed leave ashore when the ship 
came into harbour. I’d like to know, sir, if you’d expect two hundred 
and forty parsons to keep order if they came into port aftt'r a cruise.” 
But if soldiers and sailors (and “even parsons”) are likely not to keep up 
the strictest discipline when they are on the move in their own countiy, 
what is likely to happen in a foreign neutral if nmt hobtile place, when 
regiment after regiment, cannon after cannon, come through ; regiments 
that struggle through hedges and over fields, cannon whose drivers no more 
respect gardens than Peter the Great did Mr. Evelyn’s yews ; over the 
young corn in the spring, among the tempting apple-orchards in the summer, 
through, straight through, the tangled vineyards in the autumn. Villagers 
frightened leave their houses to the strangers ; the rich think wiser to open 
their gates and dispense unwillingly hospitality to guests who receive and 
repay it in kind, and the W'ork and the pleasure of years is annihilated 
all for a famous victory.” All this, and over and over again, Germany 
has suffered within a hundred years of this time. From this it has 
recovered to be the prosperous land wc see ; through all this it has pre- 
served its curioxisly- simple habits, and now all is over and the old ways 
become dearer than ever, national character and national customs rise up 
north and south and east and west, like strong shoots from the outstretching 
roots of an old tree that has been lopped in time. 

The life of a German family during this period between the end of tlic 
last century and the peace of 1815 is worth looking into, and in a memoir 
of Caroline Perthes, by the late Profe-ssor Monnard, there is a sketch of 
the quiet household of her father (the comparatively little remembered 
Wandsheeker Bote) and of the trouble and strife into which she Avas 
plunged as the wife of the Hamburg bookseller, a sketch that if we 
follow for twenty years will take us into sccnel that it may be for 
our good to remember were enacting on the Continent Avhilo wc 
in our island home could dread but never see “ Bonaparte and the 
French.” The Claudius family, of whom Caroline, aflcTAvards wife of 
Frederick Perthes, was the eldest daughter, lived at Wandsheek, a few 
miles north-east of Hamburg, but in Holstein. The household must 
have been an attractive one. Claudius was gifted with a rich fund of 
humour, which made him an unusually-entertaining companion ; but 
besides thi^ he had a profound faith in God and bis mercy, and was 
deeply penetrated with religious principles, and that at a time when faiths 
and religions were dislodged from their hold on thinking men, when in 
France it was not safe, in Germany not common, to oonfess a belief in 
anything thnt had been a dogma of a charch. In 1796 livnd at quiet 
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WaiiJrflicuk llic families of Claudius and Jacobi. Jacobi had convinced 
himself of the soundness of the prevailing opinions, but this did not 
exclude hkn from the circle of intimates in which were the Stolll)crgs 
and Rcventlows, and Caroline, Claudius’s bosom friend, was that Princess 
Gallitzin who retired from the world under the counsels of Diderot, devoted 
herself to the education of her children, begged her friends not to tiy and 
convert her to anything, and read and reasoned herself back into the 
church she had been born in. 

It was at the houne of Jacobi was prepared that year the Christmas- 
tree, that old Lutheian observance, which perhaps dates as far back as 
do tlio liorses’ heads over North German farmhouse doors, which has sprc.id 
itself by degrees into Western Germany, has become Catholic as well as 
Protestant, and in a much -changed lorm has located itself recently in 
England. A German artist lately painted a group of his countrymen 
unveiling one in the wilds of Minnesota to an astonished group of 
North American Indians. But the Wciuachtsabend and its Christhaum of 
German life are quite different affairs from our English merry Christmas. 
Here it is essentially a serious though not mournful time, and the “ tree ” 
is purely a family or friendly festival ; beyond tho household none 
are present, save such few intimates as from one cause or other have no 
celebration at home. The tree is hidden by doors or curtains from 
the room where all assemble, children watch in eager expectation the 
increasing light behind, the elders (if their weakness lies that way), with 
occasional misgivings of fire, as tiny candles flash from corner to corner. 
1'hc paubc is broken by little voices singing a hymn, the father leading verse 
by verse, and then the tree is exposed, and in a moment the room is lit \ip 
With a quintcBscnco of flame, 

From thousand tapers flaring bright. 

The tree, the happy little fir-tree of Hans Andersen’s tale, is decked with 
candles and baubles and bonbons and tinsel, quaintly -devised ginger- 
bread, wonderful garlands of quince sausages, some superlatively bright 
ornament being fixed to the topmost shoot ; but after all, except for the 
light it gives, the tree is for the time a secondary consideration. The 
room it now illuminates is encumbered with presents that have been 
preparing half the pfevious year ; presents for old and young, for high 
and low, from mother to father, from father to mother, and even to the 
stranger that is within the gates. The mother leads the children and 
servants to the chair or table appropriated to each one’s possesflionsi and 
there is a confused murmur of “ Du liebste Mamma,” ** die gnttdige Frau,” 
with the long drawn-out “ wun-der-schon ” that German children so 
delight in. It was into such a gathering as this that Perthes was invited 
by Jacobi, and went from his books and his philosophical talks with his 
customers, and he made his silent declaration to his future wife by 
detaching the gayest painted fruit from the top of the tree, and presenting 
it to her before all the world. 

Hei* life had been wonderfUUy placid until she mamed. Though more 
than usually cultivated, she and her sisters helped as Gerotaii ladies did and 
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do in the housework, believing that a rightly -educated person may be os 
good or better a pastrycook than a mere drudge, and lose no refinement by 
skimming preserves. So the young ladies made the cakes in the morning 
for the guests to eat, while they played the fugues of Bach or the sympho- 
nies of Mozart in the evening. But when Caroline Perthes went to Ham- 
burg she came for the fiist time into direct contact with the world. Her chil- 
dren were born in the first years of this century. In 1801 the Battle of the 
Baltic was fought. It is said the boom of those guns was heard over the 
shallow seas and along the siinds of Schleswig, further than any sound has 
been recorded to have been heard ; but if it did not reach Hamburg there 
were rumours enough of war and tumult. “ For the battle lages loud and 
strong, and the stormy tempests blow.” Still for the present it was not 
much nearer to the Hamburg homes than it ever came to our English ones. 
It had to come closer before it did more than cxcife horror and pit)^. 

In IblO, Perthes took his family to visit Schwaizburg, his native 
place. liis uncles and their children came up the last hill to meet him, 
and packing all the little cousins together into the capacious travelling 
coach, they embraced each other and walked on talking over old timcH, 
“ till,” says the first letter home to Wandsheek, “ they felt twenty 
years }oungcr for being together again.” A few weeks alter, Caroline 
Perthes wrote from Gotha : “ While wc were in the Thuririgian forests 
we had almost forgotten the French, but hcie wc arc reminded of them 
every day. For months past, splendid cannon from Dautzic and Magde- 
burg have been drugged through the town on their way to Paris.” And 
to quote M. Monnard, “ she was doomed to be both a witness and a 
victim of the wretchedness arising from a social condition where right 
made might, and where the sword was the ruling power. A few days 
before the Christmas of 1810, by a decree of the French Senate published 
at Hamburg, the Uanse Tywns and the North-East of Germany were in- 
corporated into the French Empire.” 

The first occupation of Hamburg by tho French under Davoust (of 
whom St. Beuve says, “ J’ai oui dire qu’il n’^tuit pas tendre,”) lusted till 
March, 1813. It was a reign of arbitrary power, when spoliation and 
extortion were permitted and justice was defied ; but it was a period of 
less suiTering than that which followed. Patriotic citizens enrolled 
themselves into a guard for their own protection, and of course the autho- 
rities, or rather those who were in power, suspected their intentions. 
Perthes and others drilled in secret in their own" houses, and liis name was 
first on the list of those to be arrested : houses were searched, the sick and 
even the insane disturbed in their beds, and the family never lay 3pwn to 
rest without providing means for his escape, and planning, with the help 
of a relative who was his clerk, how to gain time by delay if the di'ewed 
visit should tajee place during the night. ** In IfilS Moscow was biurnt j ” 
French soldiers were needed elsewhere, and till a more stringent conscrip- 
tion bod filled the thinned ranks, Hamburg was evaoimied.* The Han'se 
Towns formed themselves into a league for their common defence. In 
puch emerfienciei^ as in the earliest per|od8 ef socie^i ^ysicai strength 
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must accompany mental energy, and in this respect unfortunately Yon 
Hess, their commander, was wanting. His health was feeble. It needed 
the utmost exertions of those who served under him to make up for the 
deficiency. Foremost among these was Perthes, and whatever were their 
difilculties, the defence, when Davoust and Vandamme bombarded the 
town, was so brilliant, that Davoust, infm-iated, declared “if he could get 
into Hamburg for two hours, he would not leave one stone on another, 
and would strip the inhabitants of everything but their eyes to weep over 
their misery.” Misery it was indeed. St. Just said, “ Ceux qui font les 
revolutions dans lo monde, ceux qui veulent fuire lo bien, ne doivent 
dormir que dans le tombeau.” It was for a higher cause than to effect a 
I evolution that Perthes devoted himself. “ For twenty-one nights,” wiitcs 
his wile, “ he has not been to bed or changed his clothes. All day I was 
in fear for his safety, and he could only come in now and then for half-an- 
hour at a time. Not a man was left in the house, all were under arms, 
but people were continually coming and going, asking for anything to eat 
or to drink, for no one that we knew had yet begun to keep house again 
in the town. In the large room, I had a number of mattresses spread, 
where many of our weary townsmen might lie dowm. One of our friends, 
and many whom we knew', were killed on the ramparts. But the French 
were daily reinforced, and iio towm can hold out long unassisted.” “ Day 
and night I passed on the balcony,” she writes again, “ w'atching to see if 
my husband or any of my family or friends were among the wounded who 
were carried to the hospital,” At last — and it was only at the very last 
— the family of Perthes escaped to Wandsheck, w’hich was on Danish 
giound. This was on the night of the 28th of May ; on the 30th the 
Ivussiuns retired, and Hamburg was again at the mercy of the French. 
In the night Perthes joined his wife and children for a momeut, "V^^and- 
shcek was too near to be safe for one who had been so prominent among 
the defenders of the city, or even to be suflScieutly secure for his family. 
They must push on to Nutschau, and put themhelvcs under the protection 
of Count Moltke, and ho must go further off still. There was no 
time to hesitate, or even to prepare ; they out in a country 
cart, and reached the place before ifioruing. “ fhere w'ere ten of us, 
and two beds, so ^^pread cloaks on bundles of linen for the children 
to lie on ; ” but even there they could not stay, so active was the 
search for Pert}ics, and they went on into what has lately been the 
scene of the war between Prussia and Denmark, to Eckerufor^e, where 
Count Caius Revontlow could give them a little deserted cottage by 
the sea-side. Perthes had succeeded in carrying off from Hamburg 
his account-books, and bo sat down to examine them resolutely, to see 
what were his prospects and wbat were his means. Everything was lost : 
the house of business and all his property wei^e sequestered ; his dwelling- 
house was stripped of its contents and inhabited by a French i^neral^ 
he had ho ready money. Comfort there was none ; qpnsolation he might 
take ^om the expressions of esteem apd conhdence he received from 
all of his credito^^s, and from many emiieat men, hi§ ftiende. 
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the fearful ordeal had stirred the depths of the German woman’s soul, 
may be seen in her proud rejoicing that her husband was excluded from 
the general amnesty that the French proclaimed on re-entering Hamburg. 
“ I am thankful fiom the bottom of my heart,” she writes to her husband, 
who had taken refuge in Mecklenburg, “ that your name is found among 
those of the enemies of the ruling power. It will be our pride and our 
happiness us long as we live.” Their life at Eckernforde required the 
consolation of these generous feelings. 

** The house consisted of a room and some lofts. Except the farmer 
who lived haid by, there was not a soul for miles round, and with all his 
good will, he had literally not the means of giving us more than milk 
and butter. Bread, salt, soap, and oil, and such things had to be fetched 
from three miles off, and this was the task of my sistcj^' and the two eldest 
children. For eighteen weeks we fuiw neither meat nor white bread ; 
the so-called kitchen was outside the house; it was supplied w ilh four 
copper saiicepanfi and a tin one, a few plates, and that was all. I had saved 
some spoons ; we bought knives and forks ; but we were rich in compari- 
son with many of our friends, for at all events wo had a hundred times 
more than nothing.” The one room alluded to had in it twelve windows 
opening down to the ground, and these in a house by the sea-side during 
a wet summer were anything but wholesome, causing constant illness 
both to the children and their mother ; while, though there was a good- 
natured horse-doctor at Eckernforde, there was no better advice nearer 
than Kiel. The Reventlows and HuIll>crgB -were constant in their kind- 
ness, but it was a fearful time. Letters from Peithes reached her irre- 
gularly, while rumours, exaggerated and confused, of his danger came 
through others. He dared not expose her to the risk of coming to him — 
he could not go to her. But the political horizon was clearing, figures 
came out plainer, too, in the foreground, if the middle distance remained 
indistinct. On the Christmas evening of 1813 he suddenly appeared in 
the family circle, but only for a very few days, for on him had devolved 
the duty of disti ibuting the sums of money sent from all parts to reliev^e 
the distress of those who hud been driven out of Hamburg. The conse- 
quences of war were becoming more keenly felt as its excitement was 
lessening ; posts were irregular and interrupted — ho was but a few miles 
from Hamburg, and could get no news of his wife who was at Kiel. He 
became alarmed, and succeeded in reaching her. You are all well 7” 
was his first question — but ono little one was lying dead, and the letters to 
warn him of its illness and tell him of its death were lost. A summons 
from the Russian li cad- quarters to a conference about the fugitives from 
Hamburg interrupted his passionate grief. In times like these, and for 
such a purpose, you must obey the call,” said his brave wife ; — and again 
he was plunged into the midst of all the misery, poverty, and fever caused 
by the occupation of the country by foreign troops. An accident fol- 
lowed by an attack of tlie fever brought him to the verge of tlie grave, and 
before he recovered the French wore gone. From Blankenese, where he lay 
recovering, he saw the white Hags fly out fh}m the tovrers and steeples of 
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the city, but he saw, too, the rotuniing exiles land from the boats at the 
mouth of the Elbe : groups of worn parents dragging along many children 
who gathered twigs off the first bushes they enme to as if taking possession 
of their country again ; carriage-loads of little children, whose parents had 
died in the hospitals at Bremen ; exiles returning from Hanover, “ many 
people and no baggage,” — but they w’crc going back to their homes. 

On the 3l8t of May, 1814, Peithes entered Hamburg with the 
troops. What a year had passed since he had escaped with his 
family in May of the previous year ! — “ a weary and tumultuous space.” 
But he had finished his duty as a soldier, and now he resolved to resume 
liis business, and his place among men of letters. “ I can lejoice, I 
Clin foigive, I can forgot all but my lost child,” wrote his wife, but 
there are bard times still before us.” Before the quiet life could be 
resumed, before they could “ live a year as they were wont to live,” 
there was much to be gone through of mental anxiety, and much of 
bodily toil. The house was Standing, and that was about all that could 
be said for it ; there v/as not a corner in it fit to sit down in, the floors 
were a foot deep in filth, the lower story had been used as a guard-room. 
A stove being in the middle of the large hall, and the soldiers disinclined 
to take the trouble of constantly feeding it, had hit on the expedient of 
pushing trunks of trees through the windows, so that one end reached the 
fire, and as it W'as consumed they could shove it further and furthei in 1 
We have heard of an indolent Asiatic doing this to save the trouble of 
chopping w’ood, but it was new to us ns a European practice. Every bit of 
wood-work had been torn down, every morsel of furniture was gone, and if 
the want of money precluded any but the most necessary expenditure, tho 
aspect of the greater poverty pressing on all around reduced even this to 
the lowest possible limit. Slill, by the next year they were able to receive 
Claudius into their house, and to surround his bed with comfort W'hen tho 
old man lay down in his daughter’s home to die. It was then he said, 
Since my youth I have speculated on these last hours, and I no more 
understand them now than I did when I was in the fulness of health.” 

Life in Hamburg ceased to be eventful ; “ happy ” indeed they could 
feel was “ the nation without a history.” The family resumed its quiet 
round of daily life, though Perthes had oilen to take what we^e then 
long journeys oji matters of business — making acquaintance with all the 
great men who in various parts of Germany had been* working for the 
cause of national freedom. His memoirs, as written by his son, ai’e fuU 
of interest, and we cannot but join in his ejaculation, “ May God send tu 
many more such men as Frederick Perthes 1” To those in England, 
who believe as many do, that “ all Germans are Rationalists,” we cannot 
do better than show them for their enlightenment the conversations of 
Perthes with Hoffhauer, Protestant and Catholic as they were, or bis 
letters to his wife, and her rejoinders as he was passing from Protestant td 
Catholic states. For those who think it beneath an Intellec^l woman's 
dignity to love her husband and children devotedly, and ma^e no Secret 
of it, there are letters overflowing with tenderness. For those who think 
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a strong-minded woman must not compromise her consistency by 
attending to triAes, there is to seen in Caroline Perthes a woman 
who trembled only with heart-sickness at the sound of the bombardment 
of the town she was living in, who oould enter earnestly into her hus- 
band^s political aspirations, and still could write to her married daughter, 
** Leam, my dear housewife, to find pleasure in your daily life ; great 
events aie rare.’’ And she could wiite with glee of the packing the box 
of Christmas presents for and from one and all, and recall the Christmas- 
tree of a quarter of a century before. 

The household we have followed fiom peace to war, and back again to 
peace, is one of tlie many thousands that suffeied as much, without 
historians to tell the tale ; and now, while we write this, the thought is 
strong within us that all this may be again, not iome distant and 
strange time, but instant, almost within the hour. And this time tho hosts 
that will devastate, the cannon that will'destroy, the commanders that will 
direct the ruin, and the women who will weep in victory and in defeat, 
will all be German. We cannot contemplate this event with the entire 
self-satisfaction of those public writers who see no solution for the probleifl 
but in a paroxysm of national madness, and are continually thankful that 
they aie not even os the Germans. Tlie catastrophe to us is too solemn, 
and our conviction that the best Germans contemplate their own position 
with eyes at least as clear os ours, too 8iucei*e, for us to lest on this 
hypothesis. It may be that the very virtues to which wc have dinwii 
attention in these pages are not without their shave in bringing about this 
political complication. Tiio plain living and high thinking which 
Wordsworth mourned over as “ no more in England, and which expresses 
as woll as words can do the ideal oi* German domestic life, may have fiad 
the disadvantage of leaving the active direction of great affairs too much 
in the hands of unscrupulous men, who know how to take advantage of 
the instincts and aspiiations of the people and to use them for selfish 
and dynastic objects. The intensity of the feeling against the Prusbiau 
Minister and his policy on the pai-t of the leading members of the Opposi- 
tion is no growth of ordinary political diffei'oi\ce or social animosity^ but 
it comes fi'om th« settled belief that he is provoking civil war without 
any oveipowering necessity of principle or duty. The ultimate objects 
to whidi both he and the Prulsian nation look may bo the samOi ^ut the 
luwel lens ^ounh which they are sejp by it to^ll^dWhiori(rom 
tht^ and thcreiore they thoroughly d mpprore of h^s valium at^ining 
thetn. Buch characters as are portrayed in jthe yo^iMne t9 
drawn attention, and Which still grace |^wns 
ftough intensely national, and ready Ibr any "patriotlo 
ttiHliIng ih ootnihon indth the i^ressive, almosi 

pertim classeiii #hloh ihxeatens ^nAi^on |p |tn<^ 

disaster not ontjr tb thpif dcanestlo He MX 

he, to ihe iniegi^ of the|r 





OnX too IIAWT. 





Book this Bast. 



CHAPTKE IIL 
The Pueplb Elask. 

HE oab was waiting at the gates 
as Miss Gwilt approaohe4 the 
Sanatorium. Mr. B^hwood got 
out and advanced to meet 
She took his arm and led him 
aside 'a iew steps, out olf the oah* 
man’s hearing. 

*** Think what you like of me,” 
she sai4, keeping her thick black 
veil down over her face — *^but 
don’t speak h) me io>night. Drive 
kack to your hotel ae if nothing 
had happened.* hfeet the tidal 
train to-moirow u usu^ ; aa<| 
come ^to m^ ajlerwar^a ^at t|ie 
Sanatorium. Go without a word, 
and I diall believe there is one 
man in world who really loves 
Stay an^ ask questions, and 


- - — me. 


I shall Md you good-by at once aud for ever ! ” 

She pointed to the oab. In a nunute moie it liad left the Sau^rium 
and wasiaking Mr. ^ashwood back to his hotoL 

Sh^ open^ the iron gate i^id widked slowly up to the house aoor 
shudder^ ^ through h^ as idie rang the bell, ^e lathed Uttei^. 

Shivering t^n f* she^ said to herself would have^ tho^gy^ 

had so Mihh ^ft^ng left in me 


for o]$oe ih" his life the doctor’s feld truths when^ the ^ 
door opened between ten and eleven at hHss^lGlwilt 

reom. 

die «»w^, “ttot I Imte 4^dea fo-awiyiHtMdol 


iSeeidiiiK U-qrotroY^ 


* that I haye dec 
Yon, who kh^ woip^ so i 
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they act on impulse. I am here on an impulse. Take me or leave mo, 
just as you like.” 

“ Take you or leave you ? ” repeated the doctor, recovering his pre- 
sence of mind. ** My dear lady, what a dreadful way of putting it 1 Your 
room shall be got ready instantly! Where is your luggage? Will you 
let me send for it? No? You can do without your luggage to-night? 
What admirable fortitude I You will fetch it yourself to-morrow? What 
extiaordinary independence! Do take off your bonnet. Do draw in to 
the fire ! What can I offer you ? ” 

Offer me the strongest sleeping-draught you ever made in your life,” 
she replied. “And leave me alone till the time comes to take it. I shall 
be your patient in earnest 1 ” she added fiercely as the doctor attempted to 
remonstrate. “ I shall be the maddest of the ma4> jf you irritate me 
to-night ! ” 

The Principal of the Sanatoiium became gravely and briefly profes- 
sional in on instant. 

“ Sit down in that dark corner,” he said. “ Not a soul aliall disturb 
you. In half an hour you will find your room ready, and your sleeping- 
di aught on the table. It’s been a harder struggle for her than I antici- 
pated,” he thought, as he left the room, and crossed to his Dispensary on 
the opposite aide of the hall. “ Good heavens, what business has s^e with 
a conscience, after such a life as hers has been I ” 

The Dispensary was elaborately fitted up with all the latest improve- 
ments in medical furniture. But one of the four walls of the room was 
unoccupied by shelves, and here the vacant space was filled by a handsome 
antique cabinet of carved wood, curiously out of harmony, as on object, 
with the unornamented utilitarian aspect of the place generally. On 
either side of the cabinet two speaking-tubes were inserted in the wall, 
communicating with the upper regions of the house, and labelled respec- 
tively, “ Resident Dispenser,” and “ Head Nurse.” Into the second of 
these tubes the doctor spoke, on entering the room. An elderly woman 
appeared, took her orders for prepaiing Mrs. Armadale’s bed-chamber, 
curtseyed, and retired. 

Left alone again in the Dispensary, the doctor unlocked the centre 
compartment of the cabinet, and disclosed a collection of bottles inside, 
containing the various poisons used in medicine. After taking out the 
laudanum wanted for the sleeping-draught, and placing it on the dispen- 
sary-table, he went back to the cabinet— looked into it for a little while — 
shook his head doubtfully — and crossed to the open shelves on the oppo- 
site side of the room. Here, after more consideration, he took down one 
out of the row of large chemical bottles before him, filled with a yellow 
liquid : placing the bottle on the toblc, ho returned to the cabinet, and 
opened a side oennpartment, containing some specimens of Bohemian glass- 
work. After measuring it with his eye, he took from the specimens a 
hfindsome purple flask, high and narrow in form, and closed by a glass 
ftopper. This he filled with the yellow liquid, leaving a imall quantity 
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only at the bottom of the bottle, and locking up the flask again in the 
place from which he had taken it. The bottle was next restored to its 
place, after having been filled up with water from the cistern in the Dis- 
pensary, mixed with certain chemical liquids in small quantities, wdiich 
restored it (so fur as appearances went) to the condition in which it had 
been when it was first removed from the shelf. Having completed these 
mysteiious proceedings, the doctor laughed softly, and went back to his 
speaking-tubes to summon the Resident Dispenser next. 

The Resident Dispenser made his appearance shrouded in the neces- 
sary white apron from his waist to his ftet. The doctor solemnly wiote u 
prescription for a composing draught, and handed it to his assistant. 

“Wanted immediately, Benjamin,” he said, in a soft and melancholy 
voice. “ A lady-patient — Mrs. Armadale, Room Number-one, Second- 
floor. Ah, dear, dear !” groaned the doctor absently; “an anxious case, 
Benjamin — an anxious case.” He opened the bran-new ledger of the 
establishment, and entered the Case at full length, with a brief abstract 
of the prescription. “ Have you done with the laudanum ? Put it back, 
and lock the cabinet, and give me the key. Ip the draught ready ? Label 
it ‘ to be taken at bed-time,’ and give it to the nurse, Benjamin — give it 
to the nurse,” 

While the doctoi’s lips were iasuing these directions, the doctor’s 
hands were occupied in opening a drawer under the desk on which 
the ledger was placed. He took ou^ some gaily-printed cards of admis- 
sion “ to view the Sanatorium, between the hours of two and four, r.M.,” 
and filled them up wdth the date of the next day, “ December 
tenth.” When a dozen of the cards had been wrapped up in a dozen 
lithographed letters of invitation, and enclosed in a dozen envelopes, he 
next consulted a list of the families resident in the neighbouihood, and 
directed the envelopes from the list. Ringing a bell this time, instead of 
speaking through a tube, he summoned the man-servant, and gave him 
the letters, to be delivered by hand the first thing the next morning. “ I 
think it will do,” said the doctor, taking a tuin in the Dispensary when 
the servant had gone out ; “ I think it will do.” While he was still 
absorbed in his own reflections, the nurse re-appeared to announce that 
the lady’s room was ready ; and the doctor thereupon formally returned 
to the study to communicate the information to Miss Gwilt. 

She had not moved since he left her. She rose from her dark comer 
when he made his announcement, and, without speaking or raising her 
veil, glided out of the room like a ghost. 

After a brief interval, tlie nurse came downstairs again, with a word 
for her master’s private ear. 

“ The lady has ordered me to call her to-morrow at seven o’clock, 
sir,” she said. “ She means to fetch her luggage herself, emd she wants to 
have a cab at the door as soon as she is dressed. What am 1 to do ? 

“Do what the lady tells you,” said the doctor. “ She may be saftdy 
trusted to return to the Sanatorium.” 
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The breakfast hour at the Sanatorium was half-past eight o’clock. 
By that time Miss Gwilt had settjed evei^thing at her lodging, and had 
returned with her luggage in her own possession. The doctor was quite 
amazed at the promptitude of his patient. 

“ Why waste so much energy? ” he asked, when they met at the break- 
fast-table. “ Why be in such a hurry, my dear lady, when you had all 
the morning before you ? ” 

“ Mere restlessness 1 ” she said, briefly. “ The longer I live, the more 
impatient I get.” 

The doctor, who had noticed before she spoke that her face looked 
strangely pale and old that morning, observed when she answered him 
that her expression — naturally mobile in no ordinary degree — remained 
quite unaltered by the effort of speaking. There was none of the usual 
animation on her lips, none of the usual temper in%er eyes. He had 
never seen her so imjDenctrably and coldly composed as he saw her now. 
‘‘She has made up her mind at last,” he thought. “I may say to her 
this morning, w'hat I couldn't say to her last night.” 

lie prefaced the coining remarks by a warning look at her widow’s 
dress. 

‘•Now you have got your luggage,” he began gravely, “ permit me to 
fliiggest putting that cap away, and wearing another gown.” 

“ Why ? ” 

“ Do you remember what you told me, a day or two since ? ” asked the 
doctor. “ You said there was a chance of Mr. Armadale’s dying in my 
Sanatorium ? ” 

“ 1 will say it again, if you like.” 

“ A more unlikely chance,” pursued the doctor, deaf as ever to all 
awkward interruptions, “it is hardly possible to imagine 1 But as long 
as it is a chance at all, it is worth considering. Say then that he dies, — 
dies suddenly and unexpectedly, and makes a Coroner’s Inquest necessary 
in the house. What is our course in tliat case 7 Our course is to preserve 
the characters to which w'e have committed ourselves — you as his widow, 
and I as the witness of your marriage — and, in tliose characters, to qourt 
the fullest inquiry. In the entirely improbable event of his dying just when 
we want him to die, my idea — I might even say, my resolution — is, to 
admit that we knew of his resurrection from the sea ; and to acknowledge 
that we instructed l^tr. ^ashwood to entrap him into this house, by means 
of a false statement about Miss Milroy. When the inevitable questions 
follow, t propose to assert that he exhibited symptoms of mental alienation 
shortly after your marriage — that his delusion consisted in that 

you were his wife, and in declaring that he was engaged |o hs marri^ to 
Miss Milroy — that you were in such terror of him on this account when 
you heard he was alive and coming back, as to be in a state of nervous 
agitation that required my care — that at your request, and to calm th^^ 
nervous agitation, I saw liim professionally, and got him quieUy into tlie 
house by a humouring of his delusion perfectly justifiable in suesha^SJ^— 
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and lastly, that I can certify his brain to have been affected by one of those 
mysterious disorders, eminently incurable, eminently fatal, in relation to 
■which medical science is still in the dar^. Such a course os this (in the 
remotely possible event which wc are now supposing) would bo> io your 
interests and mine, unquestionably the right course to take — and such u 
dress ns that is, just as certainly, under existing circumstances, the wrong 
dress to wear.” 

“Shall I take it olF at once?" she asked, lising from the breakfast- 
table, without a word of remark on what had just been said to her. 

“Any time before two o’clock to-day, will do," said the doctor. 

She looked at him, with a languid curiosity — notliing more. “ Why 
before two? ” she inquired, 

“ Because this is one of my ‘Visitors’ Days.* And the Visitors’ time 
is from two to four.” 

“ What have I to do with your visitors? ” 

“ Simply this. I think it important that perfectly respectable and 
perfectly disinterested witnesses should see you, in my house, in the 
chaiacter of a lady who has come to consult me.” 

“ Your motive seems rather far-fetched. Is it the only motive you 
have in the matter ? " 

“ My dear, dear lady 1 ” remonstrated the doctor ; “ have I any conceal- 
ments from you ? burely, you ought to know me better than that ? ’’ 

“ Yes,” she said, with a weary contempt. “ It’s dull enough of me not 
to understand you by this time. — Send -word upstairs, when I am wanted.” 
She left him, and went back to her room. 

Two o’clock came ; and in a quarter of an hour afterwards the 
Visitors liad arrived. Short as the notice had been, cheerless as the 
Sanatorium looked to spectators from without, tho doctor’s invitations 
had been largely accepted nevertheless by the female members of the 
families whom he had addressed. In the miserable monotony of the 
lives led by a large section of the middle classes of England, anything 
is welcome to the women which offeis them any sort of harmless refuge 
fi om the established tyranny of the principle that all human happiness 
begins and ends at home. While the imperious needs of a commercial 
country limited the representatives of the male sex, among the doctor’s 
visitors, to one feeble old man and one sleepy little boy, the women, 
poor souls, to the number of no less than sixteen — old and young, mar- 
ried and single — had seized the golden opportunity of a plunge into public 
life. Harmoniously united by tho two common objects which they all 
had in view — in the first place, to look at each other, and in the second 
place, to look at the Sanatoriunj — they streamed in neatly dressed pro- 
cession through the doctor’s dreary iron ga^es, with a thin varnish over 
them of assumed superiority to all unlady-like excitement, most signifiqaut 
and most pitiable to see I 

The proprietor of the Sanatorium received his visitors in the hn.ll “wi^^ 
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Miss Gwilt on his nnn. The hungry eyes of every woman in the company 
overlooked the doctor as if no such person had existed; and, fixing on tlie 
strange lady, devoured her from head to foot in an instant. 

“ My First Inmate,” said the doctor, presenting Miss Gwilt. “ This 
lady only arrived late last night; and she takes the present opportunity 
(the only one my morning’s engagements have allowed me to give her) of 
going over the Sanatorium. — Allow me, ma’am,” he went on, releasing 
Miss Gwilt, and giving his arm to the eldest lady anjong the visitors. 
“ Shattered nerves — domestic anxiety,” he whispered confidentially. 
“ Sweet woman I sad case 1 ” He sighed softly, and led the old lady 
acjoss the hall. 

The fi 9 ck of visitors followed ; MihS Gwilt a(?Companying them in silence, 
and walkifig alone — among them, but not of them — tlj^^ last of all. 

“ The grounds, ladies and gentlemen,” said the doctor, wheeling lound 
and addressing his audience, from the foot of the stairs, “ are, as you have 
seen, in a partially unfinished condition. Under any circumstances, 1 
should lay little stress on the grounds, having Hampstead Heath so near at 
hand, and carriage-exercise and horse-exercisc being parts of my System. 
In a lesser degree it is also necessary for me to ask your indulgence for the 
basement floor, on which we now stand. The waiting-room and study on 
that side, and the Dispensary on the other (to which I shall presently ask 
your attention), are completed. But the large drawing-room is still in 
the decorator's hands. In that room (when the walls are dry — not a 
moment before) ray inmates will assemble for cheerful society. Nothing 
will be spared that can improve, elevate, and adorn life, at these happy 
little gatherings. Every evening, for example, there will be music for 
tho.se who like it.” 

At this point there was a faint stir among the visitors. A mother 
of a family interrupted the doctor. She begged to know whether music 
“ every evening ” included Sunday evening ; and, if so, what music was 
pcrfomicd 7 

“ Sacred music, of course, ma’am,” said the doctor. “ Handel on 
Sunday evening — and Haydn occasionally, when not too cheerful. 
But, os I was about to say, music is not the only entertainment offered 
to my nervous inmates. Amusing reading is provided for those who 
prefer books.” 

There was another stir among the visitors. Another mother of a 
family wished to know whether amusing reading meant novels. 

“ Only such novels os 1 have selected and pcimsed niyself) in the first 
instance,” said the doctor. “ Nothing painful, ma’am 1 There may be 
plenty that is painful in real life — but, for that very reason, we don’t 
want it in books. The English novelist who enters my house (no foreign 
novelist will be admitted) must understand liis art as the healthy-minded 
English reader understands it in our time. He must know that our 
purer modern taste, our higher modem morality, limits him to doing 
exactly two thintrs for us, when he write's us a book. All wo want 
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of him is — occasionally to make us laugh ; and invariably to make us 
comfortable.” 

There was a third stir among the visitors — caused jdainly this tinve, 
by approval of the sentiments which they had just heard. The doctor, 
wisely cautious of disturbing the favouiable iinj^ression that he had pro- 
duced, dropped the subject of the drawing-room, and led the way upstairs. 
As before, the company followed — and, ns before. Miss Gwilt walked silently 
behind them, last of all. One after another, the ladies looked at her with 
the idea of speaking, and saw something in her face, utterly unintelligible 
to them, which checked the well-meant words on their lips. The prevalent 
impression was, that the Principal of the Sanatorium had been delicately 
concealing the truth, and that his first inmate was mad. 

The doctor led the w'ay — with intervals of breathing-time accorded to 
the old lady on hia arm — straight to the top of the house. Having 
collected his visitors in the coriddor, and having waved his hand 
indicatively at the numbered doors opening out of it on either side, ho 
invited the company to look into any or all of the rooms at their ow-n 
pleasure. 

“ Numbers one to four, ladies and gentlemen,” said the doctor, “ include 
the dormitories of the attendants. Numbers four to eight are rooms 
intended for the accommodation of the poorer class of patients whom I 
receive on terms which simply cover my expenditure — nothing more. In 
the cases of these poorer persons among my suffering fellow-crcaturcs, per- 
sonal piety and the recommendation of two clergymen are indispensable to 
admission. Those arc the only conditions I make ; but those I insist on. 
Pray observe that the rooms are all ventilated, and the bedsteads all iron ; 
and kindly notice as we descend again to the second floor, that there is a 
door shutting off all communication between the second story and the top 
story, when necessary. The rooms on the second floor, which we have 
now reached, are (with, the exception of my own room) entirely devoted 
to the reception of lady-inmates — experience having convinced me that 
the greater sensitiveness of the female constitutfon necessitates the higher 
position of the sleeping apartment, with a view to the greater purity and 
freer circulation of the air. Here the ladies are established immediately 
under my care, while my asBistant-physician (whom I expect to anive 
in a week's time) looks after the gentlemen on the floor beneatli. 
Observe, again, as we descend to this lower, or first floor, a second door, 
closing all communication at night between the two stories to every one 
but the assistant-physician and myself. And now that we have reached 
the gentlemen’s part of the house, and that you have observed for your- 
selves the regulations of the establishment, permit me to introduce you to 
a specimen of my system of treatment next. I can exemplify it pnKN 
tically, by introducing you to a room fitted up, under my own directions, 
for the accommodation of the most complicated cases of nervous suffering 
and nervous delusion that can come under my care.” 

He threw open the door of a room at one extremity of the corridor, 
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numbered Four. ‘‘ Look in, ladies and gentlemen,” be said j and, if 
you see anything remarkable, pray mention it.” 

The room was not very large, but it was well lit by one broad window. 
Comfortably furnished as a bedroom, it was only remarkable among other 
rooms of the sama sort, in one way. It had no fireplace. The visitors 
having noticed this, were informed that the room was warmed in winter 
by means of hot-water ; and were then invited back again into the conidor, 
to make the discoveries, under professional direction, which they were 
unable to mirke for tliemaelves. 

“ A word, ladies and gentlemen,” said the doctor ; “ literally a word, 
on nervous derangement first. What is the process of treatment, when, 
let us Fay, mental anxiety has broken you down, and you apply to your 
doctor ? He sees you, liears you, and gives you tv\o prescriptions. One 
is written on paper, and made up at the chemist’s. ^Phe otlicr is admi- 
nistered by woid of mouth, at the propitious moment when the fee is 
ready; and consists in a general recommendation to you to keep youi 
mind easy. That excellent advice given, your doctor leaves you to spare 
yourself all earthly annoyances by your own unaided eflbits, until he calls 
again. Here, my System steps in, and hd]>s you I When I see the 
necessity of keeping }our mind easy, I take the bull by the horns and do 
it for you. I place you in a sphere of action in which the ten thousand 
trifles whicn must, and do, iriitate nervous people at home, are cxi>rcBsly 
considered and provided against. I throw up impregnable moral entrench- 
ments between Worry and You. Find a door banging in Has house, if 
you can 1 Catch a servant in this house, rattling the tea-things when he 
takes away the tray ! Discover barking dogs, crowing cocks, liammering 
■workmen, screeching childrim /icrc — and I engage to close My Sanatorium 
to-morrow 1 Are these nuisances laughing matters to nervous people ? 
Ask them 1 Can they escape these nuisances at home ? Ask them I 
Will ten minutes’ irritation from a barking dog or a screeching child, 
undo every atom of good done to n nervous sufferer by a nmnth’s medical 
treatment ? There isn’t tf^competent doctor in England who will venture 
to deny it I On those plain grounds my System is based. I assert the 
medical treatment of nervous sufifering to be entirely subsic^iary to tlie 
moral treatment of it. That moral treatment of it, you find here. That 
moral treatment, sedulously pursued throughout the day, follows the 
sufferer inpo his room at night ; and sootlics, helps, and cures him, without 
his own knowledge — you shall see how.ll 

The doctor paused to take breath ; and jooked for the Si*ft time since 
tlic visitors hod entered the house, at Miss QwUt. For the fp'et time, on her 
side, she stepped forward among the audience, and looked at in retai n. 
After a momentary obstruction in the shape of a cough, the doctor went on. 

** Say, ladles and gentlemen,” he proceedoc^, “ that my patient pas just 
come in. His mind is one mass of nervous fancies and caprio^, 
his friends (with the best po^ible intentions) have been ignorantly 
irritating ut home. They liave been afraid of him, for in^nce, at night. 
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They have forced him to have somebody to sleep in the room with him, 
or, they have forbidden him, in cose of accidents, to lock his door. Ho 
comes to me the first night, and says, * Mind, I won’t have anybody in 
my room I ’ — ♦ Certainly not ! ’ — ‘ I insist on locking my door.’ — ‘ By all 
means 1 ’ In he goes, and locks his door ; and thei*e he is, soothed and 
quieted, predisposed to confidence, predisposed to sleep, by having his 
own way. * Tliis is all very well,’ you may say ; ‘ but suppose something 
happens, suppose he has a fit in the night, what then ? ’ You shall see 1 
Hullo, my young fiierid!" cried the doctor, suddenly addressing the 
sleepy little boy. “ Let’s have a game. You shall be the poor sick inan^ 
and I’ll be tlie good doctor. Go into that room, and lock the door. 
There’s a brave boy 1 Have you locked it? Very good. Do you think 
I can’t get at you if I like ? I wait till you’re asleep, — I press this little 
white button, hidden here in the stencilled pattern of the outer wall — the 
mortice of the lock inside falls back silently against the door-post — and I 
walk into the room whenever I like. I'hc same plan is pursued with the 
window. My capricious patient won’t open it at night, when he ought. 

I liumour him again. ‘ Shut it, dear sir, by all means 1 ’ As soon as lie 

is asleep, 1 pull the black handle hidden here, in the corner of the w'all. 
The window of the room insido noiselessly opens, as you see. Say the 
patient’s caprice is the other way — ho persists in opening the window 
when he ought to shut it. Let him 1 by all means let him 1 I pull a 

second handle when he is snug in his bed, and the window noiselessly 

closes in a moment. Nothing to irritate him, ladies and gentlemen — 
absolutely notliing to irritate him I But I haven’t done with him yet. 
Epidemic disease, in spite of all my precautions, may enter this Sunulo- 
riuiii, and may lender the purifying of the sick-room necessary. Or the 
patient’s case may be complicated by other than nervous malady — say, for 
instance, asthmatic difficulty of breathing. In the one case, fumigation 
is necessary : in the other, additional oxygen in the air will give lelief. 
The epidemic nervous patient says, ‘ I won’t bo smoked under my own 
nose ! ’ The asthmatic nervous patient gasps' with terror at the idea of a 
chemical explosion in his room. I noiselessly fumigate one of them ; I 
noiselessly oxygenize the other, by means of a simplo Apparatus fixed 
outside in the corner here. It is protected by this wooden casing ; it is 
locked with my own key ; and it communicates by means of a tube with 
the interior of the room. Look at it I ” 

With a preliminary glance at Miss Gwilt, the doctor unlocked the lid 
of the wooden casing, and disclosed inside nothing more remarkab|e tlian 
a large stone jar, having a glass funnel, and a pipe communicating with 
the wall, inserted in the cork which closed the mouth of it With anotlier 
look at Miss Gwilt, the doctor locked the lid again, an4 aBk^4 in the 
blandest manner, whether his System was intelligible now ? 

“ I might introduce you to all sorts of other contrivances of the same 
kind,” ho resumed, leading the way downsWra— but it would ojjjy' 
the same tiling over and over again. ^ A nervous patient wlio ahviys has 
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his own -way, is a nervous patient who is never worried — and a nervous 
patient who is never worried, is a nervous patient cured. There it U in 
a nutshell ! — Come and see the Dispensary, ladies ; the Dispensary and 
the kitchen next 1 ” 

Once more, Mias Gwilt dropped behind the visitors, and waited alone — 
looking steadfastly at the Room which the doctor had opened, and at the 
Apparatus which the doctor had unlocked. Again, without a word 
passing between them, she had understood him. She knew as well as if 
he had confessed it, that he was craftily putting the necessary temptation 
in her way, before witnesses who could speak to the Bupcrficially-innoccnt 
acts which they had seen, if anything serious happened. The Appa- 
ratus, originally constructed to serve the purpose of the doctor’s medical 
crotchets, was evidently to be put to some other use, of which the doctor 
himself had probably never dreamed till now. And chances were 
that before the day was over, that other use would be privately revealed 
to her at the right moment, in the presence of the right witness. 

Armadale will die this time,” she said to herself as she ^^ent slowly 
down the stairs. “The doctor will kill him, by my hands.” 

The visitors were in the Dispensary when she joined them. All tho 
ladies were admiring the beauty of the antique cabinet ; and, as a neces- 
sary consequence, nil the ladies were desirous of seeing what was inside. 
The doctor — after a preliminary look at Miss Gwilt — good-humouredly 
sliook his head. “ There is nothing to interest you inside,” he said. 
“Nothing but rows of little shabby bottles containing the poisons used in 
medicine which I keep under lock and key. Come to the kitchen, ladies, 
and lionour me with your advice on domestic matters below stairs.” He 
glanced again at Miss Gwilt as the company crossed the hall, with a look 
which said plainly, “ Wait here.” 

In another quarter-of-an-hour, tlie doctor had exj»ounded his views on 
cookery and diet, and tho visitors (duly furnished with prospectuses) were 
taking leave of him at the door. “ Quite an intellectual treat I ” they 
said to each other, as they streamed out again in neatly-dressed procession 
through the iron gates. “ And what a very superior man 1 ” 

The doctor turned back to the Dispensary, humming absently to 
himself, and failing entirely to observe the corner of the hall in which 
Miss Gwilt stood retired. After an instant’s hesitation, she followed him. 
The assistant was in the room when she entered it — summoned by his 
employer the moment before. 

“ Doctor,” she said, coldly and mechanically, as if she was repeating a 
lesson ; “ I am as curious as the other ladies about that pretty cabinet of 
yours. Now they are all gone, won’t you show the inside of it to me ? ” 

The doctor laughed in his pleasantest manner. 

“The old story,” he said. “Blue-Beard’s locked chamber, and 
female curiosity 1 (Don’t go, Benjamin, don’t go.) My dear ludy, what 
interest can you possibly have in looking at a medical bottle, simply 
because it bappeua to be a bottle of poison ?J’ 
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Slic repeated her lesson for the sec^lnd time. 

“ I have the interest of looking at it,” she said, “ and of thinking if it 
got into some people’s hands, of the terrible things it might do.” 

The doctor glanced at his as-sistant with a compassionate smile. 

“ Curious, Benjamin,” he said ; “ the romantic view taken of these 
drugs of ours by the unscientific mind. My dear lady,” he added, turning 
again to Miss Gwilt, if that is the interest you attach to looking at 
poisons, you needn’t ask me to unlock my aibinct — you ne(‘d only look 
about you round the shelves of this room. There are all sorts of medical 
ll(iuids and substances in those bottles — most innocent, most useful in 
themselves — which, in combination with other substances and other liquids, 
become poisons as terrible and as deadly as any that I have in my cabinet 
under lock and key.” 

She looked at him for a moment, and crossed to the opposite side of 
the room. 

“ Show me one,” she said.^ 

Still smiling as good-humouredly as ever, the doctor humoured his 
nervous patient. He pointed to the bottle from which he had privately 
removed the yellow liquid on the previous day, and which he had filled up 
again with a carefully-coloured imitation, in the shape of a mixture of Ids 
own. 

Do you see that bottle ? ” he said ; “ that plump, round, comfortable- 
looking bottle ? Never mind the name of what is inside it ; let us stick 
to the bottle, and distinguish it, if you like, by giving it a name of our 
own Suppose we call it * our Stout Friend ? ’ Very good. Our Stout 
Friend, by himself, is a most harmless and useful medicine. He is freely 
dispensed every day to tens of thousands of patients all over the civilized 
world. He has made no romantic appearances in courts of law ; he has 
excited no breathless interest in novels ; he has played no terrifying 
part on the stage. There “he is, an innocent, inoffensive creature, who 
troubles nobody with the responsibility of locking him up I But bring 
him into contact with something else — introduce him to the acquaintance 
of a certain common mineral Substance, of a universally accessible kind, 
broken into fragments j provide yourself with (say) six doses of our Stout 
Friend, and pour those doses consecutively on the fragments 1 have men- 
tioned, at intervals of not less than five minutes. Quantities of little 
bubbles will rise at every pouring ; collect the gas in those bubbles ; and 
convey it into a closed chamber — and let Samson himself be in that closed 
chamber, our Stout Friend will kill him in half-an-hour I Will kill him 
slowly, without his seeing anything, without his smelling anything, without 
his feeling anything but sleepiness. Will kill him, and tell the whole 
College of Surgeons nothing, if they examine him after death, but that he 
died of apoplexy or congestion of the lungs 1 What do you think of that 
my dear lady, in the way of mystery and romance ? Is our harmless 
Stout Friend as interesting now as if he rejoiced in the terrible popular 
fame of the Arsenic and the Strychnine which I keep locked up there ? 
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Don’t suppose I am exaggerating ! Don’t Oppose I’m inventiug a story to 
put you off -with, as the children say. Ask Benjamin, there,” said 
tlie doctor, appealing to his assistant, with his eyeS fixed on Miss 
Gwilt. “Ask Benjamin,” he repeated, with the steadiest emphasis on the 
next words, “ if six doses from that bottle, at intervals of five minutes 
eacli, would not, under the conditions I have stated, produce the results I 
have described ? ” 

The Kesident Dispenser, modestly admiring Miss Gwilt at a distance, 
started and coloured up. He was plainly gratified by the little attention 
which had included him in the conversation. 

“ The doctor is quite right, ma’am,” he said, addressing Miss Gwilt, 
with his best bow, “ the production of the gas, extended over half an 
liour, would be quite gradual enough. And,” add^ ihc Dispenser, 
silently appealing to his employer to let him exhibit a little chemical 
knowledge on his own account, “ the volume of the gas would be suffi- 
cient at the end of the time — if I am not ^nistaken, sir ? — to be fatal to 
any person entering the room, in less than five minutes.” 

“ Unquestionablj', Benjamin,” rejoined the doctor “ But I think 
we have had enough of chemistry for the present,” he added, turning to 
Miss Gwilt. “ With every desire, my dear lady, to gratify every passing 
wish you may form, I venture to propose trying a more cheerful subject. 
Suppose we leave the Dispensary, before it suggests any more inquiries 
to that active mind of yours? No? You want to see an experiment? 
You want to see ho\V the little bubbles are made? Well, well 1 there is 
no harm in that. We will let Mrs. Armadale sec the bubbles,” con- 
tinued the doctor, in the tone of a parent humouring a spoilt child. 
“ Try if you can find a few of those fragments that we want, Benjamin. 
I daresay the workmen (slovenly fellows!) have lefb something of tlie 
Bort about the house or the grounds.” 

The Eesident Dispenser left the room. 

As soon as his back was turned, the doctor began opening and 
shutting drawers in various parts of the dispensary, with the air of a man 
who wants something in a hurry, and doesn’t know where to find it. 
“ Bless my soul ! ” he exclaimed, suddenly stopping at the drawer from 
which he had taken his cards of invitation on the previous day, “what’s 
this ? A key ? A duplicate key, as I’m alive, of my fumigating Appa- 
ratus upstairs! Oh dear, dear, how careless I get,” said the doctor, 
turning round briskly to Miss Gwilt. “ I hadn’t the least idea that I 
possessed this second key. I should never have missed it. 1 do assure 
you 1 should never have missed it, if anybody iiad taken it but of the 
drawer 1 ” He bustled away to the other end of the room — without 
closing the drawer, and without taking away the duplicate key. 

In silence, Gwilt listened till he had done. In silence, she glided 
to the drawer. In silence, she took the key and hid it in her apron 
pocket. 

The Dispenser came back, with the Iragments required of him, bol- 
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Icctcd in a basin, “ Thank you, Benjamin,” Baid the doctor. Kindly 
cover them with water, while I get the bottle down.” 

As accidents sometimes happen in the most perfectly regulated 
families, so clumsiness sometimes possesses itself of the most perfectly- 
disciplined hands. In the process of its transfer from the shelf to the 
doctor, the bottle slipped, and fell smashed to pieces on the floor. 

“Oh, ray fingeis and thumbs 1” cried the doctor, with an air of 
comic vexation, ‘‘ what in the world do you mean by playing me such a 
^\ickcd trick as that? Well, well, well — it can’t be helped. Have we 
got any more of il, B(‘njamin ? ” 

“ Not a drop, sir.” 

“ Not a drop ? ” echoed the doctor. “ My dear madam, what excuses 
can I offer you? My clumsiness has made our little experiment impos- 
sible for to-day. Remind me to order some more to-morrow, Benjamin 
— and don’t think of troubling yourself to put that mess to rights. I’ll 
send the man here to mop it all up. Our Stout Friend is harmless enough 
now, my dear lady — in combination ivith a boarded floor and a coming 
mop 1 I’m so sorry ; I really am so sorry to have disappointed you.” 
AVith those soothing words, he offered his arm, and led Miss Gwilt out of 
the dispensary. 

“Have you done with me for the present?” she asked when they 
were in the hall. 

“Oh dear, dear, what a way of putting it!” exclaimed' the doctor. 
“ Dinner at six,” he added with his politest emphasis, as she turned 
from him in disdainful silence, and slowly mounted the stairs to her 
own room. 

A clock of the noiseless sort — incapable of offending irritable nerves — 
was fixed in the wall, above the first-floor landing, at the Sanatorium. At 
the moment when the hands pointed to a quarter before six, the silence of 
the lonely upper regions was softly broken by the rustling of Miss Gwilt’s 
dress. She advanced along the corridor of the first-floor — paused at the 
covered Apparatus fixed outside the room numbered Four — listened for 
a moment — and then unlocked the cover with the duplicate key. 

'fhe open lid cast a shadow over the inside of the casing. All she saw 
at finst, was what .she had seen already — the jar, and the pipe and glass 
funnel inserted in the cork. She removed the funnel ; and, looking about her, 
observed on the window-sHl close by, a wax-tipped wand used for lighting 
the gas. She took tke wand, ahd, Ihtroducing it through the aperture 
occupied by the ftmnel, mbved it to and fro in the jar. 'the faint splash 
of some liquid, Ihd ihe grating noise Of Oertain hard siibstancea Vhich she 
waB sliBrin^ about, Wei*e ihe two sounds that caught her e^. Bhg drhir 
out the wihd, ahd cahdbh% torched the wel left ofa ii v^th the tip bfll&i- 
toh^e. ^ quitb needte& id i£hii c^. tlie tiquld 

w»al«r. 

In ptiltihg thb hlfahel back In iU placb, l^e uotlcj^d sdinethia^ 
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shining in the obscurely-lit vacant space at the side of the jar. Sijie drew 
it out, and produced a Purple Flask. The liquid with whicil it was filled 
showed daik through the transparent colouring of the glass; and, fastened 
at regular intervals down one side of the Flask, were six thin strips of 
paper w’hicli divided the contents into six equal parts. 

There was no doubt now, that the Apparatus had been secretly pre- 
pared for her — the Apparatus of which she alone (besides the doctor) 
possessed the key. 

She put back the Flask, and locked the cover of the casing. For 
a moment, she stood looking at it, with the key in her hand. On a sudden, 
her lost colour came back. On a sudden, its natural animation returned, 
for the first time that day, to her face. She turned and hurried breath- 
lessly upstairs to her room on the second floor. With eager hands, she 
snatched her cloak out of the wardrobe, and took ?5or bonnet from the 
box. “ I’m not in prison 1” she burst out impetuously. “ I’ve got the 
use of my limbs ! I can go — no matter where, as long as I am out of 
this house ! ” 

With her cloak on her shoulders, with her bonnet in her hand, she 
crossed the room to the door. A moment more — and she would have been 
out in the passage. In that moment, the remembrance flashed back on 
her of the husband whom she had denied to his face. She stopped 
instantly, and threw the cloak and bonnet from her on the bed. “ No I ” 
she said. The gulph is dug between us — the worst is done 1 ” 

There was a knock at the door. The doctor’s voice outside, politely 
reminded her that it was six o’clock. 

She opened the door, and stopped him on his way downstairs. 

“ What time is the train due to-night ? ” she asked in a whisper 

“ At ten,” answered the doctor, in a voice which all the world might 
hear, and welcome. 

“ What room is Mr. Armadale to have when he comes 7 ” 

“ What room would you likerhim to have 7 ” 

“ Number Four.” 

The doctor kept up appearances to the very last. 

“ Number Four let it be,” he said graciously. “ Provided, of course, 
that Number Four is unoccupied at the time.” 

• • « * • 

The evening wore on, and the night came. 

At a few minutes before ten, Mr. Bashwood was again at his post ; 
once more on the watch for the coming of the tidal train. 

The inspector on duty, who knew him by sight, and whp had per- 
sonally ascertained that his regular attendance at the terminus implied no 
designs on the purses and portmanteaus of the passengers, noticed two 
new circumstances in connection with Mr. Bashwood that night. In the 
first place, instead of exhibiting his customary cheerfulness, he looked 
anxious and depreased. In the second place, while he was watching for 
the train, he was to all appearance being watched in hie turn, by a slim, 
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dark, undersized man, who had left hia luggage (marked with the name 
of Midwinter,) at the cubtom-liouse department the evening before, and 
who had returned to have it examined about half an hour since. 

What had brought Midwinter to the terminus ? and wdiy was he, too, 
waiting for the tidal train ? 

After straying as far as Hendon during his lonely walk of the previous 
night, he had taken refuge at the village inn, and had fallen asleep (from 
sheer exhaustion) towards those later hours of the morning, which were 
the hours that his wife’s foresight had turned to account. When he 
returned to the lodging, the landlady could only inform him that her 
tenant had settled everything with her, and had left (for what destination 
neither she nor her servant could tell) more than two hours since. 

Having given some little time to inquiries, the result of which con- 
vinced him that the clue was lost so far, Midwinter had quitted the house, 
and had pursued his way mechanically to the busier and more central 
parts of the metropolis. With the light now thrown on his wife’s character, 
to call at the address she had given him as the address at w'hich her 
mother lived would be plainly useless. He went on through the streets, 
resolute to discover her, and trying vainly to see the means to his end, 
till the sense of fatigue forced itself on him once more. Stopping to rest 
and recruit his strength at the first hotel he came to, a chance dispute 
between the waiter and a stranger about a lost portmanteau reminded 
him of Ids own luggage, left at the terminus, and instantly took his mind 
back to the circumstances under which he and Mr. Boshwood had met. 
In a moment more, the idea that he had been vainly seeking on his way 
through the streets flashed on him. In a moment more, he had determined 
to try the chance of finding the steward again on the watch for the 
person whose arrival he had evidently expected by the previous even- 
ing’s train. 

Ignorant of the report of Allan’s death at sea ; uninformed, at the 
terrible interview with his wife, of the purpose which her assumption of 
a widow’s dress really had in view, Midwinter’s first vague suspicions of 
her fidelity had now inevitably developed into the conviction that she was 
false. He could place but one interpretation on her open disavowal of 
him, and on her taking the name under which ho had secretly married 
her. Her conduct forced the conclusion on him that she was engaged in 
some infamous intrigue ; and that she had basely secured herself before- 
hand in the position of all others in which she knew it would be most 
odious and most repellent to him to claim his authority over her. With 
that conviction he was now watching Mr. Bashwood, firmly persuaded that 
his wife’s hiding-place was known to the vile servant of his wife’s vices— 
and darkly suspecting, as the time wore on, that the unknown man who 
had wronged him, and the unknown traveller for whose arrival the 
steward was waiting, were one and the same. 

The train was late that night, and the carriages were more thnn 
usually crowded when they arrived at last. Midwinter became involved 
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in the confusion on the pliitform, mid in the effort to extricate himself he 
lost sight of Mr. Bashwood for the first time. 

A lapse of some few minutes had passed before he again discovered 
th« steward talking eagerly to a man in a loose shaggy coat, whose back 
was turned towards him. Forgetful of all the cautions and restraints 
which he had imposed on himself before the tiain appeared, Midwinter 
instantly advanced on them. Mr. Bashwood saw his threatening face as 
he came on, and fell back in silence. The man in the loose coat turned 
to look where the steward was looking, and disclosed to Midwinter, in the 
full light of the htation-lamp, Allan’s laco ! 

For the moment they both stood speechlcs.s, hand in hand, looking at 
rach other. Allan was the first to recover himself. 

“ Thank God for this !” he said fervently. ‘‘ I don’t ask how you came 
here — it’s enough for mo that you have come. Miffi'rable news has met 
me alread}", Midwinter. Nobody but you can comfort me, and help me to 
bear it.” Jlis voice falteied over those last words, and he said no more. 

The tone in which he had spoken roused Midwinter to meet the 
circuinatancea ns they were, by appealing to the old grateful interest m hi« 
friend which had once been the foremost iiitei(‘st of his life. lie masteied 
liis personal misery for the first time since it had fallen on him, and gently 
taking Allan aside, asked what liad happened. 

The answer — after informing him of his fiend’s repoitecl death at sea 
— announced (on Mr, Bashwood’s authority) that the news had reached 
Miss Milroy, and that the deplorable result of the shook thus inflicted, liad 
obliged the major to place his daughter in the neighbourhood of London, 
under medical caic. 

Before saying u woid on Ids side, Midwinter looked distrustfully 
behind him. !Mr. Bashwood had followed thcMii. Mr. Bashwood was 
watching to see what they did next. 

Was he Waiting your arrival here to tell you this about Miss 
Milroy ? ” asked Midwinter, looking buck again from tlie steward to Allan. 

Yes,” said Allan. *• He has been kindly waiting Jiere, night after 
night, to meet me, and break the news to me.” 

Midwinter paused once more. Tlie attempt to reconcile tlie conclusion 
he had drawn from his wife’s conduct with the discovery that Allan was 
the man for whose arrival Mr. Bashwood liad been waiting, was hopeless. 
The one present chance of discovering a truer solution of the mystery, 
was to press the steward on the one available point in wliich he had laid 
himself open to attack* He had positively denied on the previous evening 
that he knew anything of Allan’s movements, or that he had any Interest 
in Allan’s return to England. Having detected Mr. Boshwpod in one lie 
told to himself, Midwinter instantly suspected him of telling anotlier to 
Allan. Ho seized the opportunity of sifting tlie statement about Miss 
Milroy on the spot. 

How have you become acquainted with this sod newa? ” he inquired, 
turning suddenly on Mr, Bashwood, 
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“ Tbrougli the major of course,” said Allan, before tlio atev\nid could 

answer. 

Who is the doctor who has the care of Miss Milroy ? ” persisted 
Midwinter, Blill addressing Mr, liashwood. 

For the second time the steward made no reply. For the second 
time, Allan answered tor him. 

lie is a man with a foreign name,” said Allan. He keeps a 
S.inatorium near Hampstead. What did you my the ])lacc was called, 
Mr. Bash wood ? ” 

Fair weather Vale, sii,” said the stewaid, answering his employer as 
a matter of nece.ssit 3 ^, but answering very unwillingly. 

The address of the Sanatorium instantly reminded Midwinter that he 
li.id traced his wife to Fairweather Vale Villas the previous night. He 
began to see light through the darkness, dimly, for the first time. The 
instinct which comes with emergency, before the slower process of reason 
can assort itself, brought him at a leap to the conclusion that Mr. Bash- 
wood — who had been certainly acting under hia wife’s influence the 
pn'vioiis day — might lie acting again under his wife’s influence now. He 
jieraiated in sifting the steward’s statement, with the conviction growing 
firmer and firmer in his mind that the statement was a lie, and that his 

was concerned in it. 

“ Is the major in Norfolk ? ” he asked, “ or is he near his daughter in 
London ? ” 

“ In Norfolk,” said Mr. Bash wood. Having answered Allan’s look of 
inquiry, instead of Midwinter’s spoken question, in those words, he hesHuted, 
looked Midwinter in the face for the first time, and added, suddenly,' “ I 
object, if you please, to be cross-examined, sir. I know what I have 
told ]\Ir. Armadale, and I know no more.” 

The words, and the voice in which they wore spoken, were alike at 
variance with Mr. Bashwood’s usual language and Mr. Bashwood’s usual 
tone. There was a sullen depression in his face — there ay as a furtlVp 
distrust and disLike iu his eyes when they looked at Midwinter^ wHcI), 
Midwinter himself now noticed for the first time. Before QOiitld 
answpr the steward’s extraordinary outbreak, Allan interfered, ^ 

“ Dou^t think roe impatient,” he said. “ But it’s getting kite ; it’s 
a long way to Hampstead. I’m afraid the Sanatorium will be shut up*” 

Midwinter started. “You are not going to the Sanatorium to-night 1” 
he exclaimed. 

Allan took his friend's liand, and wrung it hard, “ If you were os 
fdkd of her as 1 am,” he whispered, “ you would take no rest, you could get 
no sleep, till you bad seen the doctor, and heard the best aud the worst he 
had to tell you. Poor dear litde soul ! who knows, if she could only see 

me alive and well ” The tears came into hia eyes, and he tu^^ed 

away his head in silence. 

Midwinter looked at the steward. ^tand hnoh,” he aaid. I want 
to speak to Mr. Armadale.” There was something iu eye nHiih ^ 

84—2 
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was not safe to trifle with. Mr. Bashwood drew back out of hearing, 
but not out of sight. Midwinter laid his hand fondly on his friend’s 
shoulder. 

“Allan,” he said, “I have reasons ” Ho stopped. Could the 

reasons be given before he had fairly realized them himself ; at that time, 
too, and under those circumstances ? Impossible ! “I have reasons,” 
he resumed, “ for advising you not to believe too readily what Mr. Bash- 
wood may say. Don’t tell him this, but take the warning.” 

Allan looked at his friend in astonishment. “ It was you who always 
liked Mr. Bashwood 1 ” he exclaimed. “ It was you who trusted him, 
when he first came to the great house I ” 

“ Perhaps I was wrong, Allan, and perhaps you were right. Will 
you only wait till we can telegraph to Major Milroy and get his answer ? 
Will you only wait over the night ? ” ^ 

“ I shall go mad if I wait over the night,” said Allan. “ You have 
made me more anxious than I was before. If I am not to speak about it 
to Bashwood, I must and will go to the Sanatorium, and find out whether 
she is or is not there, from the doctor himself.” 

Midwinter saw that it was useless. In Allan’s interests there was 
only one other course left to take. “ Will you let me go with you ? ” he 
asked. 

“ Allan’s face brightened for the first time. “ You dear, good fellow I ” 
he exclaimed. “ It was the very thing I was going to beg of you myself.” 

Midwinter beckoned to the steward. “Mr. Armadale is going to the 
Sanatorium,” he said, “ and I mean to accompany him. Get a cab and 
come with us.” 

He waited, to see whether Mr. Bashwood would comply. Having 
been strictly ordered, when Allan did arrive, not to lose sight of him, 
and having, in his own interests, Midwinter’s unexpected appearance to 
explain to Miss Gwilt, the steward had no choice but to comply. In 
sullen submission he did as he had been told. The keys of Allan’s 
baggage were given to the foreign travelling servant whom he had 
brought with him, and the man was instructed to wait his master’s orders 
at the terminus hotel. In a minute more the cab was on its way out of 
the station — with Midwinter and Allan inside, and with Mr. Bashwood 
by the driver on the box. 

• « * * « 

Between eleven and twelve o’clock that night, Miss Gwilt, standing 
alone at the window which lit the corridor of the Sanatorium on the 
second floor, heard the roll of wheels coming towards her. The sound, 
gathering rapidly in volume through the silence of the lonely neighbour- 
hood, stopped at the iron gates. In another minute she saw the cab draw 
up beneath her, at the house door. 

The earlier night had been cloudy, but the sky was clearing now, and 
the moon was out. She opened the window to see and hear more clearly. 
By the light of the moon she saw Allan get out of the cab, and turn round 
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to speak to some other person insidt*. The answering voice told licr, 
before he appeared in his turn, that Armadale’s companion was her 
Imsband. 

The same petrifying influence that had fallen on her at the interview 
^\ilh him of the previous day, fell on her now. She stood by the window, 
white and still, and haggard and old — as she had stood when she fiist 
faced him in her widow’s weeds. 

Mr. Bashwood, stealing up alone to the second floor to make hi8rcj)0it, 
knew, the instant he set eyes on her, that the report was needles.^. “ It’s 
not my fault,” was all he said, as she slowly turned her head, and looked 
at him. “ They met together, and there was no j)arting them.” 

She drew a long breath, and motioned to him to be silent. “ Wait a 
little,” she said ; “ I know all about it.” 

Turning from him at those words, she slowly paced the corridor to its 
furthest end; turned, and slowly came back to him with frowning biow 
and drooping head — with all the grace and beauty gone from her, but the 
inbred grace and beauty in the movement of her limbs. 

“Do you wish to speak to me? ” she asked ; heu mind far away fi‘om 
him, and her eyes looking at him vacantly os she put the question. 

He roused his courage as he had never roused it in her presence yol. 

“ Don’t drive me to despair 1 ” he cried, with a startling abruptness. 

“ Don’t look at me in that way, now I have found it out 1 ” 

“What have you found out? ” she asked, with a momentary surprise 
in her face, which faded from it again before he could gather breath 
onough to go on. 

“ Mr. Armadale is not the man who took you away from me,” he 
answered. “ Mr. Midwinter is the man. I found it out in your face 
yesterday. I see it in your face now. Why did you sign your n.iinc, 
‘Armadale,’ when you wrote to me? Why do you call yourself ‘Mrs. 
Armadale’ still?” 

He spoke those bold words, at long intervals, with an oflbrt to resist 
her influence over him, pitiable and terrible to see. 

She looked at him for the first time with softened eyes. “ I w'ish I had 
pitied you when we first met,” she said gently, “ as I pity you now.” 

He struggled desperately to go on, and say the words to her which he 
had strung himself to the pitch of saying on the drive from the terminus. 
They were words which hinted darkly at liis knowledge of her past life ; 
words which warned her — do what else she might ; commit what crimes 
she pleased— to think twice before she deceived and deserted him again. 
In those terms he had vowed to himself to address her. He had the 
phrases picked and chosen ; he had the sentences ranged and ordered 
in his mind ; nothing was wanting but to make the one crowning effort 
of speaking them — and, even now, after all he had said, and all he had 
dar^ the effort was more than he could compass 1 In helpless gratitude, 
even for so little as her pity, he stood looking at her, and wept the silent 
womanish tears that fall from old men’s eyes. 



702 


ARMADALE. 


She took his hand and spoke to him — with ma];ked forbearance, but 
without the slightest sign of emotion on her side. 

“ You have waited already at niy icquest,’' she said. “ Wait till to- 
morrow, and you will know all, If you trust nothing else thnt I ha\c 
told you, you may trust w'hat I tell you now. It will end to-night.'^ 

As she said the words, the doctor’s step was heard on the stairs. ]\fi-. 
Bashwood di'cw back from her, with his heart boating fast in unutterable 
expectation. It will end to-night 1 ” he repeated to himself, under his 
breath, as he moved away towards the far end of the corridor. 

‘‘ Don’t let me disturb you, sir,” said the doctor, cheerfully, as they 
met. “ I have nothing to say to ^Irs. Armadale but what you or any- 
body may hear.” 

Mr. Bashwood Avent on, without answerine, to ll^e far end of the cor- 
ridor, still repeating to himself, “It will end to-night 1 ” The doctor 
passing him in the opposite dii'cction, joined Miss Gwdlt. 

“ You have heard, no doubt,” he began in his blandest manner and 
his roundest tones, “that Mr. Armadale has arrived. Permit me to add, 
my dear lady, that there is not llie least reason for any nervous agitation 
on your part. lie has been carefully humoured, and he is as quiet and 
manageable as his best friends could wish. I have informed him that it 
is impossible to allov/ him an interview with the young lady to-night — 
but that he may count on seeing her (with the proper precautions) at the 
earliest propitious hour, after she ip awake to-morrow morning. As there 
is no hotel near, and as the propitious hour may occur at u moiuoiit’s 
notice, it Avns clearly incumbent on me, under the peculiar cipcumstances,^ 
to offer him the hospitality of the Sanatorium. He has accepted it with 
the utmost gratitude ; and has thanked me in a most gentlemanly and 
touching manner for the pains I have taken to set his mind at ease. 
Perfectly gratifying, perfectly satisfactory, so far 1 But there has been a 
little hitch — now happily got over — which I think it right to mention to 
you before we all retire for the night.” 

Having paved the way in those words (and in Mr. Bash wood’s hearing) 
for the statement which he had previously announced his intention of 
making, in the event of Allan’s dying in the Sanatorium, the doctor was 
about to proceed, when his attention was attracted by a sound below like 
the trying of a door. 

He instantly descended the stairs, ant! unlocked the door of communica- 
tion between the first and second floors, which*he had locked behind him on 
his way up. But the person who had tried the door — If such a person there 
really had been— was too quick for him. He looked along the Corridor, and 
over the staircase into the hall, and discovering nothing, returned to Miss 
Gwilt, ftfler Securing the door of communication behind him once niore. 

“Pardon me,” he resumed, “I thought I heard something downstairs. 
With regard to the little hitch that I adYcrted to just now, permit me to 
inform you that Mr. Armadale his brought a friend here With him, whc 
bears the strange name of Midwinter. Do you know the gentiemm at 
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all?” Ubked the doctor, with a suspicious anxiety in his eyes, .vhich 
strangely belied the^elaborate indifference of his tone. 

“ I know him to be an old friend of Mr. Armadale’s,” she said. “ Does 

he ? ” Her voice failed her, and her eyes fell before the doctor’s 

steady scrutiny. She mastered the momentary weakness, and finished her 
question. “ Does he, too, stay here to-ni^ht ? ” 

“Mr. Midwinter is a person of coarse manners and suspicious temper,” 
rejoined the doctor, steadily watching her. “ lie was rude enough to insist 
on staying here ns soon as Mr. Armadale had accepted my invitation.” 

lie paused to note the effect of those woi*ds on her. Left utterly in 
tlie dark by the caution with ^\hieh she had avoided mentioning lier 
husband’s asriiinied name to him at their first interview, the doctor’s dis- 
tiust of her was neces.sanly of the vaguest kind. He had heard her voice 
fail her — lie had seen her colour change. He suspected her of a mental 
resei vatioii on the subject of Midwinter — and of nothing more. 

“ Did you permit him to have his way ? ” she asked. ” In your 
place, I should have shown him the door.” 

The impenetrable composure of licr tone warned the doctor that her 
sell- command was not to be further shaken that night. He resumed the 
character of Mrs. Aimadale’fl medical referee on the subject of Mr. Arma- 
dale’s menial health. 

“If I had only had my own feelings to consult,” lie said, ** I don’t 
disguise from you that I should (as you say) have shown Mr. Midwinter 
the door. But on appealing to Mr. Aimadale, I found he was himself 
anxio'iR not to be parted from his friend. Under those circumstances, 
but one alternative was left, the alternative of humouring him again. The 
responsibility of thwarting him — to say nothing,” added the doctor, 
drifting for a moment towards the truth, “ of my natural apprehension, 
with such a temper as his friend’s, of a scandal and disturliance in the 
house — was not to be thought of for a moment. Mr. Midwinter accord- 
ingly remains here for the night j uiid occupies (I ought to say, insists on 
occupying) the next iroom to Mr. Armadale. Advise me, my dear madam, 
in this emergency, ” concluded the doctor, with liis loudest emphasis. 
** What rooms shall we put them in, on the first floor ? ” 

** Put Mr. Armadale in Number Four.” 

“And his friend next to him, in numl^r three?” said the doctor. 
” Well I w-ell 1 well 1 perhaps they are the most comfortable rooms. I’ll 
give my orders immediately. Don’t huiry away, Mr. Bash wood,” ho 
called out cheerfully as he 'reached the top of the staircase. “ I have left 
the asBistant-physician’s key on the window-sill yonder, and Mrs. Armadele 
can let you out at tlie staircase door whenever she pleases. Don’t sit Up 
late, Mrs. Armadale 1 Yours is a nervous system that requires plenty of 
ale«p» « Tired nature’s sweet restorer, balmy sleep.’ Grand line ! God 
blees you— good- night 1 ” 

Mr. Bai^wood oatne back from the far end of the corridor — still pen^ 
dering, in unutterable expectation, on what was to coi&e«with the night 
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“ Am I to go DOW ? ” lie asked. 

‘‘No. You are to stay. I said you should know all if you waited 
till the morning. Wait here.** 

He hesitated and looked about him. “ The doctor,” he faltered. 
“ I thought the doctor said *’ 

“ The doctor will interfere with nothing that I do in this house to- 
night. I tell you to stay. There arc empty rooms on the floor above 
this. Take one of them.” 

Mr. Bashwood felt the trembling fit coming on him again as he looked 
at her. ‘‘ May I ask ? ” he began. 

“ Ask nothing. I want you.” 

“Will you please to tell me ?*’ 

“ I will tell you nothing till the night is over and the morning has 
come.” ^ 

His curiosity conquered his fear. He persisted. 

“ Is it something dreadful?” he whispered. “Too dreadful to tell me ? ” 

She stamped her foot with a sudden outbreak of impatience. “ Go 1” 
she said, snatching the key of the staircase door from the window-sill. 
“You do quite right to distrust me — you do quite right to follow me no 
farther in the dark. Go before the house is shut up. I can do without 
you.” She led the way to the stairs, with the key in one hand, and the 
candle in the other. 

Mr. Bashwood followed her in silence. No one, knowing wljat ho 
knew of her earlier life, could have luiled to perceive that she was a 
woman driven to the last extremity, and standing consciously on the brink 
of a Crime. In the first terror of the discovery, he broke free from the 
hold she had on him — he thought and acted like a man who had a will of 
his own again. 

She put the key m the door, and turned to him before she opened it, 
with the light of the candle on her face. “ Forget me, and forgive me,” 
she said. “We meet no more.” 

She opened the door, and, standing inside it, after he had passed her, 
gave him her hand. He had resisted her look, he had resisted her words, 
but the magnetic fascination of her touch conquered him at the final 
moment. “ I can’t leave you I ” he said, holding helplessly by the hand 
she had given him. “ What must I do ? ’* 

“ Come and see,” she answered, without allowing him an instant to 
reflect. 

Closing her hand firmly on his, she led him along the first-floor corri- 
dor to the room numbered Four. “ Notice that room,’* she whispered. 
After a look over the stairs to see that they were alone, she retraced her 
steps with him to the opposite extremity of the corridor. Here, facing the 
window which lit the place at the other end, was one little room, witli a 
narrow grating in the higher part of the door, intended for the sleeping- 
apartment of the doctor’s deputy. From the position of this room, the 
grating commanded a view of the bed-ohamberS down each side of the 
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corridor, and so enabled the dcpiity-ph} sician to inform himself of any 
irregular proceedings on the part of the patients under his care, with little 
or no chance of being detected in watching them. Miss Gwilt opened the 
door and led the way into the empty room. 

‘‘ Wait here,” she said, “ while I go back upstairs ; and lock yourself 
in, if you like. You will be in the dark — but the gas will be burning in 
the corridor. Keep at the grating, and make sure that Mr. Armadale 
goes into the room I have just pointed out to you, and that he doesn’t 
leave it afterwards. If you lose sight of the room for a single moment, 
before I come back, you will repent it to the end of your life. If you do 
as 1 tell you, you shall see me to-morrow, and claim your own reward. 
Quick with your answer 1 Is it Yes or No?” 

He could make no reply in words. He raised her hand to his lips, 
and kissed it rapturously. She left him in the room. From his place 
at the grating he saw her glide down the corridor to the staircase door. 
She passed through it, and locked it. Then there was silence. 

The next sound was the sound of the wornen-servants’ voices. Two 
of them came up to put the sheets on the beds in Number Three and 
Number Four. The women were in high good-humour, laughing and 
talking to each other through the open doors of the rooms. The master’s 
customers were coming in at last, they said, with a vengeance ; the house 
would soon begin to look cheerful, if things went on like this. 

After a little, the beds were got ready, and the women returned to the 
kitchcn-floor, on which the sleeping rooms of the domestic servants were 
all situated. Then there was silence again. 

The next sound was the sound of the doctor’s voice. He appeared at 
the end of the corridor, showing Allan and Midwinter the way to their 
rooms. They all went together into Number Four. After a little, the 
doctor came out first. He waited till Midwinter joined him, and pointed 
with a formal bow to the door of Number Three. Midwinter entered the 
room without speaking, and shut himself in. The doctor, left alone, with- 
drew to the staircase door and unlocked it — then waited in the corridor, 
whistling to himself softly, under his breath. 

Voices pitched cautiously low became audible in a minute more in the 
hall. The Resident Dispenser and the Head Nurse appeared, on their way 
to the Dormitories of the Attendants at the top of the house. The man 
bowed silently, and passed the doctor ; the woman curtseyed silently, and 
followed the man. The doctor acknowledged their salutations by a cour- 
teous wave of his hand ; and once more left alone, paused a moment, still 
whistling softly to himself— then walked to the door of Number Four, and 
opened the case of the fumigating apparatus fixed near it in the corner of 
the wall. As he lifted tha lid and looked in, his whistling ceased. He 
took a long purple bottle out, examined it by the gaslight, put it back, and 
closed the case. This done, he advanced on tiptoe to the open staircase 
door— passed through it — and secured it on the inner side as usual. 

Mr. Bashwood had seen him at the apparatus ; Mr. Baahwood had 

84—6 
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noticed the manner of his withdrawal through the staircase-door. Again 
the sense of an unutterable expectation thi-obbed at his heart. A terror 
that was slow and cold and deadly crept into his hands, and guided them 
in the dark to the key that had been left for him in the inner side of the 
door, lie turned it in vague distrust of what might happen next, and 
waited. 

The slow minutes passed, and nothing happened. The silence was 
horrible ; the solitude of the lonely corridor was a solitude of invisible 
treacheries. He began to count to keep his mind employed — to keep his 
own growing dread away from him. The numbers, as he whispered 
them, followed each other slowly up to n hundred, and still nothing 
happened. He had begun the second hundred ; he had got on to twenty 
— when, without a sound to betray that he had been nPjving in his room. 
Midwinter suddenly appeared in the corridor. 

He stood for a moment and listened — he went to the stairs and looked 
over into the hall beneath. Then, for the second time that night, he tried 
llie staircase door, and for the second dime found it fast. After a moment’s 
reflection, he tried the doors of the bedrooms on his right hand next, 
looked into one after the other, and saw that they were empty, then came 
to the door of the end room in which the steward was concealed. Here 
again, the lock resisted him. He listened, and looked up at the grating. No 
sound was to be heard, no fight was to be seen inside. “ Shall I break the 
door in,” he said to himself, “and make sure? No; it would be giving the 
doctor an excuse for turning me out of the house.” He moved away, and 
looked into the two empty rooms in the row occupied by Allan and him- 
self, then walked to the window at the staircase end of the corridor. Here, 
the case of the fumigating apparatus attracted his attention. After trying 
vainly to open it, his suspicion seemed to be aroused. He searched back 
along the corridor, and observed that no object of a similar kind appeared 
outside any of the other bedchambers. Again at the window, he looked 
again at'tlie apparatus, and turned away from it with a gesture which 
plainly indicated that he had tried, and failed, to guess what it might be. 

Baffled at all points, lie still shbwed no sign ot' returning to his bed- 
chamber. He stood at the window, with his eyes fixed on the door of Allan's 
room, thinking. If Mr. Bashwood, furtively watching him through the 
grating, could have seen him at that moment in the mind as well as in the 
body, Mr. Bashwood’s heart might have throbbed even fkster than it was 
throbbing now, in expectation of the next event which Midwinter's 
decision of the next minute was to bring ibrth« 

On what was his mind occupied as he stood alone, at the dead of 
night, in the strange house ? 

His mind was occupied in drawing its dteoonneoled impressions toge- 
ther, little by little, to one point ' Convinced, fbom the first, that some 
hidden danger Uireetened AUaii in the Sanatorium, his distruit^vaguely 
associated, thns fiur, with the place itself ; with his Wilh (whom he firmly 
believed to be now under the same roof with him) | with the doctor, who 
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was as plainly in her confidence as Mr. Bashwood himself — now narrowed 
its range, and centred itself obstinately in Allan’s room. Resigning all 
further effort to connect Lis suspicion of a conspiracy against his fiicnd, with 
the outrage which had the day before been offered to himself— an effort 
which would have led him, if he could have maintained it, to a discovery 
cf the Fraud really contemplated by his wife — his mind, clouded and con- 
futed by disturbing influences, instinctively took refuge in its impressions 
of facts as they had shown themselves, since he had enttred the house. 
Everything that he had noticed below stairs suggested that there was some 
secret purpose to be answered by getting Allan to sleep in the Sanatorium. 
Everything tliat he had noticed above stairs, associated the lurking-place 
ill which the danger lay hid, with Allan's room. To reach this conclusion, 
and to decide on bafHing the conspiracy, whatever it might be, by taking 
Allan’s place, was iviih Midwinter the work of an instant. Confronted 
by actual peril, the great nature of the man intuitively freed itself from 
the weaknesses that had beset it in happier and safer times. Not even 
the shadow of the old superstition rested on his mind now — no fktalist 
suspicion of himself diatuibed the steady resolution that was in him. The 
one last doubt that troubled him, as he stood at the window thinking, was 
the doubt whether he could persuade Allan to change rooms with him, 
without involving himself in an explanation which might lead Allan to 
suspect the truth. 

In the minute that elapsed, while he waited with Iiis eyes o.n the 
room, the doubt was resolved — he found the trivial, yet sufficient, excuse 
of which he was in search, Mr. Bashwood saw him umse himself, and 
go to the door. Mr. Bashwood heard him knock softly, and whisper, 
“ Allan, are you in bed I ’’ 

“ No,” answered the voice inside, “ come in.” 

He appeared to be on the point of entering the room, wlieii he checked 
himself as if he had suddenly remembered something. “ Wait a minute,” 
he said, through the door, and, turning away, went straight to the end 
room. ‘‘ If there is anybody watching us in there,” he said aloud, “ let 
him watch us through this ! ” He to6k out his handkerchief, and 6tuffe<l 
it into the wires of the grating, so as completely to clore the aperture. 
Having thus forced the spy inside (if there was orte) either to betray 
himself by moving the handkerchief, or to remain blinded to all view of 
what might happen next, Midwinter presented himself in Allan’s room. 

“ You know what poor nerves 1 have,” he said, “ and what a wretched 
slecpw I am at the best of times. I can’t sleep to-night. The window 
in my Jroom rattles every time the wind blows. I wish it was as fast 
as your window here.” 

“ My dear fellow ! ” cried Allan, “ I don't mind a rattling window. 
Let’s change rooms. Nonsense ! ‘ Why should you make ercitscs to way 
Don’t I know how easily trifles upset those excitable nerves of yours? 
Now the doctor has quieted my mind about my poor little Neelie, I Begin 
to feel the jottfuey^and I’ll answer for sleeping anywhere till to*lnortow 
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comes.” He took up his tmvelling-bag. “ \Vc must be quick about it,” 
he added, pointing to his candle. “ They haven’t left me much candle to 
go to bed by.” 

“Be very quiet, Allan,” said Midwinter, opening the door for him. 

“ We mustn’t disturb the house at this time of night.” 

“ Yes, yes,” returned Allan, in a whisper. “ Good night — 1 hope 
you’ll sleep as well as I shall.” 

Midwinter saw him into Number Three, and noticed that his own 
candle (which he had left there) was as short as Allan’s. “Good night,” 
he said, and came out again into the corridor. 

He went straight to the grating, and looked and listened once more. 
The handkerchief remained exactly as he had left it, and still there nas 
no sound to be heard within. He retumed slowly ajj^ng the corridor, * 
and thought of the precautions he had taken, for the last time. Was 
there no other way than the way he was trying now ? Theie was none. 
Any openly-avowed posture of defence — while the nature of the danger, 
and the quarter from which it might come, were alike unknowm — would 
be useless in itself, and worse than useless in the consequences which it 
might produce by putting the people of the house on their guard. With- 
out a fact that could justify to other minds his distrust of what might 
happen with the night ; incapable of shaking Allan’s ready faith in the 
fair outside which the doctor had presented to him, the one safeguard in 
Lis friend’s interests that Midwinter could set up, was the safeguard of 
changing the rooms — the one policy he could follow, come what might of 
it, was the policy of waiting for events. “ I can trust to one thing,” he 
said to himself, as he looked for the last time up and down the corridor — 
“I can trust myself to ke^p awake.” 

After a glance at the clock on the wall opposite, he went into Number 
Four. The sound of the closing door was heard, the sound of the turning 
lock followed it. Then, the dead silence fell over the house once more. 

Little by littlej the steward’s horror of the stillness and the darkness 
overcame his dread of moving the handkerchief. He cautiously drew 
aside one corner of it — waited — looked — and took courage at last to draw 
the whole handkerchief through the wires of the grating. After first 
hiding it in his pocket, he thought of the consequences if it was found on 
him, and threw it down in a comer of the room. He trembled when 
he had cast it from him, as he looked at his watch, and placed himself 
again at the grating to wait for Miss Gwilt. 

It was a quarter to one. The moon had come round from the side to 
the front of the Sanatorium. From time to time her light gleamed on the 
window of the corridor, when the gaps in the flying clouds let it through. 
The wind had risen, and sung its mournful song faintly, as it swept at 
inteirals over the desert ground in front of the house. 

The minute-hand of the clock travelled bn half-way round the circle 
of the diaL As it touched the quarter-past one, Miss Gwilt stepped noise- 
lessly into the corridor. “ Let yourself out,” she whispered through the 
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grating, “and follow me.” She returned to the stairs by which alie had 
just descended ; pushed the door to softly, after Mr. Bashwood hud followed 
her; and led the way up to the l.-inding of the second-floor. Theic she 
put the question to him which she had not ventured to put below staiis.” 

“ Was Mr. Armadale shown into Number Four ?” she asked. 

lie bowed his head without speaking. 

“ Answer me in words. Has Mr. Arinadule left the room since?” 

He answered, “ No.” 

“ Have you never lost sight of Number Four since I left you ? ” 

He answered, “ Never ^ 

Something strange in his manner, something unfamiliar in his voice, 
as he made tliat last reply, attracted her attention. She took her candle 
fj'om a table near, on which she had left it, and threw its light on him. 
His eyes were staring, liis teeth chattered. There was everything to 
betray him to her as a terrified man — there was nothing to^ tell her that 
the terror was caused by his consciousness of deceiving her, for the first 
time in his life, to her face. If she had threatened him less openly when 
she placed him on the watch ; if she had spoken less unreservedly of the 
interview which was to reward him in the morning, he might have owned 
the truth. As it was, his strongest fears and his dearest hopes were alike 
interested in telling her tlie fatal lie that he had now told — the fatal lie 
which he reiterated when she put her question for the second time. 

She looked at him, deceived by the last man on earth whom she 
would have suspected of deception — the man whom she had deceived 
herself. 

“ You seem to be over-excited,” she said quietly. “ The night has 
been too much for you. Go upstairs, and rest. You will find the door 
of one of the rooms left open. That is the room you are to occupy. 
Good night.” 

She put the candle (which she had left burning for him) on the table, 
and gave him her hand. He held her back by it desperately as she 
turned to leave him. His horror of what might happen when she was 
left by herself, forced the words to his lips which he would have feared to 
speak to her at any other time. 

“ Don’t," he pleaded in a whisper; “oh, don’t, don’t, don’t go down- 
stairs to-night ! ’’ 

She released her hand, and signed to him to take the candle. “ You 
shall see me to-morrow," she said. “ Not a word more now 1 ” 

Her stronger will conquered him at that last moment, as it had con- 
quered him throughout. He took the candle, and waited— following her 
eagerly with his eyes as she descended the stairs. The cold of the Decem- 
ber night seemed to have found its way to her through the warmth of the 
house. She had put on a long heavy black shawl, and had fastened it 
close over her breast. The plaited coronet in which she wore her hair 
seemed to have weighed too heavily on her head. She had untwisted it, 
and thrown it baok over her shoulders. The old man looked at her 
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flowing hair, as it lay red over the black shawl — at her supple, long- 
fingered hand, as it slid down the banisters — at the smooth, seductive 
grace of every movement that took her fartlier and farther away from 
him. “ The night will go quickly,” he said to himself as she passed from 
his view ; I shall dream of her till the morning comes ! ” 

She secured the staircase door, after she had passed through it — 
listened, and satisfied herself that nothing was stirring — then went on 
slowly along the corridor to the window. Leaning on the window-sill, 
she looked out at the night. The clouds were over the moon at that 
moment ; nothing was to be seen through the darkness but the scattered 
gaslights in the sub mb. Turning from the window, she looked at the 
clock. It was twenty minutes past one. 

For the last time, the resolution that had come to her in the earlier 
night, witli the knowledge that her husband was in the house, forced itself 
uppermost in her mind. For the last time, the voice within her said, 
“ Think if there is no other way 1” 

bhe pondered over it till tlie minute-hand of the clock pointed to tlio 
half-hour. “ No I ” she said, still thinking of her husband. “ The one 
chance left, is to go through with it to the end. lie will leave the thing 
undone which he has come here to do ; he will leave the words unspoken 
which he has come here to say — when he knows that the act may make 
me a public scandal, and that the words may send me to the scaffold ! ” 
Her colour rose, and she smiled with a terrible irony as she looked for tlic 
first time at the d^or of the Uooin. I shall be your v\idow,” she said, 
“ in half-an-hour 1 ” 

fcjhe opened the case of the apparatus, and took the Purple Flask in 
her hand. After marking the time by a glance at the clock, she dropped 
into the gluhS funnel the lir.st of the .six separate Pourings that were 
measured fbr'her by the paper slips. 

When she h^^ put the FJaak back, she listened at the mouth of the 
funnel. Not a sound reached her car : the deadly process did its work, 
in the silence of death itself. When she rose, and looked up, the moon 
was whining in at the window, and the moaning wind w^as quiet. 

Oh, the time 1 the time 1 If it could only have been begun and 
ended with the first Pouring I 

She went downstairs into the hall she walked to and fro, and 
listened at the open door that led to the kitchen stairs. She came up 
again ; ehe went down again. The first of the intervals of five minutes^ 
was endless. The time stood still. The suspense was maddening. 

The interval passed. As she took the Flask for the second time, and 
dropped in the second Pouring, the clouds floated over the moon, and the 
night-viotr tiatough the window slowly darkened. 

The restlessness that had driven her up and down the stairs, and 
backwards and forwards in the ball, Icfli her ai iuddeoly as it had eome^ 
Bho Waited through the second interval, leaning on the wkidow^aftliy and 
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staring, without conscious thouglit of any kind, into the black night. 
The howling of a belated dog was borne towards her on the wind, nt 
intervals, from some distant part of the suburb. She found herself 
following the faint sound as it died away into silence with a dull attention, 
and listening for its coming again with an expectation that was duller 
:?till. Her arms lay like lead on the window-sill ; her forehead rested 
agtinst tlie glass without feeling the cold. It was not till the moon 
8l Higgled out again that she was startled into sudden Belf-remembrance. 
Slie turned quickly, and looked at the clock ; seven minutes had passed 
since the second Pouring. 

As she snatched up the Flask, and fed the funnel for the third time, 
the full consciousness of her position came back to her. The fever-heat 
throbbed again in her blood, and flushed fiercely in her cheeks. Swift, 
smooth, and noiseless, she paced from end to end of the corridor, with her 
arms folded in her shawl, and her eye moment after moment on the clock. 

Three out of the next five minutes passed, and again the suspense 
began to madden her. The sjmee in the corridor grew too confined for 
the illimitable restlessness tliat possessed her limbs. She went down into 
the hall again, and circled round and round it like a wild creature in n 
cage. At the third turn, she felt something moving softly against her 
drofts. The house- cat had come up through the open kitchen^door — a 
large, tawny, companionable cat that purred in high good temper, and 
followed her for company. She took the animal up in her arms — it 
lubbed its sleek head luxuriously against her chin as she bent her face 
over it. “ Armadale hates cats,” she whispered in the creature’s oar. 
“ Come np and see Armadale killed 1’’ The next moment her own fright- 
ful llincy horrified her. She dropped the cat with a shudder ; she drove 
it below again with threatening hands. For a moment after, she stood 
fctill — then, in headlong haste, suddenly mounted the stairs. Her husband 
had forced his way back again into her thoughts ; her husband threatened 
her With a danger which had never entered her mind til^now. What, if 
he were not asleep 7 What, if he came out upon her, and found her with 
the Purple Flask in her hand ? 

She stole to the door of number three, and listened. The slow, regular 
breathing of a sleeping man was just audible. After waiting a moment to 
let the feeling of relief quiet her, she took a step towards Number Four^ 
and checked herself. It was needless to listen at that door. The doctor 
had told her that Sleep oame first, as certainly as Death afterwards, in the 
poisoned air. She looked aside at the clock. The time had come for the 
fourth Pouring. 

Her hand began to tremble violently, as she fed the fhnnel for the 
fourth time. The fear of her husband was back again in her heart. What 
if some noise disturbed him before the sixth Pouring 7 What if he woke 
0n"a Sudden (as she bad often seen him Wake) without ony noise at all 7 

She looked up and down the corridor. The end room, in Which 
Mr. Bashwood had been concealed, offered itself to her as a place of reAxge. 



7J2 


' ARMADALE. 


“ I might go in there ! ” she thought. “ Has he left the key ? ” She opened 
tlie door to look, and saw the handkerchief thrown down on the floor. 
Was it Mr. Bashwood’s handkerchief, left there by accident ? She examined 
it at the corners. In the second corner she found her husband’s name ! 

Her first impulse hurried her to the staircasc-door, to rouse the steward, 
and insist on an explanation. 'J’he next moment, she remembered the 
Purple Flask, and the danger of leaving the corridor. She turned, and 
looked at the door of number three. Her husband, on the evidence of the 
handkerchief, had unquestionably been out of his room — and Mr. 
Bashwood had not told her. Was he in his room now ? In the violence of 
her agitation, as the question passed through her mind, she forgot tlie 
discovery which she had herself made not a minute before. Again, she 
listened at the door ; again, she heard the slow regv>lar breathing of the 
sleeping man. The first time, the evidence of her ears had been enough 
to quiet her. This time, in the tenfold aggravation of her suspiciou and her 
alarm, she was determined to have the evidence of her eyes as well. “Ail 
the d^TTs open softly in this house,” she wild to herself; “ there’s no 
fear of my waking him.” Noiselessly, by an inch at a time, she opened 
the unlocked door, and looked in the moment the aperture was wide 
enough. In the little light she had let into the room, the sleeper’s head 
WAS just visible on the pillow. Was it quite as dark against the white 
pillow as her husband’s head looked when he was in bed ? Was the 
breathing as liglit as her husband’s breathing when he was asleep ? 

She opened the door more widely, and looked in by the clearer light. 
There lay the man whose life »he had attempted for the third time, 
peacefully sleeping in the room that had been given to her husband, 
and in the air that could harm nobody I 

The inevitable conclusion overwhelmed her on the instant. With a 
frantic upward action of her hands she staggered back into the passage. 
The door of Allan’s room fell to — but not noisily enough to wake him. She 
turned as she heprd it close. For one moment she stood staring at it like 
a woman stupe^d. The next, her instinct rushed into action, before her 
reason recovered itself. In two steps she was at the door of Number Four, 
d he door was locked. 

She felt over the wall with both hands, wildly and clumsily, for the 
button which she had seen the doctor press, when he was showing the 
room to the visitors. Twice die missed it. The third time her eyes 
helped her hands — she found the button and pressed on it. The mortice 
of the lock inside fell back, and the door yielded to her. 

Without on instant's hesitation she entered the room. Though the 
door was open — though so short a time had elapsed since the fourth 
Pouring, that but little more than half the contemplated volume of gas 
had been produced as yet — the poisoned air seized her, like the grasp of a 
baud at her throat, like the twisting of a wire round her head. She found 
him on the floor at the foot of the bed — ^his head and one arm were to- 
wards the door, us if he had risen under the flrst feeling q( drowsiness^ 
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had sunk in the effort to leave the room. With the desperate concentra- 
tion of strength of which women are capable in emergencies, she lifted 
him and dragged him out into the corridor. Her brain reeled aa she laid 
him down and crawled back on her knees to the room, to shut out the 
poisoned air from pursuing them into the passage. After closing the 
door, she waited, without daring to look at him the while, for strength 
enough to rise and get to the window over the stairs. When the window’ 
was opened, when the keen air of the early winter morning blew steadily 
in, she ventured back to him and raised his head, and looked for tlie first 
time closely at his face. 

Was it death that spread the livid pallor over his forehead and his 
chocks, and the dull leaden hue on his eyelids and his lips? 

She loosened his cravat and opened his waistcoat, and bared his throat 
and breast to the air. AVith her hand on his heart, with her bosom 
supporting his head, so that he fronted the window, she waited the event. 
A time passed : a time short enough to be reckoned by minutes on 
the clock; and yet long enough to take her memory back over all her 
married life with him — long enough to mature the resolution that now rose 
in her mind as the one result that could come of the retrospect. As her 
eyes rested on him, a strange composure settled slowly on her face. She 
bore the look of a woman who w’as equally rc&igned to welcome the 
chance of his recovery, or to accept the certainty of his death. 

Not a cry or a tear had escaped her yet. Not a cry or a tear escaped 
her when the interval had passed, and she felt the first faint fluttering of 
his heaii, and heard the first faint catching of the breath at his lips. She 
silently bent over him and kissed his forehead. When she looked up 
again, the hard despair had melted from her face. There was something 
softly radiant in her eyes, which lit her whole countenance as with an 
inner light, and made her womanly and lovely once more. 

She laid him down, and, taking off her shawl, made a pillow of it to 
support his head. It might have been hard, love,” she ^id, as she felt the 
faint pulsation strengthening at his heart. “ You have made it easy now.” 

She rose, and, turning from him, noticed the Purple Flask in the place 
where she had left it since the fourth Pouring. “Ah,” she thought 
quietly, “ I had forgotten niy best friend— I had forgotten that tliere is 
more to pour in yet.” 

With a steady band, with a calm, attentive face, she fed the funnel for 
the fifth time. “ Five minutes more,” she said, when she had put the Flask 
hack, after u look at the clock. 

She fell into thought — thought that only deepened the grave and 
gentle composure of her face. “ Shall I write him a farewell word? ’’she 
aeked herself. “ Shall I tell him the truth before I leave him for ever ? ” 

Her little gold pencil-case bung with the other toys at her watch- 
chain. After looking about her for a moment, she knelt over her husband, 
and put her hand into the breast-pocket of his coat. 

His pocket-book w^as there. Some papers fell from it as she unfas- 
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tened the cla?ip. One of them was the letter which had come to him from 
Brock’s deathbed. She turned over the two sheets of note-paper on 
which the rector had written the words that had now come true — and 
found the last page of the last sheet a blank. On that page she wrote her 
farewell words, kneeling at her husband’s side. 

“ I am worse than the worst you can think of me. You have saved 
Armadale by changing rooms with him to-night — and you have saved 
him from Me. You can guess now whose widow I should have claimed 
to be, if you bad not preserved his life ; and you will know what a wietcli 
you married when you married the woman who wiitcs these Imps. Still, 
I had some innocent moments — and then I loved you dearly. Forget me, 
my darling, in the love of a better woman than I am. I might, perliaps, 
have been that better W’oman myself, if I had not Iriived a miserable lilc 
before you met W'itli me. It matters little now. The one atonement I can 
make for all the wrong I liave done you is the atonement of my dc'ath. It 
is not Iiaid for nu' to die, no\y I know you wdll live. Even my wickedness 
has one merit — it has not prospered. I have never been a happy woman.” 

She folded the letter again, and put it into his hand, to attract hi« 
attention in tliat way when he came to himself. As she gently closed his 
fingers on the paper and looked up, the last minute of the last interval 
faced her, recoidedon the clock. 

She bent over him, and gave him her farewell kiss. 

“Live, my angel, live !” slie muimured tenderly, with her lips just 
touching his. “ All your life is before you — a happy life, and an 
honoured life, if you are freed from me ! ” 

With a last, lingering tenderness, she parted the hair back from his 
forehead. “ It is no merit to have loved you,” she said. “ You are one 
of the men whom women all like.” She sighed and left him. It was her 
last weakness. She bent her head affirmatively to the clock, as if it had 
been a living creature speaking to her^ — and fed the funnel for the lust 
time, to the last drop left in the Flask. 

The waning moon shone in faintly at the window. With her hand 
on the door of the room, she turned and looked at the light that was 
slowly fading out of the murky sky. 

“ Ob, God, forgive me 1 ” she said. “ Oh, Christ, bear witness that 1 
have suffered I ” 

One moment more she lingered on the threshold \ lingered for her last 
look in this world — and turned that look on Wm. 

“ Good-by ! ” she said softly. 

The door of the room opened— and closed on her. There was an 
interval of silence. 

Then, a sound came dull and sudden, like the sound of a ikllt 

Then, there was silence again. 

* • » a • 

The hands of the dock, following thdr steady course> reckoned the 
minutes of the morning as one by one they lapsed away. I* was the 
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Icnth minute since tlie door of tlie room had opened and closed, before 
^lidwiuter atiri'ed on his pillow, and, struggling to raise himself, felt the 
letter in his hand. 

At the same moment, a key was turned in the staircase-door. And 
the doctor, looking expectantly towards the fatal room, saw the Piir])le 
Flask on the window-sill, and the prostrate man trying to raise hinifielf 
from the floor. 


THE END OF HIE LAST ftoOK. 


Epilogue. 


CIIAUTER I. 

Klws from Norfolk. 

From Mr. Fedijift Senior {Thorpe- Ambrose)^ to Mr. Pedgift Junior {Paris). 

“ !My BE^R Augustus, IFgh Street, December 20tli 

“ Your letter readied me yesterday. You seem to be making 
the most of your youth (as you cull it) with a vengeance. Well ! enjoy 
your holiday. I made the most of my youth, when I was your age ; and. 
Wonderful to relate, I haven’t forgotten it yet ! 

“ You ask me for a good budget of news, and especially, for more 
information about that mytterious business at the Sanatorium. 

“ Curiosity, my dear boy, is a quality, which (in our piofeBsion espe- 
cially) sometimes leads to great results. I doubt, however, if you will 
find it leading to much on this occasion. All I know of the mystery at 
the Sanatorium, I know from Mr. Armadale ; and he is entirely in the 
dark on more than one point of importance. 1 have aheady told you how 
they were entrapped into the house, and liow they passed the night there. 
To this I can now add that something did certainly happen to Mr. Mid- 
winter, which deprived him of consciousness ; and that the doctor, who 
appeari to hare been mixed up in the matter, carried things with a high 
hand, and insisted on taking his own course in his own Sanatorium. Theie 
is not the least doubt that the miserable woman (however she might have 
come by bet death) was fl)und dead — that a coroner’s inquest inquired into 
the oireumatanceB — that the evidence showed her to have entered the 
house aa a patient — and that the medical investigation ended in difscover- 
ing that aho had died of apoplexy. My idea is, that Mr. Midwinter had a 
motive of his own for not coming forward with the evidence that he might 
have given.' I have also reason to suspect that Mr. Armadale, out of 
regard for him, followed his lead, and that the verdict at the inquest (attach- 
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ing no blame to anybody), proceeded, like many other verdicts of the same 
kind, from an entirely superficial investigation of the circumstances. 

The key to the whole myster}’^ is to be found, I firmly believe, in that 
wretched woman’s attempt to personate the character of Mr. Armadale’.s 
widow, when the news of Lis death appeared in the papers. But what 
first set her on this, and by what inconceivable process of deception, 
she can have induced Mr. Midwinter to marry her (as the certificate 
proves), under Mr. Armadale’s name, is more than Mr. Armadale himself 
knows. The point was not touched at the inquest, for the simple reason 
that the inquest only concerned itself with the circumstances attending 
her death. Mr. Armadale, at his friend’s request, saw Miss Blanchard, 
and induced her to silence old Darch on the subject of the claim that had 
been made relating to the widow’s income. Ah thcftlaim had never been 
admitted, even our stiff-necked brother practitioner consented for once to 
do as he was asked. 'I’lie doctor’s statement that his j)atient W'aw the 
widow of a gentleman named Armadale, w^as accordingly left unchal- 
lenged, and so the matter has been hushed up. She is buried in the great 
cemetery, near the place where she died. Nobody but Mr. Midwinter and 
Mr. Armadale (who insisted on going with him), followed her to tlje 
gi-ave; and nothing has been inscribed on the tombstone, but the initial 
letter of her Christian name, and the date of her death. So, after all the 
liarm she has done, she rests at last — and so the tvs’o men wliom slie has 
injured have forgiven her. 

“ Is there more to say on this subject before W’e leave it ? On 
referring to yx)ur letter, 1 find you have raised one other point, wdiich may 
be worth a moment’s notice. 

“ You ask if there is reason to suppose that the doctor comes out of 
the matter with hands which are really as clean as they look ? My dear 
Augustus, I believe the doctor to have been at the bottom of more of this 
mischief than we shall ever find out ; and to have profited by the self-im- 
posed silence of Mr. Midwinter and Mr. Armadale, as rogues perpetually 
profit by the misfortunes and necessities of honest men. It is an asccr- 
tmned fact that he connived at the false statement about Miss Milroy, 
which enti-apped the two gentlemen into his house, — and that one circum- 
stance (after ray Old Bailey experience) is enough for me. As to evidence 
against him, there is not a jot, — and as to Retribution overtaking him, I 
can only say I heartily hope Retribution may prove in the long run to be 
the more cunning customer of the two. There is not much prospect of it 
at present. The doctor’s friends and admirers are, 1 understand, about 
to present him with a Testimonial, ‘ expressive of their sympathy under 
the sad occurrence which has thrown a cloud over the opening of his 
Sanatorium, and of their undimiuished confidence in his integrity and 
ability as a medical man.’ We live, Augustus, in an age eminently 
favourable to the growth of all roguery which is careful enough to keep 
up appearances. In this enlightened nineteenth century, I look upon the 
doctor as one of our rising men. 
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“ To turn now to ploasaiitor subjects than Sanatoriums, I may tell 
)OU that Miss Neelie is as good as well again, and is, in my humble 
opinion, prettier than ever. She is staying in London, under the care of a 
female relative — and Mr. Armadale satisfies her of the fact of his existence 
(in case she should forget it) regularly every day. They are to be mar- 
ried in the spring — unless Mrs. Milroy’s death causes the ceremony to be 
postponed. The medical men are of opinion that the poor lady is sinking 
at last. It may be a question of weeks or a question of months, they 
cjin say no more. She is greatly altered — quiet and gentle, and anxiously 
aflfeetionate with her husband and her child. But, in her case, this happy 
change is, it seems, a sign of approaching dissolution, from the medical 
]>oint of view. There is a difficulty in making the poor old major under- 
stand this. He only sees that she has gone back to the likeness of her 
better self when he first married her ; and he sits for hours by her bedside, 
now, and tells her about his wonderful clock. 

“ Mr. Midwinter, of whom you will next expect me to say something, 
ib improving rapidly. After causing some anxiety at first to the medical 
men (who declared that he was suffering from n serious nervous shock, 
produced by circumstances about which their patient’s obstinate silence 
kept them quite in the dark), he has rallied, as only men of his sensitive 
temperament (to quote the doctors again) can rally. He and Mr. Arma- 
dale are together in a quiet lodging. I saw him last week, when I was in 
London. His face showed signs of wear and tear, very sad to see in so 
young a man. But he spoke of himself and bis future with a courage and 
hopefulness, which men of twice his years (if he has suffered, as I suspect 
him to have suffered) might have envied. If I know anything of humanity, 
this is no common man — and we shall hear of him yet in no common way. 

“ You will wonder how I came to be in London. I went up, with a 
return ticket (from Saturday to Monday) about that matter in dispute 
at our agent’s. We had a tough fight — but, curiously enough, a point 
occurred to me just as I got up to go; and I went back to my chair, and 
settled the question in no time. Of course I stayed at Our Hotel in 
Covent Garden. William, the waiter, asked after you with the affection 
of a father ; and Matilda, the chambermaid, said you almost persuaded 
her, that last time, to have the hollow tooth taken out of her lower jaw. 
I had the agent's second son (the young chap you nicknamed Mustapha, 
v^hen he made that dreadful mess about the Turkish Securities) to dine 
with me on Sunday. A little incident happened in the evening which 
may be worth recording, as it connected itself with a certain old lady, who 
was not * at home * when you and Mr. Armadale blundered on that house 
in Pimlico in the bygone time. 

** Mustapha waa like all the rest of you young men of the present 
day — he got restless after dinner. ‘Let’s go to a public amusement, Mr. 
Pedgift,* Bays ho» ‘ Public amusement ? Why, it’s Sunday evening I * 
Bays I, < All right, sir,’ says Mustapha. * They stop acting on the stage, 
I grant you, on Sunday evening — but they don't stop acting in the 
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pul])it. Come and see tlie lust new Sunday pei former of our time.’ As 
he wouldn’t have any more wine, there was nothing else for it, but to go. 

“We went to a street at the West End, and found it blocked up with 
carriages. If it hadn’t been Sunday night, I should have thought we 
w'cre going to the opera. * What did I tell you ? ’ says Mustjipha, 
tubing me up to an open dooi with a gas star outside and a bill of the 
performance. I had just time to notice that I was going to one of a series 
of ‘ Sunday Evening Discourses on the Pomps and Vanities of the World, 
by A Sinner Who Ha-s Served Them,’ whon Miistapha jogged my elbow, 
and whispered, ‘ Half-a-cro\vn is the fashionable tip.’ I found myself 
bctwTcn two demure and silent gentlemen, wdth plates in their hands, 
uncommonly well-filled already with the fashionable tip. IMustapla 
patronized one plate, and I tlic other. Wc passed througli tw’o doors into 
a Jong room, crammed with people. And tlu're, on a^ platform at the 
further end holding fortli to the audience, was — not a man as 1 had 
expected — but a Woman, and that W'oinan, Motheu Oldershaw ! You 
never listened to anything more eloquent m your life. As long as T 
heard her she W'aa ■over once at a loss, for a word anywhere. I shall 
think less of oratory as a human acconiplisliment, for the ri'st of my 
daj's, qfeer that Sunday evening. As for the matter of the sermon, I may 
describe it as anari’uti\e of Mrs. Oldcrshaw’s expericiico among dilapidated 
women, profusely illustrated in the pious and penitential style. You wdll 
ask what sort of audience it W’as. Principally women, Augustus — and, as 
I hope to be saved, all the old harridans of the world of fashion, wdiom 
Mother Oldershaw had enamelled in her time, sitting boldly in the front 
])lacca, with their cheeks ruddled with piiint, in a state of devout enjoy- 
ment wonderful to see 1 I left Mustaphn to hear the end of it. And 1 
thought to n^self, as I went out, of what Shakspearc say.s somewhere, — 
‘ Lord, w'hat fools we mortals bo I ’ 

“Have I anything more to tell you, before 1 leave off? Only one 
thing that I can remember. 

“ Tl^t WTetched old Bashw’ood has confirmed the fears I told you I hsd 
about him, when be was brought back here from London. There is no kind 
of doubt that be has really I^t all the little reason be ever had. He is 
perfectly harmless, and perfectly happy. And be would do very well, if wo 
could only prevent him from going out in bis lost new suit of clothes, smirk- 
ing and smiUngf wd inviting everybody to his approaching marriage 
the handsomest woman in England. It ends of course in the boys pelting 
liim, and in his coming here crying to me, covered with mud. The moment 
his clothes ore cleaned again, he falls baok into his favourite delusioa, and 
struts about before the churcli gates, in the character of a bridegroom, 
waiting for Miss Gwilt. We must get the poor wretch taken cam some- 
where for the rest of the little time he has to live. Who would OW have 
thought of a man at his age falling in love ? and who wenld ever 
believed that the mischief that woman*s beauty has dons, eould hwe reached 
as iar in the downward dirention as our su^^erannuated old derk 7 
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“ Good-by, for the pre;ieiit, my dear boy. If you see a particularly 
handsome snuff-box in Paris, remember — though your father scorna 
Testimonials — he doesn’t object to receive a present ^i'om his son. 

Yours afl'ectionately, 

A. Pedgift Sonb 

“ PosTSCniPT. — I think it likely that the account you mention, in the 
Frcncli papers, of a fatal quarrel among some foreign sailors in one of the 
Lipari Islands, and of the death of their captain, among others, may really 
have been a quarrel among the scoundrels wlio robbed Mr. Armadale, and 
scuttled his yacht. Those fellows, luckily for society, can’t always keep 
rp appearances ; and, in their case, Pogues and Retribution do occa- 
MMniilly come into collision with eacli other.” 


CHAPTER II. 

]\r I D W I N T E 11. 

Tun spring had advanced to the end of Ajnil. It vas the eve of Allan’s 
A\ edding-day. MidvMUter and he had sat talking together at the gl’eat 
liouse till fur into the night — till so far that it had struck twelve long 
since, and the wedding-day was already some hours old. 

For the most part, the conversation had turned on the biidegroom’s 
plans and projects. It was not till the two friends ro.«e to go to rest, that 
Allan insisted on making Midwinter speak of himself. “We have had 
(uougli, and more tlicn enough, of wiy future,” he began, in his bluntly 
straightforward way, “Let’s say something now, Midwinter, about yoiiis. 
You have promised me, I know, that if you take to Literatftre, it shan’t 
part us, and that if you go on a sea voyage, you will remember wlien you 
come back that my Iioubc is your home. Ilut this is the lust chance 
we have of being together in our old way ; and I own I .4iould like to 

know ” Ilia voice faltered, and hia eyes moistened a little, He 

left the sentence unfinished. 

Midwinter took his hand and helped him,’'nS he had often helped him 
to the words that he wanted, in the bygone time. 

“ You would like to know, Allan,” he said, “ tliat I shall not bring an 
aching heart with me to your wedding-day 7 If you wilj lot me go back 
for a moment to the past, I think I can satisfy you.” 

Tliey took their chairs again. Allan saw that Midwinter wan moved, 
“ Why distress yourself? ” he asked kindly — “ why go hack to the paat I ” 
For two reasons, Allan. I ought to have thanked you long since for 
Hlie silence you have observed, for my sake, on a matter that must have 
seemed very strange to you. You know what the name is which appears 
on- the register of my marriage — and yet you have forborne to speak of it, 
from the fear of distressing me. Before you enter on your new life, let 
U8 come to a first and last understanding about this, I ask you — os one 
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more kindness to me — to accept my assurance (strange as the thing must 
seem to you) that I am blameless in this matter ; and I entreat you to 
believe that the reasons I have for leaving it unexplained, are reasons 
which, if Mr. Brock was living, Mr. Brock himself would approve.” 

In those words, he kept the secret of the two names — and left the 
memory of Allan’s mother, what he had found it, a sacred memory in the 
heart of her son. 

‘•One word more,” he went on — “a woid which will take us, this 
time, from past to future. It has been said, and truly said, that out of 
Evil may come Good. Out of the horror and the misery of that night 
you know of, has come the silencing of a doubt which once made my life 
miserable with groundless anxiety about you and about myself. No 
clouds, raised by my superstition, will ever come between us again. I 
can’t honestly tell you that I am more willing now than I was when we 
were in the Isle of Man, to take what is called the rational view of your 
Dream. Though I know what extraordinary coincidences are perpetually 
happening in the experience of all of us, still I cannot accept coincidences 
as explaining the fulfilment of the Visions which our own eyes have seen, 
All I can sincerely say for myself is, what I think it will satisfy you to 
know, that I have learnt to view the purpose of the Dream with a new 
mind. I once believed that it was sent to rouse your distrust of the 
friendless man whom you had taken as a brother to your heart. I now 
know that it came to you as a timely warning to take him closer still. 
Does this help to satisfy you that I, too, am standing hopefully on the 
brink of a new life, and that while we live, brother, your love and mine 
will never be divided again ? ” 

They ^ook hands in silence. Allan was the first to recover himself. 
He answered in the few words of kindly assurance which were the best 
words that he could address to his friend. 

“ I have heard all I ever want to hear about the past," he said ; “ and I 
know what I most wanted to know about the future. Everybody says, 
Midwinter, you have a career before you — and I believe that everybody 
is right. Who knows what great things may happen before you and I 
are many years older 7 ” 

“ Who need know ? ” said Midwinter, calmly. “ Happen what may, 
God is all-merciftil, God is all-wise. In those words, your dear old friend 
once wrote to me. In that faith, I can look back without murmuring at 
the yean that are past, and can look on without doubting to the years 
that are to come.” 

He rose, and walked to the window. While they had been speaking 
together, the darkness had passed. The first light of the new day mot 
him as he looked out, and rested tenderly on his face. 


THE END. 
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Ir Ir, liappily, not only in fairy tales that things sometimes fall out as ono 
could wish, that anxieties are allayed, mistakes ey]}lained awa^^, hieiids 
jeconciled; tliat people inherit large foi tunes, or are found out in their 
nefarious schemes ; that long-lost children are dii-coveied disguised in Boot, 
that vessels come safely sailing into port after the storm; and that young 
folks who have been faithful to one another, are married olT at last. Some of 
these young couples arc not only happily inairied, but they also begin life in 
j)leasant palaces tastefully decorated, and with all the latest improvcnienls ; 
^vJth conveuient cujiboards, bath-rooms, baek-stairca‘ es, speaknig-tube.s, 
lifts from one story to another, hot and cold ^^uter laid on ; while outside lie 
well-kept parka, and gardens, and flower-beds; and from the muslin-veiled 
^villdows they can see the sheep browsing, the long shadowy gra^s, deer 
starting across the sunny glades, Rwans floating on the rivers, and sailing 
through the lilies and tall lithe reeils. There are fruit-gardens, too, where 
great purple plums are sunning on the walls, and cucumbcis lying asleep 
among their cool dark leaves. There are glass-houses where heavy dropi)ing 
hunches of grapes arc hanging, so that one need only open one’s mouth 
for them to fall into it all ready cooked and sweetened. Sometimes, in 
addition to all these good things, the young couple possess all the gracious 
gifts of youth, beauty, gay and amiable dispositions. Some one said, tlie 
c»ther day, that it Fcemed as if Fate scarcely ki^cw what she was doing, 
nhen she lavished with such profusion every gift and delight upon one 
l^air of heads, while others were left bald, shorn, unheeded, dishevelled, 
forgotten, dishonoured. And yet the world would be almost too sad to 
bear, if one did not sometimes see happiness somewhere. One would 
scarcely believe in its possible existence, if thci e was nobody young, for- 
tunate, prosperous, delighted; nobody to think of with satisfaction, and to 
envy a little. The sight of great happiness and jirosperity is like listening 
to harmonious music, or looking at beautiful pictures, at certain times of 
one’s life. It seems to suggest possibilities, it sets sad folks longing, but 
while they are wishing, still, may be, a little reproachfully, they realize the 
existence of what perhaps they had doubted before. Fate has been hard 
to them, but there *5 compensation even in tliis life. They tell themselves, 
“ Which of us knows when his turn may come ? ” Happiness is a fact : it 
does lie within some people’s grasp. To this or that young fairy couple, age, 
trial, and trouble may be in store ; but now at least the present is golden ; 
the innocent delights and triumphs of youth and nature are theirs. 

I could not help moralizing a little in this way, when we were staying 
with young Lulworth and his wife the other day, coming direct from the 
VOL. xiir. — NO. 78. 35. 
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struggling dull atmoR])licrc of home to the golden placidity of Liilworth farm. 
They drove ub over to Cliffe Court — another oasis, so it seemed to me, in 
the arid plains of life. Clille Court is a chiirming, cheeifu], Italian-lookiiig 
bouse, standing on a hill in the midst of a hei}’ fuinaci* of geraniums and 
flower-beds. “ It belongs to young Sir Charles Richardson. He is six- 
and-twenty, and the handsomest man m the county,” said Frank. 

“ Oh, no, Frank ; you arc joking, surely,” said Cecilia ; and then she 
Btared, and then blushed in her odd way. She still stared sometimes 
when she was shy, as she used to do before she married. 

So much of her former habits Cecilia had also retained, that as the 
clock struck eight o’clock every morning a great punctual brcakfast-bcll 
used to ring 'in the outer hall. The dining-room casement was wide open 
upon the beds of roses, the tea was made, Cecilia^in her crisp wliilc 
morning dress, and with all her wavy bronze hair curling about her face, 
was waiting to pour it out, the eggs -were boiled, the bacon was fiiz^Iing liot 
upon the plate to a moment ; there was no Jaw allowed, not a minute’s 
grace for anybody, no matter how lazy. They liad been married a little 
more than two years, and were quite estalilishcd in their country home. 
I wish I could perform some incantation like those of my friends the 
fairies, and conjure up the old farm bodily with a magic wave of my pen, 
or by drawing a triangle with a circle through it upon tlie paper — 
as the enchanters do. The most remarkable things about the farm 
^ were its curious and beautiful old chimneys — indeed the whole 
county of Sussex is celebrated lor them, and the meanest little cottages 
have noble-looking stacks all ornamented, carved, and wcathur-bealen. 
There were gables also, and stony mullioned windows, and ancient steps 
with rusty rings hanging to them, affixed there to fasten the bridles of 
horses that would have run away several hundred years ago, if this pre- 
caution had not been taken. And then there were storehouses and ricks 
and barns, all piled with the abundance of the harvest. The farmyard 
was alive with young fowls and cocks and hens, and guinea-hens ; those 
gentle little dowagers went about glistening in silver and grey, and 
Cecilia’s geese came clamouring to meet lier. I can see it all as I think 
about it. The old walls arc all carved and ornamented, sometimes by 
art and work of man’s hand, sometimes by time and lovely little natural 
mosses. House-leeks grow in clumps upon tl\e thatch, a pretty girl 
is peeping 'through a lattice window, a door is open while a rush of 
sweet morning scent comes through the shining oaken passage from the 
herb-garden and orchard behind. Cows with their soft brown eyes and 
cautious tread are passing on their way to a field across the road. A 
white horse waiting by his stable ■•door shakes his head and whinnies. 

Frank and Cecilia took us for a walk after breakfast the first morning 
we came. We were taken to the stables first and the cow-houses, and 
then we passed out through a gate into a field, and crossing the field wc 
got into a copse which skirted it, and so by many a lovely little winding 
path into the woods. Young Lulworth took our delight and admiration 
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a personal compUuiont. It was all LuUvortli property rs far as we 
could see. 1 thouglit it must be strangely delightful to be the possessor 
oF such beautiful hills, mist, Bunshine aucl shadow, violet toucB, song of 
buds, and shimiiier of foliage; but Frank, I believe, looked at his future 
pros])ccts from a material point of view. “ You see it ain’t the poetic 
part of it which pays,” lie said. But he ai^preciated it nevertheless, for 
Cecilia came out of the woods that morning, all decked out with great con- 
volvulus leaves, changed to gold, which Frank had gathered as we went 
along and given to lier. This year all the leaves were turning to such 
beautiful colours that people remarked upon it, and said they never remem- 
bered such a glowing autumn; even the year when Frank came to Dorli- 
cote was not to compare to it. Browns and russet, and bright amber and 
gold flecks, berries, red leaves, a lovely blaze and glitter in the woods along 
the lanes and beyond tlie fields and copses. All tlie bills were melting with 
lovely colour in the clear warm autumn air, and the little nut-wood paths 
R^'cincd like Aladdin’s wonderful gardens, where precious stones hung to 
the trees ; there was a twinkle and crisp shimmer, yellow leaves and golden 
liglit, yellow light and golden leaves, red hawthorn, convolvulus-berries, 
liolly-bcrrics beginning to glow, and heaped-up clustering purple black- 
berries. The sloe-bcrnes, or snowy blackthorn fruit, with their soft gloom 
of colour, were over, and this was the last feast of the year. On the trees 
the apples hung red and bright, the pears seemed ready to drop from their 
branches and walls, the wheat was stacked, the sky looked violet behind 
the yellow ricks. A blackbird was singing like a ripple of water, some- 
body said. It is bard to refrain from writing of all these lovely things, 
though it almost is an impertinence to attempt to set them down on paper 
in long lists, like one of Messrs. Rippon and Burton’s circulars. It seemed 
sad to be sad on such a morning and in such a world, but as we were 
walking along the high-road on our way back to the farm, we passed a 
long pale melancholy-looking man riding a big horse, with a little sweet- 
faced creature about sixteen who was cantering beside him. He took off 
his hat, the little girl kissed her hand as they passed, nodding a gay 
triumphant nod, and then wo watched them down the hill, and dis- 
appeai’ing at the end of the lane. 

“ I am quite glad to see Ella Ashford out riding with her father again,” 
said Lulworth, holding the garden gate open for us to pass in. 

“ Mrs. Ashford called hero a day or two ago with her daughter,” said 
Cecilia. “ They’re going to stay at the Ravenhill, she told me. I thought 
Colonel Ashford was gone, too. I suppose he is come back.” 

“ Of course he is,” said Frank, “ since we have just seen him with 
Ella, and of course his wife is away for the same reason.” 

“ The child has grown very thin,” said H. 

“ She has a difficult temper,” said Cecilia — who, once she got an idea 
into hex soft, silly head, did not easily get rid of it again. “ She is a great 
anxiety to poor Mrs. Ashford. She is very differe’ht, she tells me, to Julia 
and Lisette G^nler, her own daughters." 


35 — 2 
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“I knew them when they were children. We used to see a great deal 
of Mrs. Ashford when she was first a widow, and I went to her second 
wedding.” 

We were at Paris one year — ten years before the time I am writing 
of — and Mrs. Garnier lived over us, in a tiny little apartment. She was 
very poor, and very grandly dressed, and she used to come rustling in to 
sec us. Rustling is hardly the word, she was much too graceful and 
womanly a person to rustle ; her long silk gowns used to ripple, and wave, 
and flow away as she came and went; and her beautiful eyes used to 
fill with tears as she drank her tea and confided her troubles to us. 
11. never liked her ; but 1 must confess to a very kindly feeling for the 
poor, gentle, beautiful, forlorn young creature, so^passionately lamenting 
the loss she had sustained in Major-General Gamier. lie had left her 
very badly off, although she was well connected, and Lady Jane Pepper- 
corne, her cousin, had offered her and her two little girls a home at 
Ravenliill, she used to tell us in her eploro manner. I do not know why 
she never availed herself of the offer. She said once that she would not 
be doing justice to her precious little ones, to whom she devoted herself 
with the assistance of an experienced attendant. My impri'saion is, that 
the little ones used to scrub one anothei's little ugly faces, and plait one 
another’s little light Chinese-looking tails, while the experienced attendant 
laced and dressed and adorned, and scented and powdered their mamma. 
She really was a beautiful young woman, and would have looked quite 
charming if she had left herself alone for a single instant, but she was 
always posing. She had dark bright eyes ; she had a lovely little arched 
mouth ; and hands so white, so soft, so covered with rings, that one felt 
that it was indeed a privilege when she said, “ Oh, how do you do ? " and 
extended two or three gentle confiding fingers. At first she went nowhere 
except to church, and to walk in the retired paths of the Park de Mon 9 cau, 
although she took in Qalignani and iiSed to read the lists of arrivals. 
But by degrees she began to — chiefly to please me, she said — go out a 
little, to make a few acquaintances. One day I was walking with her 
down the Champs Elys^es, when she suddenly started and looked up at a 
tall, melancholy-looking gentleman who was passing, and who stared at 
her very hard ; and soon after that it was that she began telling me she 
had determined to make an effort for her children’s sake, and to go a little 
more into society. She wanted me to take her to Madame de Girouette’s, 
where she heard 1 was going that evening, and where she believed she 
should meet an old friend of hers, whom she particularly wished to see 
•gain. Would 1 help her ? Would I be so very good ? Of course 1 was 
ready to do anything I could. She came punctual to her time, all grey 
moire and black lace ; a remise was sent for, and we set off, jogging 
along the crowded stregts, with our two lamps lighted, and a surly man, 
in a red waistcoat and an oilskin hat, to drive us to the Rue de Lille* 
All the way there, Mrs. Grimier was strange, silent, nervous, excited. 
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Her eyes were like two shining craters, I thought, when we arrived, and 
as we climbed up the interminable flights of stairs. I guessed who was 
the old friend with the grey moustache in a minute : a good, well-looking, 
sick - looking man, standing bj himself in a corner. 

I spent a cui’ious evening, distracted between Madame do Girouette’s 
sniall talk, to which I was supposed to be listening, and Mrs. Garnier’s 
murmured conversation with her old friend in the corner, to which I wn.i 
vainly endeavouring not to attend. 

“ My dear, imagine a houillorty sunnounted with little tiny flutings all 
round the bottom, and then three I'ucheSy alternating with three little 
volants, with great choux^ at regular intervals ; over this a tunic, caught 
up at the side by ^jardiniere, a ceinture h la Bebe'' 

When you left us I was a child, weak, foolish, easily frightened and 
influenced. It nearly broke my heart. Look me in the face, if you can, and 
tell me you do not believe me,” I heard Mrs. Gamier murmuring in a low, 
thrilling whisper. She did not mean mo to hear itj but she was too 
absorbed in what she was saying to think of all the people round about her. 

“ Ah, Lydia, what does it matter now ? ” the friend answered in a sad 
voice, which touched me somehow. “ We have both been wrecked in our 
ventures, and life has not much left for cither of us now.” 

“ It is cut en hiais," Madame de Girouette "went on ; the pieces which 
are taken out at one end arc let in at the other : the eflect is quite 
charming, and the economy is iiuincnse.” 

‘‘ For you, you married the person you loved,” Lydia Gamier was 
answering ; “ for me, out of the wreck, I have at least my children, and a 
remembrance, and a friend — is it so? Ah, Henry, have I not at least 
a friend ? ” 

“Everybody wants one,” said Madame de Girouette, concluding her con- 
versation, “ and they cannot be made fast enough to supply the demand. I 
am promised naine to wear to-morrow ftt the opening of the salon, but I am 
afraid that you have no chance. How the poor thing is overworked — her 
magazin is crowded — I believe she will leave it all in charge of her pre- 
miere demoiselle, and retire to her carapagne as soon as the season is over.” 

“ And you will come and see me, will you not ? ” said the widow os 
we went away, looking up. I do not know to this day if she was acting. 
I believe, to do her justice, that she was only acting what she really felt, 
as many of us do at times. 

I took Mrs. Gamier home as I had agreed. I did not ask any 
questions. • I met Colonel Ashford on the stairs next day, and I was not 
surprised when, about a week after, Mrs. Gamier came into the drawing-- 
room early one mprning, sinking down at my feet in a careless attitude, 
seized my hand, and said that she had come for counsel, for advice. She 
had had an offer £:om a person whom she respected. Colonel Ash&zd, 
whom 1 might have remarked that night at Madame de Grirouette^s ; would 
I — would I give her my candid opinion ; for her children's mke did 1 not 
think it would be well to think seriously ? . 
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“ And for your own, too, my dear,” said I. Colonel Aehford is in 
Parliament, he is very well off. I believe you will be making an excellent 
marriage. Accept him by all means.” 

Dear friend, since this is your real heartfelt opinion, I value your 
judgment too highly not to act by its dictates. Once, years ago, there 
was thought of this between me and Henry. I will now confide to you, my 
heart has never failed from its early devotion. A cruel fate separated ys. 
I married. He married. We are brought together as by a miracle, but 
om* three children will never know the loss of their parents’ love,” &c. &c. 
Glance, hand-pressure, &c. — tears, &c. Then a long, soft, irritating kiss. 
I felt for the first time in my life inclined to box her ears. 

The little Garniers certainly gained by the bargain, and the colonel 
sat down to write home to his little daughter, and tell her the news. 

Poor little Ella, I wonder what sort of anxieties Mrs. Ashford had 
caused to her before she had been Ella’s father’s wife a year. Miss Ash- 
ford made the best of it. She was a cheery, happy little creature, look- 
ing at everything from the sunny side, adoring her father, running wild 
out of doors, but with an odd turn for house-keeping, and order and 
method at home. Indeed, for the last two years, ever since she was 
twelve years old, she had kept her father’s house. Languid, gentle, 
easily impressed. Colonel Ashford was quite curiously influenced by 
this little daughter. She could make him come and go, and like and 
dislike. I think it was Ella who sent him into Parliament : she could 
not bear Sir Rainham Hichardson, their next neighbour, to be an M.P., 
and an oracle, while her father was only a retired colonel. Her ways 
and her sayings were a strange and pretty mixture of childishness 
and precociousness. She would be ordering dinner, seeing that the 
fires were alight in the study and dining-room, writing notes to save 
her father trouble (Colonel Ashford hated trouble), in her cramped, 
crooked, girlish hand ; the next minute she was perhaps flying, agile- 
footed, round and round the old hall, skipping up and down the oak stairs, 
laughing out like a child as she played with her puppy, and dangled a 
little ball of string under his black nose. Puff, with a youthful bark, 
would seize the ball and go scuttling down the corridors with his prize, 
while Ella pursued him with her quick flying feet. She could sing 
charmingly, with a clear, true, piping voice, like a bird’s, and she used to 
dance to W own singing in the prettiest way imaginable. Her dancing 
was really remarkable : she had the most beautifril feet and. hands, and 
as she seesawed in time, still singing and moving in rhythm, any one 
seeing her could not &il to have been struck by the weird-like little 
accomplishment. Some girls have a passion for dancing— boys have a 
hundred other ways knd means of giving vent to their activity and 
exercising their youthful limbs, and putting out their eager young 
strength; but girls have no such fiances; they are condemned to walk 
through life for the most part quietly, soberly, putting a ourb on the life 
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and vitality which is in them. They long to throw it out, they would 
like to have wings to fly like a bird, and so they dance sometimes with all 
their hearts, and might, and energy. People rarely talk of the poetry of 
dancing, but there is something in it of the real inspiration of art. The 
music plays, the heart beats time, the movements flow as naturally as the 
branches of a tree go waving in the wind 

One day a naughty boy, who had run away, for a lark, from his tutor 
and his schoolroom at Clifie, hard by, and who was hiding in a ditoh, 
happened to see Ella alone in a field. She was looking up at the sky and 
down at the pretty scarlet and white pimpernels, and listening to the 
birds ; suddenly she felt so strong and so light, and as if she must jump 
about a little, she was so happy, and so she did, shaking her pretty golden 
mane, waving her poppies high over head, and singing higher and higher, 
like one of the larks that were floating in mid air. The naughty boy was 
much frightened, and firmly believed that he had seen a fairy. 

“ She was all in white,” he said afterwards, in an aggrieved tone of 
voice. “She’d no hat, or anything; she bounded six foot into the air. 
You never saw anything like it.” 

Master Richardson’s guilty conscience had something to do with his 
alarm. When his friend made a few facetious inquiries he answered quite 
sulkily, — “ Black pudden ? she offered me no pudden or anything else. I 
only wish you had been there, that’s all, then you’d believe a fellow when 
he says a thing, instead of always chaffing.” 

Ella gave up her dancing after the new wife camo to Ash Place. It 
was all so different ; she was not allowed any more to run out in the 
fields alone. She supposed it was very nice having two young com- 
panions like Lisette and Julia, and at first, in her kindly way, the child 
did the honours of her own home, showed them the way which led to her 
rabbits, her most secret bird’s nest, the old i^-grown smugglers’ hole in 
the hollow. Lisette and Julia went trotting about in their frill trousers 
and Chinese tails of hair, examining everything, making their calculations, 
saying nothing, taking it all in (poor little Ella was rather puzzled, and 
could not make them out). Meantime her new mother was gracefully wan- 
dering over the house on her husband’s arm, and standing in attitudes 
a^miriug the view from the windows, and asking gentle little indifferent 
questions, to all of which Colonel Ashford replied unsuspectingly enough. 

“ And so you give the child an allowance ? Is she not very young for 
one ? Atid is this Ella’s room 7 how prettily it is furnished.” 

“ She did it all herself,” said her father, smiling. “ Look at her rockiug- 
horse, and her dolls’ house, and her, tidy little arrangements.” 

The house-keeping books were in a little pile on the table; aveiy 
BUBpioiouB-lookiiig doll was lying on the bed, so were a pile of towels, half 
marked, but neatly folded ; there was a bird singing in a cage, a eqtdrrel, 
a little aged dog — ^Puff^s grandmother — asleep on a cudiion, some lea- 
anemcmes iu a glass, gaping with their horrid mouths, striugs of bMif 
eggs were nu^ded, and whips were hanging tip on the walk^ Ifieke 
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was a gi’cat bunch of flowers in the window, and a long daisy-chain 
fastened up in festoons lound the glass; and then on the toilette-table 
there were one or two valuable trinkets set out in their Jittle cases. 

“Dear me,” said Mrs. Ashford, “is it not a pity to leave such temp- 
tation in the way of the servants ? Little careless thing — had I not better 
keep them for her, Henry ? they are very beautiful.” And Mrs. Ashford 
softly collected Ella’s treasures in her long white hands. 

* “Ella has some very valuable things,” Colonel Ashford said. “ She keeps 
them locked up in a strong box, I believe ; yes, there it is in the comer.” 

“ It had much better come into my closet,” Mrs. Ashford said. “Oh, 
how heavy 1 Come here, strong-arm, and help me.” Colonel Ashford 
obediently took up the box as he was bid. 

“ And I think I may ns well finish marking the dusters,” said 
Mrs. Ashford, looking round the room as she colle^i^d them all in her 
apron. “ The books, of course, arc now my duty. I think Ella will not 
be sorry to be relieved of her cares. Do you know, dear, I think I am 
glad, for her sake, that you married me, as well as for my own. I think 
she has had too much put upon her, is a little too decided, too prononcee 
for one sc young. One would not wish to see her grow up before the 
time. Let them remain young and careless whili* they can, Henry.” 

So when Ella came back to mark the dusters that she had been 
hemming, because Mrs. Milton was in a hurry for them and the house- 
maid had hurt her eye, they were gone, and so were her neat little books 
that -she had taken such pride in, and had been winding up before she 
gave them to Mrs. Ashford to keep in future ; so was her pretty coral 
necklace that she wore of an evening ; and her peails with the diamond 
clasp ; and her beautiful clear carbuncle brooch that she was so fond of, 
and her little gold clasp bracelet. Although Eliza and Susan had lived 
with them all her life long, they had never taken her things, poor Ella 
thought, a little bitterly. “ Quite unsuitable, at your age, dearest,” Mrs. 
Ashford murmured, kissing her fondly. 

And Ella never got them back any more. Many and many other 
things there were she never got back, poor child. Ah me 1 treasures 
dearer to her than the pretty coral necklace and the gold clasp bracelet — • 
liberty, confidence — the tender atmosphere of admiring love in which she 
had always lived, the firat place in her father’s heart. That should never 
be hers again some one had determined. 

The only excuse for Mrs. Ashford is that she was very much in love 
with her husband, and so selfishly attached to hinv that she grudged the 
very care and devotion which little Ella had spent upon her father all these 
years past. Every fresh proof of thought and depth of feeling in such a 
childiidi little creature hdrt and vexed the other woman. Ella must be 
taught her place, this lady determined, not in so many words. Alas 1 if 
we could always set our evil thoughts and schemes to work,' it would 
perhaps be well with us, and better far than drifting, unconscious and 
unwarned, into nameless evil, tinowned to oneself, soarcely xeoogniaed, 
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And 80 the years went by. Julia and Lisette grew up into two great 
tall fashionable bouncing young ladies ; they pierced their ears, turned 
up their pigtails, and dressed very elegantly. Lisette used to wear a 
coral necklace, Julia was partial to a clear carbuncle brooch her mother 
gave her. Little Ella, too, grew up like a little green plant springing up 
through the mild spring rains and the summer sunshine, taller and 
prettier and sadder, every year. And yet perhaps it was as well after 
all that early in life she had to learn to be content with a very little share 
of its bounties : she might have been spoilt and over-indulged if things 
had gone on as they began, if nothing had ever thwarted her, and if all 
her life she had had her own way. She was a bright smiling little thing 
for all her worries, with a sweet little face ; indeed her beauty was so 
remarkable, and her manner so simple and charming, that Julia and Lisette, 
who were a year or two her elders, used to complain to their mother 
nobody ever noticed them when Ella was by. Lady Jane Peppercome, 
their own cousin, w’^as always noticing her, and actually gave her a potato 
off her own plate the other day. 

I fear she is a very forward, designing girl. I shall not think of 
taking her out in London this year,” Mrs. Ashford said, with some 
asperity ; “ nor shall I allow her to appear at our crOquet party next 
week. She is far too young to be brought out.” 

So Ella was desired to remain in her own room on this occasion. 
She nearly cried, poor little thing, but what could she do ? her fathg: was 
away, and when he came back Mrs. Ashford W’ould be sure to explain 
everything to hiol. Mrs. Ashford had explained life in so strangely 
ingenious a manner that he had got to see it in a very topsy-turvy 
fashion. Some things she had explained away altogether, some she had 
distorted and twisted, poor little Ella had been explained and explained, 
until there was scarcely anything of her left at all. Poor child, she some- 
times used to think she had not a single friend in the world, but she 
would chide herself for such fancies : it must be fancy. Her father loved 
her as much as ever, but he was engrossed by business, and it was not 
to be expected he should show what he felt before Julia and Lisette, who 
might be hurt. And then Ella would put all her drawers in order, or sew 
a seam, or go out and pull up a bedful of weeds to chase such morbid 
fancies out of her mind. 

Lady Jane Peppercome, of whom mention has been already made, 
had two houses, one in Onslow Square, another at Hampstead. She was 
very rich, she had never married, and was consequently far more senti- 
mental than ladies of her standing usually are. She was a flighty old 
lady, and lived sometimes at one house, sometimes at the other,^ sometimes 
at hotels here and there, as the fancy seized her. She was very kind as 
well as flighty, and was constantly doing generous things, and trying to 
help any one who seemed to be in trouble or who appeared to wish 
anting she had it in her power to grant. 
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So Tvhen Mrd. Ashford said , — ** Oh, Lady Jane, pity me 1 My hnsband 
says he cannot afford to take me to town this year. I should so like to 

go, for the dear girls* sake of course ” Lady Jane gave a little 

grunt, and said, — I will lend you my house in Onslow Square, if you 
like — that is, if you keep my room ready for me in case I want to come 
up at any time. But I daresay you won’t care for such an unfashionable 
quarter of the world.” 

“ Oh, Lady Jane, how exceedingly kind, how very delightful and 
unexpected 1 ” cried Mrs. Ashford, who had been hoping for it all the 
time, and who hastened to communicate the news to Lisette and Julia. 

“ I shall want a regular outfit, mamma,” said Julia, who was fond of 
dress. Pcrliaps we shall meet young Mr. Richardson in town.” 

“ I shall be snapped up directly by some one, I w^pect,” said Lisette, 
who was very vain, and thought herself irresistible. 

“ Am I to come, too ? ” asked Ella, timidly, from the other end of the 
room, looking up from her sewing. 

“ I do not know,” replied her stepmother, curtly, and Ella sighed a 
little wistfully, and went on stitching. 

“At what ago shall you let me come out? ” she presently asked, shyly. 

“ When you are fit to be trusted in the world, and have cured your 
unruly temper,” said Mrs. Ashford. Ella’s eyes filled with tears, and she 
blushed up ; but her father came into the room, and she smiled through 
her tears, and thought to herself that since her temper was so bad, she 
had Setter begin to rule it that very instant 

It is a bright May morning after a night of rain, and although this is 
London and not the country any more, Onslow Square looks bright and 
clean. Lady Jane has had the house smartly done up : clean chintz, 
striped blinds, a balcony full of mignonette. She has kept two little 
rooms for herself and her maid, but all the rest of the house is at the 
Ashfords’ disposal. Everybody is satisfied, and Ella is enchanted with hor 
little room upstairs. Mrs. Ashford is making lists of visits and dinner- 
parties and milliners’ addresses ; Lisette is looking out of window at 
some carriages which are passing ; the children and nurses are sitting 
under the trees in the square ; Julia is looking at herself in theglaos and 
practising her court curtseys ; and Ella is in the back-room arranging a 
great heap of books in a bookcase. “ I should so like to go to the Palace, 
mamma,” she says, and looking up with a smudgy face, for the books were 
all dirty and covered with dust. “ Do you think there will be room for 
me ? ” 

Ella had no proper pride^ as it is called, and always used to take it 
for granted she was wanted, and that some accident prevented herefrom 
going with the others. ^ “ I am sorry there is no room for yon,. Ella,** said 
Mrs. Ashford, in her deep voice ; “ I have asked Mr. BichardsoZl to oOme 
with ns, and if he fi&ils, I promised to call for the CoonteM Brioabrao^ 
Pray, if you do not care for walking^ in the B(|nain tkla aftemooiit eee 
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that my maid puts my things properly away in the oupboards, as well 
as Julia’s and Lisette’s, and help her to fold the dresses, because it is 
impossible for one person to manage these long trains unassisted.” 

“ Very well,” said Ella, cheerfully. I hope you will have a pleasant 
day. How nice it must be to be going.” 

“ I wish you would learn not to wish for everything and anything 
that you happen to hear about, Ella,” said Mrs. Ashford. ** If you hear 
any visitors coming, go away, for I cannot allow you to be seen in this 
dirty state.” 

“ There’s a ring,” said Ella, gathering some of the books together. 
“ Good-by.” 

Young Mr. Richardson, who was announced immediately after, passed 
a pretty maid-servant, carrying a great pile of folios upon the stairs. She 
looked BO little fitted for the task that he involuntarily stopped and said, 
Can I assist you ? ” TJio little maid smiled, and shook her head, with- 
out speaking. “ What a charming little creature !” thought Mr. Richardson. 
He came to say that he and his friend. Jack Pretty man, were going to 
ride down together, and would join the ladies at the Palace. 

“ We are to pick Colonel Ashford up at his club,” Mrs. Ashford said, 
“and Madame de Bricabrac. I shall count upon you then.” And the 
young ladies waved him gracious au revoirs from the balcony. 

“ Oh I don’t you like white waistcoats, Julia?” said Lisette, as she 
watched him down the street. 

They are gone. Ella went up to help with the dresses, but presently 
the maid said in her rude way that she must go down to dinner, and she 
could not have anybody messing the things about while she was away. 
Carter hated having a “ spy ” set over her, as she called Miss Ashford. 
The poor little spy went back to the drav/ing-room. She was too melan- 
choly and out of spirits to dress herself and go out. Her face was still 
smudgy, and she had cried a little over Lisette’s pink tarlatane. Her 
heart wanTr down, down, down. She did so long for a little fun and 
delight, and laughter and happiness. She knew her father would say, 
“ Where is Ella? ” and her mother would answer, “ Oh, I really cannot 
account for Ella’s fancies. She was sulky this morning again. I cannot 
manage her strange tempers.” 

The poor child chanced to see her shabby face and frock and tear- 
stained cheeks in one of the tall glasses over the gilt tables. It was very 
silly, but the wobegone little face touched her so ; she was so sorry foi 
it that all of a su^en she burst out sob, sob, sob, (nymg, “ Oh, how 
nice it must be to be loved and cherished, and very happy,” she thought 
“ Oh, I could be so good if they would only love me.” She could not bear 
to think more directly of her frthei^’B change of feeling. She sat down on 
the door, as she had a way of doing, all in a little heap, storing at the 
empty grate* The fire had burnt out, and no one had thought ^ 
relightiiig it. For a few minutes her tears overfiowed, and she and 
cried in two rivuletf down her black little &ce* She thought hw# Hbxten 
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sho was, what a dull life she led, how alone she lived — such a rush 
of regret and misery overpowered her, that she hid her face in her hands, 
unconscious of anything else but her own sadness. . . . 

She did not hear the bell ring, nor a carriage stop, nor Lady Jane’s 
footsteps. She came across the room and stood looking at her. Why, 
my dear little creature, what is the matter ? ” said the old lady at last. 
“ Crying? don’t you know it is very naughty to cry, no matter bow bad 
things are ? Are they all gone — are you all alone ? ” 

Ella jumped up, quite startled, blushed, wiped her tears in a smudge. 

thought nobody would see me cry,” she said, “for they are all gone 
to the Crystal Palace.” 

“And did they leave you behind quite by yourself?” the old lady 
asked. ^ 

“ They were so sorry they had no room for me,” said good-natured 
little Ella. She could not bear to hear people blamed. “ They had pro- 
mised Madame de Bricabrac.” 

“ Is that all ? ” said Lady Jane, in her kind imperious way. “ Why, I 
have driven in from Hampstead on purpose to go there too. There’s a 
great flower-show to-day, and you know I am a first-rate gardener. I’ve 
brought up a great hamper of things. Put on your bonnet, wash your 
face, and come along directly. Tve plenty of room. Wlio is that talking 
in that rude way? ” for at that instant Carter called out from the drawing- 
room door, without looking in, — 

“ Now then, Miss Ella, you can come and help me fold them 
dresses. I’m in a nurry.” 

Carter was much discomposed when Lady Jane appeared, irate, 
dignified. 

“ Go upstairs directly, and do not forget yourself again,” said the 
old lady. 

“ Oh, I think I ought to go and fold up the dresses,” said Ella, hesi- 
tating, flushing, blushing, and looking more than grateful. “ How very 
very kind of you to think of me. Pm afraid they wouldn’t — I’m afraid 
I’ve no bonnet. Oh, thank you, I — but ” 

“ Nonsense, child,” said Lady Jane ; “ my maid shall help that 
'woman. Here,” ringing the bell violently, to the footman, — what have 
you done with the hamper I brought up ? let me see it unpacked hei-e 
immediately. Can’t trust those people, my dear — always see to ever)’- 
thing myself.” 

All sorts of delicious things, scents, colours, spring-flowers and vege- 
tables came out of the hamper in delightful confusion. It was a hamper 
full of treasures — Iweet, bright, delioious-tasted — asparagus, dafibdillies, 
bluebells, salads, cauliflowers, hot-houaa flowers, cowslips from the fields, 
azalias. Ella^s natty little fingers arranged them all about the room in 
plates and in vases so perfectly and so quickly, that old Lady Jane cried 
out in admiration,— 

^ Why, you would be a first-rate girl, if you didn’t cry. Here, ycd 
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John, got some bowls and trays for the vegetables, green pease, straw- 
berries ; and oh, here’s a cucumber and a nice little early pumpkin. I liad 
it foi'ced, my dear. Your stepmother tells me she is passionately fond of 
pumpkins. Here, John, take all this down to the cook ; tell her to put 
it in -a cool larder, and order the carriage and horses round directly. Now 
then,” t(» Ella, briskly, “ go and put your things on, and come along with 
me. ni make matters straight. I always do. There, go directly. I 
can’t have the horses kept. Raton, my coachman, is terrible if he is kept 
waiting — frightens me to death by his driving when he is put out.” 

Ella did not hesitate a moment longer ; she rushed upstairs ; her 
little feet flew as they used to do formerly. She came down in a minute, 
panting, rapturous, with shining hair and a bright face, in her very 
best Sunday frock, cloak, and hat. Shabby enough they were, but she 
was too happy, too excited, to think about the deficiencies in her toilet. 

“ Dear me, this will never do, I see,” said the old lady, looking at her 
disapprovingly ; but she smiled so kindly as she spoke, that Ella was not 
a bit frightened. 

“ Indeed, I have no other,” she said. 

“ John,” cried the old lady, “ where is my maid ? Desire her to come 
and speak to me directly. Now then, sir I ” 

All her servants knew her ways much too well not to fly at her 
commands. A maid appeared as if by magic. 

Now, Batter, be quick ; get that blue and silycr bournous of mine 
from the box upstairs — it will look very nice ; and a pair of grey kid 
gloves, Batter ; and let me see, my dear, you wouldn’t look well in a 
brocade. No, that grey satin skirt. Batter ; her own white bodice will 
do, and we can buy a bonnet as we go along. Now, quick ; am 1 to l>e 
kept waiting all day ? ” 

Ella in a moment found herself transformed somehow into the most 
magnificent lady she had seen for many a day. It was like a dream, she 
could hardly believe it ; she saw herself move majestically, sweeping in 
silken robes across the very same pier-glass, where a few minutes before 
she had looked at the wretched little melancholy creature, crying with a 
dirty face, and watched the sad tears flowing. . . . 

“Now then— now then,” cried Lady Jane, who was always saying 
“Now then,” and urging people on— “where’s my page— are the outriders 
there? They are all workhouse boys, my dear; they came to me as thin 
and starved as church mice, and then I fatten them up and got ’em situa- 
tions. I always go with outriders. One’s obliged to keep up a certain 
dignity in these Char^t days— universal reform— sufifrage— vote by ballot. 
I’ve no Jiatienoe with Mr. Gladstone, and it all rests with us to keep omv 
selves well aloof. Get in, get in ! Drive to Sydenham, if you please.” 

' Lady Jane’s manners entirely chafed when she spoke to Eaton. And 
it is a feet that coachmen from their tall boxe* rule with a very lug^ 
hand, and most ladies tremble before them. Eaton looked very alamjitg 

UH wig, %ith his shoebuc^es and great red fhce. 
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What a fairy tale it was 1 There was little Ella sitting in this lovely 
chariot, galloping down the Brompton Road, with all the little boys cheer- 
ing and hurrahing ; and the little outriders clattering on ahead, and the 
old lady sitting bolt upright as pleased as Punch. She really had been 
going to Sydenham ; but I think if she had not, she would have s^t off 
instantly, if she thought she would make anybody happy by so doing. 
They stopped at a shop in the Brompton Road — the wondering shop- 
woman came out. 

“A white bonnet, if you please,” said Lady Jane. “That will do 
very well. Here, child, put it on, and mind you don’t crease the 
strings.” And then away and away they went once more through the 
town, the squares, over the bridges. They saw the ships and steamers 
coming down the silver Thames, but the carriage ne^er stopped : the out- 
riders paid the tolls and clattered on ahead. They rolled along pleasant 
country lanes and fields, villas and country-houses, road-side inns and 
pedestrians, and crawling carts and carriages. At the end of three-quarters 
of an hour, during which it seemed to Ella as if the whole gay cortege had 
been flying through the air, they suddenly stopped at lost, at the great 
gates of a Crystal Palace blazing in the sun and standing on a hill. A 
crowd was looking on. All sorts of grand people were driving up in 
their carriages ; splendid ladies were passing in. Two gentlemen in white 
waistcoats were dismounting from their horses just as Ella and Lady Jane 
were arriving. They, rushed up to the carriage-door, and helped them to 
the ground. 

“And pray, sir, who are you?” said Lady Jane, as soon as she was 
safely deposited on her two little flat feet witli the funny old-fashioned shoes. 

The young man coloured up and bowed. “You don’t remember me. 
Lady Jane,” he said. “ Chailes Richardson — I have had the honour of 
meeting you at Ash Place, and at Cliffe, my uncle’s house. This is my 
friend Mr. Pretty man.” 

“ This is Mr. Richardson, my dear Ella, and that is Mr. Prettyman. 
Tell them to come back in a couple of hours ” (to the page), “ and desire 
Baton to see that the horses have a feed. Now then— yes^ — give her 
your arm, and you are going to take me ? — ^very well,” to the other white 
waistcoat ; and so they went into the palace. 

What are young princes like now-a-da3r8 7 Do they wear diamond 
aigrettes, swords at their sides, top-bcOts, and little short cloaks over one 
dioulder 7 The only approach to romance that I can see, is the flower in 
their button-hole, mid the nice little moustaches and curly beards in 
which they delight. But all the same besides the ^ower in the button, 
there is also, I think, a possible flower of sentiment still growing in the 
soft hearts of princes in these days, as in the old days long, long ago. 

Charles Biohardaou was a short ugly little many very geudemsnlike, 
and well dressed. He was the next heir to a baroneti^; he had a pslo 
&oe and a snub nose, and sooh a fine estate in prospeo t ^ Ol iffe Court 
its name was— that I do not wondetr at AOm adnfliatioB flv 
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him. As for Ella, she thought how kind he had been on the Btaira 
that morning ; she thought what a bright genial smile he had. How 
charming he looked, she said to herself; no, never, never, hod she dreamt 
of any one so nice. She was quite — more than satisfied, no prince 
in romance would have seemed to her what this one was, there actually 
walking beside her. As for Bichardson himself, it was a case of love at 
first sight. He had seen many thousand young ladies in the last few 
years, but not one of them to compare with this sweet-iaoed, ingenuous, 
tender, bright little creature. He offered her his arm, and led her along. 

Ella observed that he said a few words to his friend ; she Little guessed 
their purport. “ You go first,” he whispered, “ and if you see the Ashfords 
get out of the way. I should have to walk with those girls, and my 
heart is here transfixed for ever.” . . . . “ Whore have I seen you 

before ? ” he went on, talking to Ella, as they roamed through the beautiful 
courts and gardens, among fountains and flowers, and rare objects of art. 
‘‘ Forgive me for asking you, but I must have met you somewhere long 
ago, and have never forgotten you. I am haunted by your face.” Ella 
was too much ashamed to tell him where and how it was they had met 
that very morning. She remembered him perfectly, but she thought he 
Avould rush away and leave her, if she told him that the untidy little 
scrub upon the stairs had been herself. And she was so happy : music 
playing, flowers blooming, the great wonderful fairy palace flashing over 
head ; the kind, clever, delightful young man to escort her ; the gay 
company, the glitter, the perfume, the statues, the interesting figures of 
Indians, the dear dear, kind Lady Jane to look to for sympathy and for 
good-humoured little nods of encouragement. She had never been so 
happy ; she had never known what a wonder the palace might be. Her 
heart was so full. It was all so lovely, so inconceivably beautiful and 
delightful, that she was nearly tipsy with delight ; her head turned for an 
instant, and she clung to young Richardson’s protecting arm. 

“ Are you faint — are you ill? ” he said, anxiously. 

** Oh, no 1 ” said Ella, “ it’s only that everything is so beautiihl ; it ia 
almost more than I can bear. I — I am not often so happy ; oh, it is so 
chatming 1 1 do not think anything could be so delightful in all the 

world." She looked herself so charming and unconscious os she spoke, 
looking up with her beautiful face out of her white bonnet, that the 
young fellow felt as if he must propose to her, then and there, off-hand, 
on the very spot j and at the instant he looked up passionately — O 
horror I— he caught sight of the Ashfords, mother’, daughter®, Madame 
de Biicabrao, all in a row, coming right down upon them. 

“ Pr«rt;yman, this way to the right,” cried little Bichardson, deqpe- 
ratelyi and Prettyman, who was a good-natured fellow, said, « This tny, 
Lady Jane ; th^’s some people we wont to avoid over there.” 

<< I’m it was," Liiette said. ** 1 knew the colour (ff his 
^ tralkiBg with, I wonder ? ” 
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Some lady of rank, evidently,” said Julia. “ I tkink they went up 
into the gallery in search of us.” 

Let us go into the gallery, dears,” said Mrs. Ashford, and away they 
trudged. 

# # w « » 

The young men and their companions had gon6 into the Tropics, and 
meanwhile were sitting under a spreading palm-tree, eating pink ices ; 
while the music played and played more delightfully, and all the air was 
full of flowers and waltzes, of delight, of sentiment. To young Richardson 
the whole palace was Ella in everything, in every sound, and flower and 
fountain ; to Ella, young Richardson seemed an enormous giant, and his 
kind little twinkling eyes were shining all lound her. 

Poor dear ! she was so little used to being happj>, her happiness almost 
overpowered her. 

Are you going to the ball at Guildhall, to-morrow ? ” Mr. Richardson 
was saying to his unknown princess. How sliall I ever meet you again ? 

will you not tell me your name ? But ” 

“ I -wonder what o’clock it is, and where your mother can be, Ella,” 
Bilid Lady Jane ; “ it’s very odd we have not met.” 

« « # « « 

can’t imagine where they can have hid themselves,” said Julia, 

very crossly, from the gallery overhead. 

^'I’m so tired, and I’m ready to drop,” said Miss Lisettc. 

“ Oh, let us sit,” groaned Madame de Bricabrac. “ 1 can walk no 
more ; what does it matter if we do not find your friends ? ” 

“ If we take our places at the door,” said Lisette, “ we shall be sure 
to catch them as they pass.” 

* * * « * 

Perhaps I may be able to go to the ball,” said the princess, doubt- 
fully. “ I — I don’t know.” Lady Jane made believe not to be listening. 
The voices in the gallery passed on. Lady Jane having finished her ice, 
pulled out her little watch, and gave a scream of terror. “ Heavens 1 my 
time is up,” she said. “ Raton will frighten me out of my wits, driving 
home. Come, child, come — come — come. Make haste — thank these 
gentlemen for their escort,” and she went skurrying along, a funny little 
active figure, followed by the breathless young people. They got to the 
door at last, where Raton was waiting, looking veiy ferocious. * “ Oh, 
good-by,” said Ella. “ Thank you so much,” as Richardson helped her 
into the chariot. 

“ And you will not forget me ? ” he said, in a low voice. I shall not 
need any name to remember you by.” 

4 “ My name is Ella,” she answered, blushing, and driving off ; and 
then Ella flung her arms round Lady Jane, and began to oxy again, and 
said, ** Oh, I have been so happy 1 so happy 1 How good, good of you 
to make ms so happy 1 Oh, thank you, dear Lady Jana 1 ” 

The others came back an hour afler them, Poking iattremely czt)i0) 
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and were much surprised to find Lady Jane in the drawing-room. I am 
not going back till Wednesday,” said the old lady. “ I’ve aeveral tbinga 
to do in town. . . . Well, have you had a pleasant day ? ” 

“ Not at all,” said Mrs. Ashford plaintively. “ The colonel deserted 
us ; we didn’t find our young men till just as we were coming away. 
We are all very tired, and want some supper. Some of your delicious 
fruit. Lady Jane.” 

“ Oh, dear, how tired I am 1” said Julia. 

“Poor Kichardson was in very bad spirits,” said LiMctte. 

“ What a place it is for losing one another,” said old Lady Jane. “ I 
took Ella there this afternoon, and though I looked about I couldn’t see 
you anywhere.” 

“ Ella ! ” cried the other girls, astonished ; “ was she there ? ” . . . 
But they were too much afraid of Lady Jane to object more openly. 

That evening, after the otheis left the room, as Ella was pouring out the 
tea, she summoned up courage to ask W’hcther she might go to the ball at 
Guildhall with the others next evening. “ Pray, pray, please take me,” 
she implored. Mrs. Ashford looked up amazed at her audacity. 

Poor little Ella! refused, scorned, snubbed, wounded, pained, and dis- 
appointed. She finished pouring out the tea in silence, while a few bitter 
scalding tears dropped from her eyes into the teacups. Colonel Ashford 
drank some of them, and asked for more sugar to put into his cup. 

“ There, never mind,” he said, kindly. He felt vexed with his wife, 
and sorry for the child; but he was, ns usual, too weak to iiiterlere. 
“ You know you are too young to go into the world, Ella. When your 
sisters are married, then your turn will come.” 

Alas 1 would it ever come? The day’s delight had given her a longing 
for more ; and now she felt the beautiful glittering vision was only a 
vision, and over already : the cloud-capped towers, the gorgeous palace ; 
and the charming prince himself — was ho a vision too ? Ah I it was too 
sad to think of. Presently Lisette and Julia came back ; they had been 
upstairs to see about their dresses. 

“ I shall wear my bird-of-paradise, and my yellow tarlatane,” said 
Lisette ; “ gold and purple is such a lovely contrast.” 

“Gobert has sent me a lovely thing,” said Julia ; “ tricolour flounces 
aU the way up — she has so much tasto.” 

Good old Lady Jane asked her maid next morning if any dress was 
being got ready for Miss Ella. Hearing that she wa.*! not going, and that 
00 preparations were being made, she despatched Batter on a secret 
mission, and ordered her carriage at nine o’clock that evening. She went 
out herself soon after breakfast in a hired brougham, dispensing with the 
outriders for once. Ella was hard at work all day for her sisters : her little 
fingers qiulled, fluted, frilled, pleated, pinned, tacked the trimmings on their 
dresses more dl^terously than any dressmaker or maid-servant could da 
She looked so pretty^ so kind, ahd so tired, so wistful, as she came to help 
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them to drees, that Lisette waa quite touched, and said, — Well, Ella, I 
shouldn’t wonder if, after I am snapped up, you were to get hold of a 
husband some day. I daresay some people might think you nice-looking.” 

“ Oh, do you think so really, Lisette ? ” said Ella, quite pleased ; and 
then faltering, “ Do you think .... Shall you see Mr. Richardson ? ” 

“ Of course I shall,” said Lisette. “ He was talking great nonsense 
yesterday after we found him ; saying that he had met with perfection at 
last — very devoted altogether ; scarcely spoke to me at all ; but that is 
the greatest proof of devotion, you know. I know what he meant very 
well. I shouldn’t be at all surprised if he waa to propose to-night. I 
don’t know whether I shall have him. I’m always afraid of being thrown 
away,” said Lisette, looking over her shoulder at her train. 

Ella longed to send a message, a greeting of ^ome sort, to Lisette’s 
adorer. Oh, how she envied her; what would she not have given to be 
going too ? . 

“ What I are not you dressing, child? ” said Lady Jane, coming into the 
room. Are they again obliged to call for Madame de Bricabrac ? I 
had looked up a pair of shoebuckles for you in case you went ; but keep 
them all the same, they only want a little rubbing up.” 

Oh, thank you ; how pretty they are ; how kind you are to me,” 
said Ella, sadly. “ I — I — am not going.” And she burst out crying. 

It was just dreadful not to go ; the poor child had had a great draught 
of delight the day before, and she was aching and sickening for more, and 
longing with a passion of longing which is only known to very young 
people — she looked quite worn and pale through her tears. 

“ Rub up your shoebuckles — that will distract you,” said the old lady, 
kindly. “ They are worth a great deal of money, though they are only 
paste ; and if you peep in my room you will find a little pair of slippers 
to wear them with. I hope they will fit. I could hardly get any small 
enough for you.” They were the loveliest little white satin slippers, with 
satin heels, all embroidered with glass beads ; but small as they were, 
they were a little loose, only Ella took care not to say so, as she tried 
them on. 

We all know what is coming, though little Ella had no idea of it. The 
ball was at Guildhall, one of the grandest and gayest that ever was giten 
in the city of London. It waa in honour of the beautiftil young Princess, 
who had just landed on our shores. Princes, ambassadorB, nobles, atars, 
orders aitd garters and decorations, were to be present ; idl the grandest, 
gayest, richest, happiest people in the country, aU the most beautlM ladies 
and jewels and flowers, were to be there to do homage to the peerless 
young bride. The Ashfords had no sooner started, than Lady Jane, who 
hod been very mysterious all day, and never told any one that she had 
been to the city to procure two onormous golden tiolrots which were up 
in her bedroom, now came, smiling very benevolently, into the drawifig^ 
room. Little Ella was standing out in the balcony with her. pale ftoe 
and all her hair tumbling down her back.*^ She had too to pht 
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it up) and now Bhe was only thinking of the ball) and pioturing the dear 
little ugly disappointed face of Prince Kichardeon, when he should look 
about everywhei’e for her in vain — while she was standing hopelessly 
gazing afler the receding carriage. 

“Well, my dear, have you rubbed up the shoebuckles? That is 
right,” said the old lady. “ Now come quick into my room and see some 
of my conjuring.” 

Conjuring 1 It was the most beautiful white net dress, frothed and 
frothed up to the waist, and looped up with long grasses. The conjuring 
was her own dear old pearl necklace with the diamond clasp and a 
diamond star for her hair. It was a bunch of grasses and delicate white 
azalias for a headdress, and over all the froth a great veil of flowing white 
net. The child opened her violet eyes, gasped, screamed, and began 
dancing abolit the room like a mad thing, jumping, bounding, clapping 
her hands, all so softly and gaily, and yet so lightly, in such an ecstasy 
of delight, that Lady Jane felt she was more than rewarded. 

“ Ah ! there she is at last ! ” cried Mr. Kichardson, who jvas 
turning careYuUy round and round with the energetic Lisette. 

“ What do you mean ? ” said Lisette. 

Can you fancy her amazement when she looked round and saw Ella 
appearing in her snow and sunlight dress, looking so beautiful that every- 
body turned to wonder at her, and to admire ? As for Ella, she saw no 
one, nothing; she was looking up and down, and right and leit, fortlie kind 
little pale plain face which she wanted. 

“ Excuse me one minute, Miss Lisette,” said Mr. Richardson, leaving 
poor Lisette planted in the middle of the room, and rushing forward. 

“ Are you engaged,” Ella heard a breathless voice saying in her ear, 
“ for the next three, six, twenty dances ? I am so delighted you have 
come I I thought you were never coming.” 

Julia had no partner at all, and was standing close by the entrance with 
her mother. ^ They were both astounded at the apparition. Mrs. Ashford 
came forward to make sure that her eyes were not deceiving her. Could 
it be— ? yes — no, — yes, it was Ella. She flicked her fan indignantly into 
an alderman's eye, and looked so fierce, that the child began to tremble* 

“ Please forgive me, mamma,” said Ella, piteously. 

“ Forgive you I never,” said Mrs. Ashford, indignant. “ What does all 
this mean, pr^?” she continued. “Lady Jane, I really must — ” 
and then She stopped, partly because she was so angry she could scarcely 
apeak, and partly because she could not afford to quarrel with Lady Jane 
uiitil the season was over. 

“ 7ou really mu$t forgive me, dear Lydia,” said Lady Jane. ** She 
wanted to come so much, I could not resist bringing her.” 

Weber's inspiriting last waltz was being played ; the people and muaio 
went waving to and fro like the waves of the sea, sudden ahart) notes of 
^^oeeding svreetness somided, uid at the sound the figures aU swa^^ in 
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hurmony. The feet kept unseen measure to the music ; the harmonious 
rhythm thrilled and controlled them all. The music was like an en- 
chantment, which kept them moving and swaying in circles and in 
delightful subjection. Lassitude, sadness, disappointment, Ella’s alam, all 
melted away for the time ; pulses beat, and the dancers seesawed to the 
measure 

All that evening young Richardson danced with Ella and with no one 
else : they scarcely knew how the time went. It was a fairy world : they 
were flying and swimming in melody — the fairy hours went by to music, 
in light, in delightful companionship. Ella did not care for Mrs. Ashford's 
darkening looks, for anything that might happen : she was so happy in the 
moment, she almost forgot to look for Lady Jane’s sympathetic glance. 

“ You must meet me in the ladies’ cloak-room punctually at half-past 
eleven,” her patroness had whispered to her. “ 1 cannot keep Raton, 
with his bad cough, out after twelve o’clock. Mind you are punctual, 
for I have promised not to keep him waiting.” 

Yes, yes, dear Lady Jane,” said Ella, and away she danced again to 
th% music. And time went on, and Julia had no partners; and Colonel 
Ashford came up to his wile, saying, — “ I’m so glad you arranged for Ella 
too,” he said. “ How nice she is looking. What is the matter with Julia ; 
why don’t she dance ? ” 'J’umty, tumtj', tumty, went the instrumenls. 
And meanwhile Mr. Richardson was saying, — “Your dancing puts me in 
mind of a fairy I once saw in a fj<*ld at ClilTe long ago. Nobody would 
ever believe me, but I did sec one.” 

“ A fairy — what was slie like ? ” asked Ella. 

“ She was very like you,” said Mr. Richardson, laughing. I do 
believe it wan you, and that was the time when I saw you before.” 

“ No, it was not,” said Ella, blushing, and feeling slie ought to confess. 
“ I will tell you,” she said, “ if you will promise to dance one more dxmee 
with me, after you know, — Only one.” 

“ Then you, too, remember,” he cried, eagerly. “ One more dance? — 
twenty — for ever and ever. Ah, you must know, you n;u8t guess the 
feeling in my heai’t. . . .” 

“ Listen first,” said Ella, trembling very much and waltzing on very 
slowly. “ It was only the other day ” The clock struck three-quarters. 

“ Ella, I am going,” said Lady June, tapping her on the rfiouldei’. 
“ Come along, my dear ” 

“ On® word 1 ” cried Richardson, eagerly. 

“ You can stay with your mother if you like,” the old lady went on, 
preoccupied — she was thinking of her ooachman’s ire — ** but X advise you 
to come with me.” 

“ Oh, pray, pray stay I ” said young Richardson ; where ia your 
mother ? Let me go and ask her ? ” 

** You had better go yourself, Ella,” said old Lady Jane. ** Will you 
give me your arm to the door, Mr. Richardson ? ” 

Ella went up to Mrs. Aih^rd-Hdie ma bold with hi^piuesa 
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and made her request. “ Stay with me ? certainly not, it is quite out of 
the question. You do me groat honour,” said the lady, laughing eafeas- 
tically.* “Lady Jane brought you, Lady Jane must take you back,” said 
the stepmother. “ Follow your chaperone if you please, I have no room for 
you in my brougham. Go directly, Miss I ” said Mrs. Ashford, so savagely 
that the poor child was quite frightened and set off running after the other 
two. She would have caught them up, but at that instant Lisette — who had 
at last secured a partner— came waltzing up in such a violent, angry way, 
that she bumped right up against the little flying maiden and nearly 
knocked her down. Ella gave a low cry of pain : they had trodden on 
her foot roughly — they had wounded her; her little satin slipper had 
come off. Poor Ella stooped and tiled to pull at the slipper, but other 
couples came surging up, and she was alone, and frightened, and obliged 
to shuffle a little way out of the crowd before slic could get it on. Tlie 
poor little frightened thing thought she never should get through the 
crowd. She made the best of her way to the cloak-room : it seemed to 
her as if she had been hours getting there. At last she reached it, only 
to see, to her dismay, as she went in at one door the other two g(^ing 
out of another a long way off ! She culled, but they did not hear her, 
and at the same moment St. Paul’s great clock began slowly to strike 
twelve. “ My cloak, my cloak, anything, please,” she cried in great 
agitation and anxiety; and a stupid, bewildered maid hastily threw a 
shabby old shawl over her shoulders — it belonged to some assistant in 
the place. Little Ella, more and more friglitened, pulled it up as she 
hurried along the blocked passages and corridors all lined with red and 
thronged with people. They all stared at her in surprise as she flew 
along. Presently her net tunic caught in a doorway and tore into n 
long ragged shred which trailed after her. In her agitation her comb fell 
out of her hair — she looked all scared and frightened — nobody would have 
recognized the beautiful triumphal princess of half an hour before. She 
heard the linkmen calling, “ Peppercorne’s carriage stops the way I ” and 
slie hurried faster and faster down the endless passages and steps, and at 
hist, just as she got to the doorway — O horror ! she saw the carriage and 
outriders going gleaming off in the moonlight, while every thing else 
looked black, dark, and terrible, 

“ Stop, stop, please stop I ” cried little Ella, rushing out into the street 
through th® amazed footmen and linkmen. “ Stop I stop I ” she cried, 
flying past Eichardson himself, who could hardly believe his eyes, Raton 
Only whipped his horses, and Ella saw them disappearing into gloom in 
the distance in a sort of agony of despair. Sho was excited beyond 
measure, and exaggerated all her feelings. What was to be done 7 Go 
back ?— that was impossible j walk home 7— she did not know her way* 
Was it fkne^ 7— was not somebody following her 7 She felt quite despe*' 
rate in the moonlight and darkness. At that instant it seemed to her 
like a faii7 chariot coming to her rescue, when a cabman, who wai 
•lowly pa^g, stopped and said, “ Cab, mum 7 
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“ Yes I oh, yca I To Onslow Square,” cried Ella, jumping in and 
sliuiting the door in delight and relief. She drove off just as the 
bewildered little Richardson, who had followed her, reached the spot. 
He came up in time only to see the cab drive off, and to pick up some- 
thing which was lying shining on the pavement. It was one of the 
diamond buckles which had fallen from her shoe as she jumped in. This 
little diamond buckle might, perhaps, have led to her identification if 
young Richardson had not taken the precaution of ascertaining from old 
Lady Jane, Ella's name and address. 

He sent a servant next morning with a little parcel and a note to 
inquire whether one of the ladies had lost what was enclosed, and whether 
Colonel Ashford would see him at one o'clock on business. 

“ Dear me, what a pretty little buckle ! ” said Linctte, trying it on her 
large flat foot. It looks very nice, don’t it, Julia ? I think I guess — 
don’t you ? — what he is coming for ? I shall say ‘ No.’ ” 

“It’s too small for you. It would do better for me,” said Julia, 
contemplating her own long slipper, embellished with the diamonds. “ It 
is not ours. We must send it back, I suppose.” 

“A shoebuckle,” said Ella, coming in from the kitchen, where she 
had been superintending preserves in her little brown frock. “Let me 
see it. Oh, how glad I am ; it is mine. Look here ! ” and she pulled the 
fellow out of her pocket. “ Lady Jane gave them to me.” 

And so the prince arrived beibre luncheon, and was closeted with 
Colonel Ashford, who gladly gave his consent to what he wanted. And 
when Mrs. Ashford began to explain things to him, as was her way, he 
did not listen to a single word she said. He was so absorbeef wondering 
when Ella was coming into the room. Ho thought once he heard a little 
rustle on the stairs outside, and he jumped up and rushed to the door. 
It was Ella, sure enough, in her-shabby little gown. Then he knew 
where and when he had seen her before. 

“ Ella, why did you run away from me last night ? ” he said. ** You 
see 1 have followed you alter all.” 

They were so good, so happy, so devoted to one another, that even 
Lisette and Julia relented. Dear little couple ; good luck go with them, 
happiness, content, and plenty. There was eomething quite touching In 
their youth, tenderness, and simplicity, and as they drove^ off in their 
carriage lor the honeymoon, Lady Jane flung the very identioal satin 
dipper after them whi^ Ella should have lost at the balL 
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Tue object of the present paper is that it may serve as a familiar guide or 
companion to the fine Exhibition of National Portraits now on view at 
South Kensington. There is, of course, a catalogue of those portraits ; 
and considering the range and difficulty of the subject, it is very creditably 
executed. But they are 1,030 in number to begin with, which confines 
the compilers of the catalogue within the narrowest possible limits. And, 
in the second place, the exhibition is of a nature too peculiar to be a 
proper subject for ordinary catalogue treatment. The mass of the pictures 
composing it are not interesting as works of art, but as illustrations of 
history ; and their interest varies so prodigiously in degree on this account, 
that Bonre deserve as many pages as others do lines of commentary. Our 
duty would therefore seem to be to select from the wdiole body those 
works which are most worthy a visitor’s attention ; indicating great 
artistic merit where it is generally allowed to exist by experts in those 
matters; but mainly remembering that portraiture is a kind of biography, 
and that the people here portrayed have, on the whole, been the loaders 
of English life, and ought to be remembered with some familiarity. But 
before beginning the task as thus conceived by us, a few words must be 
given to the^istory of the undertaking. The suggestion of it came from 
the Earl of Derby, whose powerful influence has mainly contributed to 
its success ; and the collection has been formed under the superintend- 
ence of Mr. Samuel Redgrave, by Mr. Soden Smith, the Rev. James 
Beck, and Mr. R. F. Sketchley, who has acted as secretary. Most of the 
great houses of England, from Windsor downwards, such as Althorp, 
Longleat, Knowsley, Chatsworth, <&c., have furnished portraits, and their 
example has been follow'ed by colleges, corporations, and the halls of 
country squires. In fact, there has been a good creaming of our English 
portraits galleries ; not a final one, for more yet remains, and must be 
niade use of next year ; but still one which gives a fair representation of 
our Engliab portraits down to 1688. Next year, those of later dates 
<k)me on. But it is also intended, we are glad to learn, that a second 
creami^iig shall take place, before then, of the earlier times ; and now that 
|he country is getting widely informed about the whole aflbir, treasures 
will come to light the existence of which is hardly yet suspected. Only 
the other day we learned by accident that an old York^ire family 
possesses a complete or nearly complete senes of the famous Whartons 
doTTO to the eocmtrio duke, immortalized by Pope, who died at 
Tarty^j^cma in 1781. Bu^ their possessor, it seems, never knew that any 
ns 4uit of the Exhibition was in the wind. The search ihr 
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future materials must be more minute than it has been hitherto; and it 
would be well if those who have old portraits of any kind in their 
possession would put themselves in communication with the South 
Kensington authoiities. 

After this brief preamble, let us commence our ciceroneship by 
advising the reader to do his work chronologically. For this purpose? 
he ascends the stairs instead of entering the gallery immediately before 
him, and finds himself in the Eastern Corridor amongst the old potentates 
of the PJantagenct reigns. Portraiture, he sees at once, is a thing of 
comparatively modern date in England. There arc only a few portraits 
of very ancient times, and of these, some arc trashy fictions, many are 
of artificial origin, and nearly all arc of uncertain date and authorship. 
The first class is represented by a “Rosamond CJ^ifford ” (No. 1), purely 
imaginary ; and by a “ Sir William Wallace ” (No. 2), in a tartan 
scarf, evidently drawn from some Argyleshire cattle-lifter under sentence 
of death at Glasgow about the period of the Union. There is a significance 
in this imposture which illustrates the whole subject of poitrait-man«- 
facturc. To put Wallace in tartan could only have been an idea 
originating in modern times, lie was a Lowland gentleman of English 
descent, his name “ Waleys ” being one which occurs among English 
barons and lotd mayors of his century, and which first appears in the 
chartulary of Paisley along with the founders of the house of Stewart 
whom the Waleyses evidently accompanied to Renfrewshire from Shrop- 
shire. But there is a fictitious portraiture which belongs to art, ns 
well as a fictitious portraiture which only belongs to fiible. During the 
"jiiddle ages, our herald-painters and illuminators of MSS.'were in the 
habit of making representations of their heroes or patrons ; and the effigies 
on tombs and church- windows were certainly intended to be likenesses as 
much as the heads on classical or on modern coins. When these came to 
be used during the revival of art, as models from which to make larger 
portraits, the result was n portraiture — often quaint enough indeed — but 
by no means contemptible or untrustworthy. Chaucer was painted in 
miniature in old MSS. ; and down to the last century a picture of him 
was visible on his tomb at Westminster. If, then, the two “ Chaucers’* 
in the Exhibition (Nos. 8 and 9) are not taken from life, as is certain 
enough, there is no reason to doubt their being like life. And they both 
represent the poet os a man of sensibility and intellect, though with all 
the gravity of expression which belongs to early schools of art. The 
author of the Canterbury Tales was a humourist as decidedly as a poet ; 
but the power of giving the femiliar, comic, or everyday view of a fece 
belongs to the later ages of art rather than to the first ones. The 
« Henry TV.” (No. 18, compare No. 10) remained long at Hampton 
Court, Herefordshire, which was built by a knight in Henry’s service, 
who married a Fitzalan related to the king. It has thus fln excellent 
pedigree, and was no doubt copied in large from a miniature illumina- 
tion. The ‘‘John Talbot, first Earl of ShrewsburyJ’ (No.' 19)* iwdW# 
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tlie old warrior, wlio is in a tabard, look like a playing-card. Tbis 
portrait, which is in oil upon panel, was discovered by Pennant at Canons- 
Aahby, the seat of Lord Northampton, whose descendant, the Marquis, 
has lent it to the ^Ixhibition. It is of the age of Henry VI., and a 
duplicate of it, which used to hang near the earl’s tomb in old St. Paul’s, 
was brought to the Herald’s College after the fire of London. The tabard 
recalls a fine scene which old writers tell us took place when — 

that great Alcides of the flelil, 

Valiant Jol^i Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbury, 

lay dead upon the field of Chastillon. His herald found the body of the 
aged fighting-man, — he was eighty years old, and had been victorious in 
forty pitched battles and skirmishes, — and kissing it, broke out into 
** these compassionate and dutiful expressions,” — Alas, it is you 1 1 
pray God pardon all your misdoings. I have been your officer of arms 
forty years or more, ’tis time I should surrender it to you.” And, 
^ while the tears trickled plentifully down his face,” goes on the account, 

** he disrobed himself of his coat-of-arms, and flung it over his master s 
body.” Another portrait taken from life in this antique second-hand 
way is that of “ Sir Thomas Lyttelton ” (No. 36), Lord Lyttelton’s ancestor, 
which was evidently done some generations after the famous old judge’s 
time, probably from portraits in the windows of Frankley or Hnlcso\reu^ 
churches. The Jane Shores ” (Nos. 88, 84, 85,) disappoint one as far 
as beauty is concerned. But the Eton College portrait (No. 84) deserves 
attention on the ground pointed out by Horace Walpole, — that her con- 
fessor was provost of Eton, and received through her intercession some 
lands of which the college had been despoiled. The pictures thus specified 
are all good, or, at lowest, curious samples of the old feudal retrospective 
portraiture, as we may call it. But there are two works in the Eastern 
Corridor of greater authority and higher merit than any of them. These 
are “Edward Gximstoii” (No. 17) and “Sir John Donne and Lady 
Donne *' (No. 18). The first is a portrait by Petrus Chriutus, a pupil of 
Van Eyck, of an ancestor of Lord Verulam’s, who was employed in the 
Low Countries in the fifteenth century. It is executed with the greatest 
j^wei* and truthfulness, and has the additional and unique interest, as far 
as we can see, of being the earliest portrait directly from life, on that 
scale, in the whole Exhibition. This is the more remarkable because 
little is known about the Grimston family to the world at huge, by 
whom they have been chiefly heard of as holding the title and possessing 
the estate once belonging to Bacon. The “ Sir John and Lady^onne” 
is a noble religious picture by Van Eyck, in which the knight and hia 
lady are kneeling before the Tiigin and Child. Such pictures were 
presented by men of influence to religions houses in the middle ages, an4 
the introduction into them of the patrons was a kind of return for Uieir 
genarodty. Thia ona has the true realiam and deep thoug^tftil sentiin|nt 
Zt the old sefacfols. Like the “ Edwasd Grimston,^' its mteiesi 

you xiiL-Hio. 78. 88* 
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is entirely diflereut from that of the vast majority of the works in the 
Exhibition. Its interest is wholly in the painter, and not in the subject ; 
vhereas most of the portraits are valuable for the subject; and only a few 
arc at once great in subject and in execution. 

On leaving the Eastern Corridor, we find ourselves in the Eastern 
Gallery, which looks pleasantly out on the Horticultural Gardens, and is 
divided into nine bays or compartments, devoted to the men and women 
of the Tudor reigns. Almost the first portrait that meets the eye here — 
that of “ Thomas Stanley, first Earl of Derby ” (No. 42) — suggests the 
uncertainty of all early works of the kind. Notft)nly is the costume that 
of a later date, but the earl himself is the “ double ” of a Duke of 
Somerset of Elizabeth’s reign, who figui'es elsewhere in the collection 
(No. 886). Nay more, his son. Lord Strange 69), and his grandson, 
the second earl (No. 70), have a similar locdc of manufacture about them. 
This remark does not apply to the illustrious second wife of the first earl 
— Margaret Beaufort, Countess of Richmond and Derby — a connection, 
by the way, which makes a certain confusion between Stanley anA 
Beaufort portraits in some degree intelligible. Lord Derby’s portrait of 
that lady (No. 48) essentially resembles the one sent by St. John’s 
College, Cambridge (No. 47), of which she was a foundress. Near her 
liangs Edward Stafford, third Duke of Buckingham ” (No. 44, and see 
No. 71). This is the Buckingham of Shukspeare’s Ileury F///., who 
says of Wolsey, — 

This butcher’s cur is venom-mouth *d, and I 

Have not the power to muzzle him ; 

nnd whose death on the ecaffold was au incident in that war between the 
old nobility and the new, which is a salient feature of our aristocratic 
history under the Tudors. His daughter Elizabeth married the third 
Duke of Norfolk — by whom she was infamously treated— and was the 
mother of the illustrious Earl of Surrey — the flower of the house of 
Howard — of whose undutifuhiess, we regret to s^, she made heavy com- 
plaints. But we are giving the nobles precedence over the sovereigns, 
which will never do. iict us observe first, then, that of all the Henry 
Vni.’s, — ^burly, florid, vigorous, and tant 9Qit peu brutal as th^ 
the beft is No. 99, from Warwick Cattle. Let us next call attention to 
the fine picture of “ Henry Vll. and Ferdinand of ^rragon” 
and to the exquisite Mal^ae, calkd (it is thought erroneously) The 
Children of ^eniy Vn, ” (Na 6B), but lyhich, under any other name, 
would he equally a rpse of art. There is slap a dne comely fnhr^angdi 
of » l^targaret Tudor, Queen of Scotland ” (No. f3), whose with 

James IV. of fW ultimat^y brought the Rn^j^ orowu to 

the Stuarts; whp was at once a granWther vf &taiy ana oC i 

and who ig the Hpk i^ieh connects her wi^ all thd 

sovereigns of Eaglani Queen |togaret*a the f is 

•1m (No*. 7(1, 90\ with te 

hotbwil, “ChwlM Hwndon, o( 
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pardoned all the more readily because he recognized in bis handsomenoiBy 
his animalism, and his high spirit, a nature kindred to his own. 

The presiding genius of this part of the exhibition is the great Hans 
Holbein — the Swiss whose genius, like the Rhine, took its rise among the 
Alps and flowed northwards — the friend of Erasmus and Sir Thomas 
More, one of the earlieat, truest, wisest, and most finished of all portrait- 
painters.. Recent investigation has shown that Holbein died sooner than 
used to be thought, and this has thrown doubt on several portraits 
formerly honoured by bearing his name. But there are enough 
unquestioned apecimeua of him at South Kenainglon to give the visitor a 
thorough taste of his genius. We ma}'- instance, particularly, the “ Sir 
'William Butts” (No. 110) and “ Lady Butts ” (No. 115). Butts, who 
was physician to Henry the Eighth, has had the curious luck of being 
immortalized at once by Holbein and by Shakspeare : 

By holy Mary, Butts, there’s kniucry, 

^ays Shukspearc’s Henry when Butts shows him fiom the window 
Craumer kept waiting among lackies outside the Council Chamber by the 
Lords of Council. Holbein, however, has done the wife even better than 
the husband, or the picture has been luckier in its history ; for a more 
characteristic human head was hardly ever put upon canvas. The “ Sir 
Richard Southwells,” also (Nos. 108 and 112) ai*e very good, and make* 
one think of the man who accused Surrey of treason, and whom Surrey 
offered to fight in his shirt.” Still more interesting, because the painter’s 
genius is employed on a higher man, is Holbein’s ^William Warham, 
Archbishop of Canterbury ” (No. 86% a fine, honest, tender old face, 
rugged but gentle, alive with intellectual light, and soft with moral 
patience. Warkam held Canterbury immediately before Cranmer, and was 
one of the Conservative Reformers, like Erasmus and More, who hoped 
that the Church might be improved, chiefly through literature, without 
disruption of its unity and without social convulsion. Of hardly any 
man does the great and delightful Sage of Rotterdam speak with heartier 
warmth than of Warham. And we are now in the thick of Erasmus’s 
friends. We have not, indeed, reached as yet the More family, one of the 
glories of the whole Exhibition. There is, however, an excellent “ Linacre ’ ’ 
(No. 9^), attributed either to Holbein or Quintin Matsys, and an inferior 
i)ean Colet (No. 60), which makes no such pretensions. The poet Suf 
Thewaas Wyatt, Surrey’s friend, one of the many men of that age who 
combined the punuit of letters with active life, certainly Bat to Holbein, ia 
hia oontemporazy, the antiquary Leland„ aflfirms. Buf the painteoft 
hand is not visible in the poet’s head as we have it from the EodMia 
(No. 6S), theiigh on the whole we prefer the Bodljuan Wyatt to the one 
w»t by Hr. John Bruce (No. 98). The fcmify petealjta bf o«ur great 
to be authentio as the sixteenth etnttny though 

*»«• tAn mdBWWB. “ Sir WiiHtta (]«<»«*** <Ko. 81) 

4pNii il tigMiflawitlr Uke tke «hrew4 fanHfTMiiiil 

86 —* 
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Usher of Wolsey, the real founder of the House of Dovonsliire. His 
fidelity to Wolsey served him with the King after Wolsey’s fall. Priories 
and abbeys were “ dissolved ” into a stream of wealth for him and hia 
posterity. And he married, for his third wife, a widow fair and rich, 
and 'still cleverer than she was fair and rich, — the notorious Eliza- 
beth Hardwick, commonly called “Bess of Hardwick” — an alliance 
which first planted the Cavendishes in Derbyshire. Other, charac- 
teristic faces of the founders of our modern aristocracy are those of 
“ Sir William Petre ” (No. 128), with his sagacious look and firm 
mouth ; of “ William, fii'st Lord Paget” (No. 159), long-nosed, and acute; 
of “ Sir John Thynne ” (No. IGl), the steward of the Protector Somerset, 
sharp, pushing, and bold. On all these men, and such as they, tlu* 
Seymours included, “ the gentle Surrey,” as Sir alter Scott calls him, 
looked with distrust and hauteur. And this feeling of Surrey’s, expressed 
in such snyings as that “ they loved no ancient nobility,” and that when 
the King died they should smart for it,” did no little towards bringing that 
brilliant head of his to the block. There are three portraits of the Earl of 
Surrey in the Exhibition, of which far the most striking is the brilliant full- 
length contributed by the Countess Delawarr (No. 121), and which, if it 
had no other claim than the having come down from the Sackvilles, who 
were related to Surrey’s family, would be of great importance. But its 
splendid qualities as a picture attract every artist, and it is difficult to 
gaze on the stately figure, and the sad, proud, intellectual look of the face, 
without feeling that so once stood before his contemporaries the most 
famous of the Howards in the sixteenth century. He leans against a 
column bearing a motto which he had chosen, sat superestj and to his right 
is the shield of his ancestor Thomas Plantagenet of Brotherton, the carry- 
ing of which was one of the offences that cost him his head. This fine 
portrait is ascribed to Holbein. But it seems more likely to be the work 
of Guillim Street, though even this is doubtful, and there are authorities 
who think it due to some painter of Italy. The chronology in this, as in 
other cases, does not suit the Holbein theory. For instance, “ Edward 
Stanley, third Earl of Derby ” (No. 153), is called a Holbein likewise. 
But if Holbein died in 1543, ns now seems certain, that Lord Derby was 
many years younger at the time than the portrait makes him. One 
portrait good enough to be classed with genuine Holbeins, though the head 
has been tampered with, is Sir 'VTilliam Sidney ” (No, 141), the grand- 
father of Sir Philip. This fine amiable-looking gentleman leads off the 
Sidneys in the Exhibition, of whom there are no less than thirteen. The 
fiimily likeness is curiously visible in many of them, and a pleasant type 
of fiice it if, always benignant, intdlecjtual, and refined. 

Of all the pictures, however, bearing the name of Holbein, that which 
carries off the palm in the multitude of associations, — ^historic, domestic) 
literary, — gathering round it, is the Sir Thomas More and his Family 
(No. 163), belcmging to Mr. Charles Winn, of Yorkshire. That Holbein 
painted a family group of the Mores is oertaiu ; for have two tetters 
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of Erasmus still extant in which lio mentions having scon a picture 
of the kind. In the first of these, dated Friburg, 5th September, 1529, 
Erasmus sajs to Sir Thomas : — I hope it may be allowed me yet once 
in life to see those most dear friends, whom in the picture which Holbein 
showed me I have looked at with the gieatest pleasure of mind." In the 
second, written next day, and addressed to Sir Thomas’s daughter, Mrs. 
Mai’garet Roper, he dwells on the work at greater length : — “ I can hardly 
tell you," the old scholar writes, “ what pleasure I felt when the painter, 
Holbein, showed me that whole family so happily brought out, that if 1 
had been present I could not have seen much more. Frequently am I 
wont to desire that once before my fatal day, it may be my lot to see that 
most dear company to which I owe a good part, whether of my fortune 
or my glory such as it is, and owe to no mortals more willingly. Of this 
wish, the ingenious hand of the painter has given me no Little portion. 

I recognized them all, but no one more readily than you. I seemed to 
myself to see shining throug*h its most beautiful dwelling the much more 
beautiful mind." And he adds that he had kissed the image of Margaret 
Roper’s mother. Now, that the portrait here spoken of was such a 
portrait of the whole household as the one befoie us in the Exhibition, is 
abundantly plain from Erasmus’s words. They are all tliere, — grand- 
father, father, son, daughters ; and Margaret Roper is comely enough to 
lU'^tify the good old scholar’s coniplim^ts. The household clock is ticking 
on the wall ; the family fool is standing in the background ; flowers from 
the garden perfume the air ; and the whole atmosphere is redolent of 
liomely domestic life and peace. But how much of the work as it at 
present stiinds came from the hand of Holbein is not easy to determine. 
Walpole thought that he made the design, and that it was executed in 
large by journeymen j and he enumerated six piec 4 <s extant on the 
subject, one of the three largest of which is the one of which Ave are 
speaking. Certain it is, that Mr. Winn’s picture has pedigree in its 
favour, for it can be traced to the Ropers already mentioned, one of whom 
Margaret More married. Its general authenticity is thus indisputable ; 
and if we miss Holbein in the details, Ave are sure that his genius is 
there as the animating spirit of the whole. 

As we approach the period of the Elizabethans, a few admirab e 
portraits by the great painter Sir Antonio More, who came to England 
with Philip the Second, present themselves for particular study. Such 
aie his portrait of himself (No. 186), a noble work ; and that of “Walter 
Devereux, first Earl of Essex" (No. 263), whose keen wise eye and 
arch Expression have an irresistible look ol life. This able and long- 
descended nobleman was one of the seven men whom EUzabeth made 
peers in her fifty years’ reign. It is believed that he was powoned at Ae 
instigation of Leicester, who married his widoAV, Lettice toollyS. He 
was the father of Elizabeth’s favourite, in whose face a family likcn^ la 
discernible (No. 253). But it is a pity that we have no portraits either of 
hia Wife LatUc^ or of his daughter Penelope, whose beauty was renowned. 



7£0 TUB NATIONAL POIITBAIT EXHIBITION. 

• 

Another highly remarkable work by Sir Antonio More is “ Queen Elizabeth 
as Princess” (No. 271). This is exquisitely painted, and represents the 
Queen as a young woman, eminently intelligent, and by no means bad- 
looking. Few of our readers are probably so confident that Elizabeth 
was . beautiful as Ht. Kingsley. But the general impression to the 
contrary which somehow prevails now, receives no confirmation from the 
many portraits of her in this Exhibition, taken in the lump. Wheth(>r 
as a girl with a book in her hand in the very fine picture (it has been 
severely scrubbed by the way) from St. Jatnes’s Palace (No. 247) ; or 
in early womanhood as More presents her ; or blazing in gems, from the 
brilliant pencil of Zucchero (No. 2G7), in middle life, she cannot fairly 
be called plain, and her face has always intellect and character. What is 
noticeable, too, is that through all Elizabeth’s portj^itB there is a general 
similarity of type visible ; whereas most of those of Mary Queen of Scots 
are neither like each other, nor like anything that the sixteenth century 
writers tell us about her. In scarcely two out of thirteen, do we see the 
de//e creature of Joseph Scaligor; the 

Nvmjiha inter pulchras pulchcrriiiui. Neptuninns, 

Nympha Caledouice gloria magnn tuec, 

of George Buchanan ; or her whom Ponsxird sang of as, — 

Uno ]^yiio si belle, 

Belle cti perfection : car toute la beaule 
Qui est, et qui sern, ct a jamais este 
I’rCs de la eienne c.st laldc. 

The great men of Elizabeth’s gieat reign are fairly represented in the 
Eastern Gallery. The sagacious Cecil and his son are there (Nos. 242, 
245, 259). Sir ^icholos Bacon’s solid brow and powerful jowl suggest 
a man equally great at the council-board and the dinner-table (No. 228). 
No quite worthy Kaleigh appears, indeed, but there is a far-travelled 
penetrating look about one portrait of him (No. 260), which induces 
us to give it the preference.' Thomas Sackville, Earl of Dorset,” 
best known in literature as Lord Buckhurste, and ancestor of many 
Sackvilles distinguished in their times, figures to advantage on the 
canvas of Garrard (No. 255). The Admiralty, too, have sent an 
impfvmve full length of that fine old grandee, Charles Howard Earl 
of Nottingham, the conqueror of |he Armada (No. 857). For some 
reason or other, however, the sailors of this age have not rieceived justice 
at the hands of its artists. Neither Drake (Nos. 846, 861) nor Frobisher 
(Nos. 851, 895) satisfy the imagination. How oheerfiiUy would we 
exchange for really great portraits of such men, the criminals like 
Leicester, who seem to have f>ean painted on all hands, or the obscure 
big-wigs who were painted only because they had money to pay ftx it| 
and whose names, read in a catalogue one day, are forg^en the next I 
Of the many kjn^ of mca-al interest about a portrait galler y ^ ei p eciaHy 
a portrait gallery of a nation, as this one at Kensington th# 
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least is the tone of irony Tiaible in the way in which fortune nrnmges 
whose portraits shall survive. It mns through all departments of life. 
There are more Cecils, Grimstones, and Wallops, than Talbots, Gliflbrds, 
and Veres. The grave-digger who dug Mary Queen of Scots* gftivc 
is there, — and nobody can answer for the likenesseB of Shakspearo. 
The only portrait of Edmund Spenser (No. 336) is without a history. 
I he only two of Ben Jonson (Nos. 382, 838) are hardly like each other. 
And we look in vain on the walls for Marlow, Kyd, Webster, Peele, 
or Nash. 

We must not, however, grudge the Elizabethan “ swell ” his compara- 
tive prosperity, because he was nearly always a “ swell," and something 
more. He was a lily of the valley, but he knew how to toil and spin. 
Sometimes, like “ George Clifford, third Earl of Cumberland " (No. 897), 
he made long sea-voyages for England’s glory at his own exi>ense. Sotne- 
times, like Edward de Vere, Earl of Oxford (whom we regret to find 
absent), he wrote poems which the world has not allowed to die. Ho 
fought with Sidney at Zutphen ; with Devereux at Cadiz ; and poured 
out — freely as the wine flowed in his castle — his old blood on the 
American sand. A certain elevation of sentiment marks these men, which 
even the cavaliers did not possess in the same delicacy of bloom, and 
which was totally wanting to the wi^ty rakes of the Second Charles. 
** Fulke Greville, first Lord Br6oke " (No. 299,) wrote himself down in 
his epitaph, to be read to this day under his rotting banner in the church 
of St, Mary at Warwick, — 

Servant to Queen Eli^iabcth, 

Counsellor to King JameB, 

And friend to Sir Philip Sydney , 

his life of whom is still worth reading. And Philip liimsclf i,s pro- 
bably looked at in the various excellent portraits of him which llio 
Exhibition contains, with as genial an admiration as any man under 
its roof. Our own fkvourite is the Warwick Castle Sidney (No. 274), 
which has come down to Lord Brooke from the biographer just men- 
tioned. Near it hangs his loved and honoured sister (No. 284), on 
whotpi Ben Jonson wrote the famous lines which Simonides never anr- 
paseedi and which, quoted a thousand times, shall here be quoted for the 
thousandth and first : — 

tJndemeath this sable ho^se, 
lies the subject of all verse, 

Sidney's sister, Pembroke's mother, 

Death, ere thou bast slain another 
]>am’d, and fair, and good as she, 

Time shall throw a dart at thee. 

It ia euitomiiry to speak of this sweet little poem as an epitaph^*’ And 
tha oatAfogue, ftfilowiug this custom, adds truly that it waa neircr etigntted 
on 3Mf monument. But tx^ ia that it U not an epiiopli. 
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but an epicedion not an inscription for a tomb, but a dirge, or funeral- 
song, for a funeral. The popular misquotation “ marble hearse ” has done 
;nuoh to keep up the popular error on the subject. Assuredly, the 
beauties of that generation never were without a vates sacer. Not far 
from “ Mary Sidney, Countess of Pembroke,” is the pleasant good- 
natured face of “ Alice Spencer, Countess of Derby ” (No. 288), who, 
celebrated in her youth by the poet Spenser as “ sweet Amaryllis,” had a 
mask — the Arcades " — dedicated to her in her old age by Milton. She 
was the wife of “ Ferdinando, fifth Eai*l of Derby ” (Nos. 286, 289), 
whose portraits — not otherwise remarkable — have a decided air of reality 
about them. That of his father, “Henry, the fourth Earl of Derby" 
(No. 287), gives a capital notion of the higher patricians of that day, whose 
position was always a responsible, and oflen a perilous one. But the 
Exhibition does not contain a single head of the Stanleys from whom the 
present Earl of Derby descends — the junior branch who succeeded to the 
earldom in 1736 — and we cannot expect to trace vivid resemblances 
between living men and the faces of those from whose fourth cousins 
they are sixth or seventh in descent. Other members of houses now 
patrician, worth looking at in this far end of the Eastern Gallery, 
are “ Sir John Spencer ” (No. 871), father of the first peer ; and (in the 
Eastern” Corridor) “Sir Oliver Wallop" (No. 885), Lord Portsmouth’s 
ancestor — a good, round-headed fighting man, with no lack of character 
about him. 

On leaving the East Central Conidor at the end of what may be 
called the Tudor Gallery, we ascend the stairs, and passing through 
tlie Naval Museum, come to a large square space — the Centre — in which 
the reign of James the First begins. Before we enter it, three por- 
traits face us. That in the middle — the tall figure in black doublet and 
hose — is Lord William Howard, the “ Belted Will " of The Lay of the 
Last Minstrel : — 

His Bilboa blade, by Marchmen felt, 

Hong in a broad and stndded belt ; 

Hence, in rude phrase, the borderers still 

Called Noble Howard, Belted Will. 

He was a younger son of Thomas, the fourth Duke of Norfolk (No. 268)i 
who lost his head for his foolish political flirtation with Mary Queen of 
Scots, in 1572 ; and was thus a grandson of the “ gentle Surrey,” the 
common ancestor of all the great Howards— e.xeept the Effingham line 
who came off earlier— down to this day. “ Belted Will ” founded the 
Carlisle branch, endowing them with brood lands by his marriage with 
Elizabeth a co-heiress of the last Lord Daore of Oillealand. The three 
heiresses of that great northern hodse ail married Howards ; and the male 
line of Daore, reducqjl to poverty, and meeting no justly, died unhappyf 
some in exile, nod some at home. Of couxse, there ere no DaorOs in the 
Exhibition, ** Elisabeth Lady Howard ” excepted (No. 429). On either 
side of the old Border chieftain hang a marrieff whM' hliioiy ia 



THE NATIONAL POETUAIT EXHIBITION. 


758 


a romance. These are “ Sir Robert Shirley ” (No. 404), and “ Lady 
Theresa,” his wife (No. 40G). Sir Robert was one of those adtentuifwu 
travellers whose lives give so much of its pictui'esque colour to the age of 
Elizabeth. He was employed in Persia by the Shah, and brought home 
to the com't of James the Persian lady — 

Serene with argent-lidded eyes 
Amorous 

whose pretty face is before us. In the Centre, round the corner, the first 
head which strikes the view is that of an old gentlewoman, and it is 
called “ The Countess of Desmond,” by Rembrandt. We all remember 
this Countess — 

Who lived to the age of a hundred and ton, 

And died by a fall from a cheiT}-trcc, then ; 

What a frisky old girl 1 

as Tom Moore sings. But this cannot be the old girl in question, or if 
it is, then it cannot be a Rembrandt. A very onlliant figure next attracts 
attention, Sir Nathaniel Bacon,” by himself (No. 411). He was the 
great Bacon’s half-broither, and was an amateur of real genius for the art. 
He painted his \\'ife, also, who is beside him (No. 415), and the work is 
a very clever one. Two portraits of Arabella Stuart are on the same wall, 
one of them (No. 422) probably — as Miss Cooper suggests,* — flint which 
was sent to Leicester when he wished to betroth the child whom he lost — 
the infant Lord Denbigh — to the child Arabella. The “ Swinburne ” in 
the corner (No. 426) was an ancestor of the young poet who is again 
making the old name familiar. But the leading figures of the Centre arc 
King James, his family, and some of his court. James is here, as every- 
'where, intelligent-looking, but ignoble; — no sovereign and no gentle- 
man ; — reminding one much of Thackeray’s saying in the Book of Snobs 
that he was “ a snob and a Scotch snob — than which the world contains no 
more offensive creature.” But the personal appearance of Prince Henry, 
the Marcellus of the House of Stuart,” — 

Oatendent terris huuc tantnm fata, ncque ultra 

Esso sinent 

is not unworthy a prince whose parts attracted Bacon, and his character, 
Raleigh. In Bacon’s Latin eulogium, Henry’s personal beauty is strongly 
insisted upon, and compared to that of his sister Elizabeth, whom he 
resembles. Bacon says, as much as a young man could resemble the 
conspicuous beauty of a virgin ; quam etiam, quantum potuit viriiis 
fiiima ad eximiain virginalem pulchritudineni collata, referebat.” Ho 
looks best, we think, in the Van Somer (No, 446), sent by Lord 
Craven, whose ancestor wa.** in such close relations with Elizabeth of 
Bohemuu The “ Queen of Hearts ” is always stately and handsome 


* In kor reoant ex cellen t sad agroeabl© Xj/c of ArubsUa Stuart.— (Htont and 
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(No. 445). And handsomenesB must also be assigned — it is his only 
good point — to George Villiers, Duke of Buckingham, of whom and his 
family there arc beautiful pictures by Jansen and Honthorst (Nos. 482, 
435). The favourites of Elizabeth had generally something about them 
besides good looks, even when, like Leicester, they were tainted with 
crime. Besides, if her favourites were foolish, her councillors were wise. 
But the creatures whom James raised out of the dust to the height of 
greatness — from motives as little respectable as those which made a 
Koman emperor love a handsome lihertua — were allowed to dishonour by 
their folly the country which they robbed in their greed, and were, 
besides, insolent and licentious beyond all historical example. It is a 
relief to turn from them to the stout Roundheads and the gallant Cava- 
liers, the men of Clarendon and Vandyck. For^hat Holbein is to 
Erasmus, Tandy ck is to Clarendon. The painter illustrates the writer, 
and the writer illustrates the painter. It was no mere fancy of Walpole’s, 
but a solid and valuable observation that he made, when he compared 
the portraits of these two great men. They had both in a singular 
degree the power of bringing out individual character, and exhibiting 
it under its most noble and graceful aspects, ©f Clarendon’s politics 
we say nothing. But it will not be the worst result of the Portrait 
Exhibition if it induces people to read him a little more than has 
been the fashion lately ; and to enjoy the charm of his stateliness, 

1 elieved by familiarity ; his pomp, qualified by grace. He^s the coun- 
terpart of Vandyck in a sister art; and just as among the Tudors we 
think of Erasmus when we look at IXolbein, so we think of Clarendon 
when we look at Vandyck. 

We first get into the Vandyck region on arriving at the West Central 
Corridor, which we reach by descending the stairs after quitting the 
Centre. Here, two excellent Vandycks immediately attract attention, that 
of the loyal and honourable “ William, first Earl of Craven ” (No. 460), 
and that of Thomas, first Lord Arundell of Wardour” (No. 465), a 
good Continental soldier of the period, whom one immediately begins to 
think of as if one had kwnvn this portrait to be like. Here we pass into 
another gallery, the Western Gallery, and find ourselves among some of 
the ablest men of the early part of the seventeenth century. There is a 
good full-length of Bacon from Gorhambury (No. 468), but it is the 
Bacon of the world and the court rathk than the Bacon of philosophy or 
letters, and is less pleasing than the fine statue of the sage in 6t Miohael’s 
Church, St. Albhn^S ; the face is cunning, and what the Sootoh call 
pawky,” more than wise ; and we miss in it the poetio element which 
fl^es through all the philosopher’s speculations, and whkh has tuoh a 
mournful beauty in some of the opening sentences of his will. A Lady 
Hobart” (No. 469), close by, is a fine earnest old lady’s head of the 
period, and nobody will be disappointed either with Camden (Noe. 478, 
49(1), or Wotton, for the face of the old diplomatist and poet is fhU of 
light (No. 496). The Earl of t^embrdre who marded “ Sidney’s ilstMV*’ 
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is in tliis part of tlie building (No. -492,) separated from tlic swcvt-faced 
lady whose name keeps bis alive, and throws over him a poetry that ho 
does not deserve— for his divorce of hia first wife Katherine Grey was base, 
and we suspect that what hia family saw to admire in Mary Sidney was 
less her personal worth than her Dudley connection. A lady not unlike 
Mary Sidney in some points of character is represented by a delightful 
portrait in this quarter— the Lucy Ilarington (No. 507), whom Ben 
Jonson addresses as — 

Lucy, you biifjjhtnoss of our spheic, wlio nre 
Life of the Muses* days, flieir morning star 
And anotlicr who made herself a iiaiiio in the memoirs of the time 
stands with a quiet grace before us — Anne Clitford, the heiress o( the 
Enrls of Cumberland, one of whose husbands was Mary Sidney’s son. It 
is a curious flict, however, that the women of England are woiso repre- 
sented in this collection than the men ; and Anne Clifford, maugre her 
great descent, is insipid compared with such cavaliers as Vandyck s Earl 
of Cleveland (No. 542), and that burly old warrior, in yellow buff, 
Berkeley of Stratton (No. 546), whom we never look at without feeling 
that he must have emptied a flagon at some time or other with Dugald 
Dalgetty. Another almost typical cavalier — every inch a king and church 
man — is Sir Bevil Granville (No. 663), — he who fell at Lansdown, and was 
so much loved through all tlie west country. It is strange to see these old 
worthies looking at us tranquilly, side by side with those whom they never 
met in life, except as mortal foes ; and to turn from them to their enemies, 
the long-headed Lord Saye and Sele (No. 551), and the resolute bright- 
witted John Pym, one portrait of whom, Lord Townsheud’s (No. 609), 
we think thoroughly characteristic. If, in a general way, however, the 
men have the advantage over the women in these galleries, there are some 
brilliant female portraits, and in the neighbourhood wdiere we now are 
that of Charlotte de la Tremouille (No. 654) is worthy of particular 
attention. It is a charming Rubens, full of life and spirit and grace. The 
young French patrician lady is still in her own land, — the siege of Latham 
and thftt darker scene at Bolton lie bid from her in the distant future, — and 
the sense and resolution which great' trials arc doomed to evoke, only 
appear as yet in the form of a happy, joyous, girlish force, suggestive of 
love and wit and song and dancing. The reader will find it interesting 
to compare this delightful Rubens of Charlotte de la FremouiUe, when 
young, with the Vandyck which depicts her as the grave, matronly 
Cotthtess of Derby (No. 694), and with a third picture (No. 696), in 
which she is in mourning for the honest lord,— true to her and to his 
kiUg,^ho died so bravely and yet bo modestly on the scaffold. This is 
the Countess of Derby whom everybody remembers in Peveril ef the 
Psalfc, and whoae fiuttily,“-ono of the noblest in France, and sprung from 
the nld sovereign counts of Poitou,— is still in existence. 

lA some deg^me this Rubens of “Lady Derby” wUl be a surptise, 
•bme jpountetu, tfiough femous for her courage and sense, WWI Wfttet 
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much celebrated as a beauty. But tlie fair Venetia Digby, the wife cf 
Sir Kenelm, a Stanley by birth, was as renowned in the generation with 
which we are now occupied as Penelope Devereux in the generation 
immediately preceding. Sir Kenelm was almost inordinately proud 
of her loveliness, and was most anxious through life to have it secured 
by art, for the admiration of posterity. Accordingly, we see her in 
the Exhibition, both living and dead. The picture of her after death 
(No. 570), represents her as if asleep ; and we know from Ben Jonson’s 
poem, that her being found dead in bed excited the imagination of 
her admirers — 

Dare I profane, so in-eligious be 
To greet or grieve her soft cutliauasic, 

So sweetly taken to the court of bliffic, 

As spirits had stolen her spirit in a kissc, 

Erom off licr pillow and deluded bed, 

And left her lovely body unthought dead. 

It is always jdcasant to find the fine arts playing into each other’s hands 
in this way ; and of many instances of the kind in the Portrait Exhibition, 
not the least remarkable is afforded by this notable race of Digbys. The 
portliness and amplitude of Sir Kenelm (Nos. 575, C46) are hardly more 
impressive, even on the canvas of Vandyck, than in the verse of Jonson, 
who refers very distinctly to them — 

In him all virtno is beheld in state; 

And ho is built like some imperial room, 

For that to dwell in and be still at home. 

The “ imperial ” size of the “ room ” is unmistakable, indeed, in No. 576 ; 
and one is tempted to think that it was a dining-room ! The Lady 
Venetia is comely enough in the family group portraits, where her two 
little boy^s are delightfully done (No. 575). But her renowned loveliness 
is most visible in the allegorical •pieture of her (No. G5d), where Cupids 
are holding a wreath of laurel over her head, and where her beauty 
is seen to have been of a fine type — not that of Ivosalind and Amaryllis, 
but that of Beatrice and Portia. While on this chapter of seventeenth- 
century beauties, let us point out, as pretty and engaging, two ladies of 
fahulies which made a great figure at that time. One is “ Anne, Countess 
of Morton ’’ (No. 571), who has all the voluptuous charms for which the 
Villierses were remarkable, and which came to their peculiar perfection 
in the “Duchess of Cleveland” of Lely (No. 861). The other is “ Lady 
Dorothy Sidney, Countess of Sunderland,” the “ Sachariasa” of Waller, 
whose good looks are testified to by four portraits (Nos. 576 , 662, 684, * 
778), though most people think them below her fume. There is a good 
Waller (No. 660) an^ong the excellent pictures contributed by Mr. Foun- 
taine, of Norfolk; but the Hotisham Waller, it seems, could not be 
obtained. Beauties and wits go naturally together, so we may 
say that, besides a good Waller, the Exhibition contains an i^greeable 
Cockling (No. 682), and a remarkable Cowley (No. ^57). Wc miw# 
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however, Cleiveland, who had the sharpest sting, and Hemck, who 
produced the sweetest honey, of all the Attic bees of the time ; a time 
remarkable for the excellence of its light literature— which in poetic 
epigram, in wit winged with fancy, has never boon outdone. The satirist 
of Anne’s reign was a viper inside a bundle of dry stick.s. The Caroline 
satirist was more Aristophanic, and shook his poisonous dcAV from the 
bells of flowers. 

In an exhibition of this kind, the historical student feels that lie is 
paying a visit to his illustrious friends among the dead. He turns natu- 
rally to those who, “ having done what deserves to be written, or written 
what deserves to be read,” have long filled a place in the spiritual which 
he desires to see them occupy in the bodily eye. It is a kind of intro- 
duction that he gets to men whom he has long desired to know. Thus, 
with what natural curiosity he turns to Lord Herbert of Cherbury, or 
Falkland “the virtuous and the just!” Lord Powis, who represents 
Lord Herbert of Cherbury, has sent two portraits of him, one an oval bust 
(No. 622), which we prefer to the full length (No. 628). This bust was 
probably4xecuted in Italy. It has the look of Italian work, though not 
of the very best class. And we all know that Lord Herbert of Cherbiii-y 
was in Italy, where he told a pretty nun, who sang sweetly, that, die 
when she might, she need not change either face or voice in becoming an 
angel. His own face is that of a man of brains and sensibility. But 
where is his’^ounger brother, the poet, the holy George ? Has the ianiily 
which unites the honours of Clive with those of the most truly distin- 
guished branch of the Herberts no likeness of him ? As there arc two 
Herberts of Cherbury, so there are two Lord Falklands. Our own pre- 
ference is given to that sent by Lord Anindell of Wardour, where the 
kindly ojyen expression finds its way to all hearts (No. 619). But the 
other has an earnest and tender look, almost equally fascinating on 
careful study (No. 658). Both of them bear out what Clarendon tells 
us of a cc^^in “ simplicity ” which belonged to Falkland’s look, and 
which waa thought to show him to a disadvantage compared with some 
of his lordlier contemporaries of his class. He has tlie air of one, how- 
ever^ to be loved dead as he was loved living; and the eye turns tenderly 
to biB pretty wife, Lettice Morrison, on the opposite wall (No. 596.) 
She was the sister of his bosom friend, Sir Henry Morrison, his friendship 
with whom Ben Jonson celebrated in an ** Ode Pindaric.” The little 
(drole of seholars and wits which met at Falkland’s house, Great Tew, 
near Oxford, is only partially represented at South Kensington. Chilling- 
worth is not there, nor Hammond. We find, however, one of his most 
constant guesto, Bishop Morley (No. 1004), who deserves, remembrance, 
were it only for one admirable hon motf so little haoknied that we must 
repeat it here. A country squire having asked him “ what the Arminiaus 
held ” he said they held all the best bishoprics and deaneries in the 
Btigiish Church. 



758 THE NATIONAL PORTBAIT EXHIBITION. 

After exhausting the Western Gallery and Corridors, our reader ‘ 
retrace his steps, and descend to the Lower Western and Lower Eastern 
Galleries, on the ground iloor. Exhibitions are of no politics. Most men 
of sense now agree with Coleridge, that in reading about our great Civil 
War we can respect both sides. And no modern Roundliead refuses to 
relish a Cavalier by Vandyck, any more tlian a modern Cavalier objects 
to a Roundhead by Cooper or Walker. Pleasant and profitable hours 
may be spent in contemplating both. The crayon head of “ Croiu- 
w^ell,” by Cooper (No. 808), naturally takes the lead in interest over all 
other portraits of men of the Commonwealth. It is full of rugged life 
and moral concentration. There is an “ Admiral Blake,” too (Na 8lfe), 
of Mr. Fountaine’s, which is comparatively new to the general world, 
and exceeds in character, we think, the well-kno\^i Blake of Wadhani 
(No. 818). Cromv/ell’s Mother” (No. 786,) has not the beauty on 
canvas which belongs to her in the miniatures. Ireton has been at last 
unfolded to the public gaze in his true image, having been long repre- 
sented in portraiture by Sir John Miunes (No. 668). Among the grandest 
in this region, the beautiful little group of Howards iu distemper 
(No. 712), attracts deserved admiration; as well as that of Algernon, 
tenth Earl of Northumberland, and bis family (No. 719), where tlie 
child especially is one of the most agreeable creations of Vandyck. A 
delightful Vandyck, too, is his James Stuart, Duke of Richmond (No. 720), 
than whom Charles the First had no nobler kinsman or loyaller fbllow'er. 
The three little Sidneys (No. 780) are well worth looking at, for the 
young red-haired one holding the dog is the famous Algernon — a name 
which he took from bis mother’s family, the Percies. The Carew and 
Killigrew, from Windsor (No. 754), is an eminently splendid specimen of 
Vandyck ; Killigrew, who faces the reader, being rendered with perfect 
grace and nobleness. 

The Lower Eastern Gallery, which alone remains to be noticed, is the 
favourite part of the whole exhibition for the lovers of piquant gossip. 
Here are found the men and women of Charles the Second’s time — of Pepys 
and Grammont, and the graver Evelyn. Bright eyes and bright ■ajings 
rule the hour, and the world is governed by kisses and epigrams* Pepys 
and Lely go together here, as Clarendon and Vandyck do in the gaUery 
which we quitted last ; or Holbein and Erasmus — Sir Antonio More and 
Shakspeare,^ — in the gallery with wbi^ we began. It is a world the 
aneodotage ” of whi^ is far better known than that of earlier worlds, 
however much less worth knowing, which in these matters does not eount* 
Let us content ourselves with pointing out whg]^ is clever^ and pfea- 
santest, for cleverness and pleasantness were the ohmactenstio qn^tfea 
of the period. 

There aro amtSal Gwyns, Np. HI being |*erbaps thn pretti^fi 
though the picture is terribly ciacked. There is a delioiena ** 

Villiers, Duress of Cleveland #(No. 851), a languisbing hof^ri nf ^ 
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Lejy type ; and another of her (No. 842) as Minerva ’* (surely Venus 
would have been the more appropriate goddess ?), banging not far from 
the unluoky and ill-looking Catherine of Bragansa (No. 837), from whom 
B]^e drew many teara. The "Comtease de Grammont*’ is pretty and 
charaoteristio (No. 844). The best Duchess of Portsmouth — that Louise 
de Querouaille whom our rude anceatora, as Macaulay says, called 
** Madam Carwell,” is the Gaacar (No. 84.>), and her boy, the Duke 
of Richmond’s ancestor — from whom, too, Charles Fox was descended — 
is a very nice-looking lad, with much of his mother’s face (No. 913). 
Lucy Walters is showy, and we fear a little brazen-looking (No. 839), 
while her son, the Duke of Monmouth, has little of Charles’s distinctive 
look, — so little as to corroborate the views of those who thought his 
paternity doubtful (Nos. 836, 876, 1020). None of his portraits, how- 
ever, are sent by the Duke of Buccleuch, wlio, more than anybody else, 
is interested in this small question of antiquarian detail. Those who cure 
for this peculiar class of historical persons may be referred to “ wanton 
Shrewsbury," a kinswoman of Lord Cardigan’s, though the picture is only 
mediocre (No. 898). Eleanor Lady Byron’s, also, is a sweetly pretty face 
(No. 866). The poet did not descend from this woman, but from another 
marriage. The philosophy of race, however, is left to shift for itself in 
the battle of artistic life. We have Barbara Viliiers, but not the Villiers 
who was mother of the great Chatham. We have the profligate Wilmot, 
the second Earl of Rochester, but not his more worthy father. To Ixj 
sure, many of us were agreeably disappointed in the features of this 
genial and certainly clever rake (No. 854). He looks a most innocent 
and hopeful youngster, and his head is painted with all the cleverness of 
the school then in vogue. There was no great power about the school of 
Lely, but a kind of refinement and ingenuity which has its own attrac- 
tion. Lely never came so near Vandyck, as Vandyck in some of his 
best works, such as the “ Carew and Killigrew ’’ lately mentioned, came 
near Titian. In every age the portrait-painters and their sitters corre- 
spond to each other in a very notable way. You want a Holbein for nn 
Erasmus, or a Vandyck for a Strafford ; but a Lely does well enough for 
the noble friends and kinsfolk of a Lucy Walters or Moll Davis. The 
portraita of Charles the Second by no means bear out his character as ** a 
merry monarch.” On the contrary, he is, in some of the best of them, 
saturnine, and even sad. By an odd contradiction, the mistresses of his 
brother James are better-looking than tradition represents them to have 
been. The descendants of that king and Arabella Churchill (No. 1018) 
are atUl extant in Ibe nobiesse of France. 

The riiore respectable men of Charles’s age have not been overlooked. 
That stout old “ tarpaulin,” (to use one of the familiar words of the time,) 
Sir John Lawson, the admiral, is there (No. 847). He was one of the Com- 
monwealth — who lived to become one of the Restoration admirals, and 
died of wounda v<^Ted Jn battle wHh the having requested, before 
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Ha last fight, a Binall provision for his widow, about Ae payment of which 
Clarendon does notaeem to have been bo hopeful as could be wished. The 
old age of Hobbes is most ^ectively brought before us, especially in the 
portrait of the Duke of Devonshire (No. 954), with whose forefathers the 
philosopher lived and died. The All Souls’ Jeremy Taylor (No. 962) 
is thought to be the best Jeremy Taylor extant: while the Kit-Cat 
Dryden, of Kneller, besides its intrinsic claims, is remarkable as having 
been derived by its present proprietor from Dryden’s publisher, Tonaon 
(No. 1000.) His portraits,” says Sir Walter Scott, “ bespeak the 
look and features of genius ; especially that in which he is diawn with 
his waving grey hairs.” The grey hairs are waving in this portrait, to 
which Sir Walter evidently alluded. It would be well if the whole series 
of portraits of which it is one, coi\ld be obtainedf^-on any tolerable terms 
for the nation. 

The general verdict of the rambler through these galleries, — our 
notes on which must here cease, — will certainly be that the whole exhibi- 
tion is highly attractive, instructive, and successful. All success is, no 
doubt, more or less imperfect. There is nothing in the rooms from 
Woburn, Wilton, Petworth, or Belvoir, in all of which — to say nothing 
of more humble but still ancient establishments — treasures of portraiture 
exist. Nevertheless a great deal has been accumulated, and disposed and 
illustrated in such a way as to be very useful and agreeable. Let us hope 
that the exhibition of next year may be even better ; and let us all do our 
best in our different spheres to make it so ; not forgetting to be grateful 
to the Earl of Derby for a suggestion which has borne such good and 
pleasant fruit. 
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